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sfFTER  the  great  Triumvirate,  Shakefpear,  John- 
*4?Gc    fon  and  Fletcher,  'Maflinger  is  certainly  the  Au- 
thor of  mofi  Confederation:  for  which  reafon  I  have 
tbofe  to  felecl  from  him  as  many  Plays  as  would  make  an 
entire  Volume,      Some  will  afk,   perhaps ,  why  I  have  not 
J  a  ken  the  Roman  A6tor,  which  has  commonly  been  reckon  d 
his  beft  Play  ?  I  anfwer,    that  tho3  the  writing  of  that 
Play,  particularly  the  Pleading  of  the  Roman  Actor,  may 
perhaps  be  fuperior  to  any  thing  Maflinger  ever  wrote,  yet 
the  Story  a?id  Conducl  of  it  are  fo  very  bad,  that  I  could 
not 'think  it  equal  to  many  other  of  his  Plays  ;  and  I  can- 
not  help  fuppofng,  that  the  reafon  of  its  having  been  re- 
vived by  Betterton,   mufi  have  been  for  the  fake  of  the 
Charaeler  of  Paris  the  Roman  Actor,  which  he  himfelf 
had  a  mind  to  appear  in*      I  amfurprizfd,  that  of  fo  cele- 
brated a  Writer,  fo  Jittle  can   be  co Heeled  relating  to  Sis 
Life  i  all  that  I  can  fnd  is,  that  he -was  born  in  15B4, 
educated  at  Oxford,  and  died  in  1639.      ^  appears  from 
his  Dedication  of  the  Bondman,  that  his  Father,   Philip 
Malinger,  was  a  Retainer?    in  fome  foape  or  other,  to 
Philip  Herbert,  Earl  of  Montgomery  ;    and,   I  think, 
from  the  general  Jlrain  of  his  Dedications,  one  may  gather 
that  he  v:as  always  in  a  fiat e  of  Dependence  and  Necejfity. 
Befides  the  Plays  which  compofe  this  Volume,  he  wrote 
the  Roman  Actor,  the  Fatal  Dowry,  the  Duke  of  Milan, 
the  Virgin  Martyr,  Tragedies-,  the  Renegado,  the  Great 
Duke  of  Florence,  the  Bondman,  the  Bafhful  Lover,  Co- 
medics  ;  the  Maid  of  Honour,  the  Emperor  of  the  Eaft, 
and  a  Very  Woman,  or  the  Prince  of  Tarent,  Tragi-Co* 
.medics* 

Dra- 


Dramatis  Perlbnse 


LOrd  Lacy. 
Sir  John  Rich,  a  merchant. 
Sir  Maurice  Lacy,  fori  to  Lord  Lacy% 
Mr.  Plenty,  a  country  gentleman. 
Luke,  brother  to  Sir,  John  Rich. 
Old  Goldwire,    1     ^  ^     ■    .1 

Young  Goldwire,    1  their  fons,  apprentices  to 

Young  Tradeewell,  J       Sir  John  Rich, 

Stargaze,  an  Aftrologer. 

Fortune,  a  decay1  d  merchant. 

Hoy  ft,  a  decay'd  gentleman. 

Penury. 

Ho  I df aft,  a  He  ward. 

Ramble,  Scuffle,  two  hectors. 

Ding^em,  a  pimp. 

Gett-all,  a  box-keeper. 

Lady  Rich. 

uZy,  \  her  dauShters- 
Millefcent,  her  woman* 
Shave^em,  a  wench. 
Secret,  a  bawd. 
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Adtus  primus,   Scena  prima. 


Enter  7radewell  and  Goldwire. 


TradeivelL 


HE  fhip  is  fafe  in  the  pool  then  ? 
and  makes  good, 
In  her  rich  freight,   the  name 

me  bears,  the  Speedwell : 
My  matter  will  find  it,  for  on  my 
certain  knowledge, 
For  every  hundred  that  he  ventur'd  in  her, 
She  hath  return' d  him  five. 

Goldwire.  And  it  comes  timely  ; 
For  befides  a  payment  on  the  nail  for  a  manor 
Late  purchased  by  my  mailer,  his  young  daughters 


Are  ripe  for  marriage, 


Tradewelfc 
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TradetwelL  Who,  Nan  and  Mall  ? 

Goldrujire.  Miflrefs  Anne  and   Mary,    and  with  forne 
addition, 
Or  'tis  more  puniihable  in  our  houfe 
Than  Sc&ndalum  Magna  turn. 
*  .  Trade-tvell.    'Tis  great  pity 
Such  a  gentleman  as  my  mailer  (for  that  title 
His  being  a  citizen  cannot  take  from  him) 
Hath  no  male  heir  to  inherit  his  eftate^ 
And  keep  his  name  alive. 

Gold<wire.  The  want  of  one 
Swells  my  young  miilrefTes,  and  their  madam-mother, 
With  hopes  above  their  birth,  and  fcale.  Their  dreams  are 
Of  being  made  counteiTes,  and  they  take  flate 
As  they  were  fuch  already.     When  you  went 
To  the  Indies,  there  was  fome  fhape  and  proportion 
Of  a  merchant's  houfe  in  our  family  ;  but  fmce 
My  mafter,  to  gain  precedency  for  my  miftrefs  - 
Above  fome  elder  merchants  wives,  was  knighted, 
'^is  grown  a  little  court,  in  bravery, 
Variety  of  famions,  and  thofe  rich  ones : 
There  are  few  great  ladies  going  to  a  mafque 
That  do  outfhine  ours  in  their  every-day  habits. 

Tradewell.  'Tis  ftrange  my  mailer  in  his  wifdom  call 
Give  the  reins  to  fuch  exorbitancy. 

Gold<wire.  He  mull, 
Or  there's  no  peace  nor  reft  for  him  at  home. 
,1  grant  his  Hate  will  bear  it ;  yet  h^s  cenfur'd 
For  his  indulgence,  and  for  fir  John  Frugal, 
By  fome  fliPd  fir  John  Prodigal. 

T?*ad£cwell.  Is  his  brother, 
Mr.  Luke  Frugal,  living  ? 

Gold<wire.  Yes,  the  more 
His  mifery,  poor  man  !  v 

cIrade?welL  Still  in  the  Counter  t 

Go/dzvtre.   In  a  worfer  place.     He  was  redeemed  from 
the  hole, 
To  live  in  our  houfe  in  hell  :  fmce,  his  bafe  ufage 
Confider'd,  'tis  no  better.     My  proud  lady 
Admits  him  to  her  table,  marry  ever 

A  3  Beneath 
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Beneath  the  fait,  and  there  he  fits  the  fubjeft  1 

Of  her  contempt  and  fcorn  ;  and  dinner  ended,. 
His  courteous  nieces  find  employment  for  him 
Fitting  an  under-apprentice,  or  a  footman, 
And  not  an  uncle. 

Tradewell.  I  wonder,  being  a  fcholar,  well  read,  and 
travell'd, 
The  world  yielding  means  for  men  of  fuch  defert, 
He  mould  endure  it. 

Enter  Stargaze,  Lady,  Anne,    Mary,    Mill ef cent,    In 
fe<veral poftures,  ewith  looking-glajjes  at  their  girdles* 

Gcld-wire.  He  does,  with  a  ftrange  patience ;  and  to  us 
The  fervants,  fo  familiar,  nay  humble. 
I'll  tell  you  ;  but  I'm  cut  off. — Look  thefe 
Like  a  citizen's  wife  and  daughters  ? 

TradeivelL  In  their  habits 
They  appear  other  things ;  but  what  are  the  motives 
Of  this  ltrange  preparation  ? 

Goldwire.  The  young  wag-tails 
Expect  their  fuitors.     The  firfr,  the  fon  and  heir 
Of  the  lord  Lacy,  who  needs  my  mailer's  money, 
As  his  daughter  does  his  honour.  The  fecond,  mr.  Plenty* 
A  rough-hewn  gentleman,  and  newly  come 
To  a  great  eflate  ;  and  fo  all  aids  of  art 
In  them's  excufable. 

Lady.  You  have  done  your  parts  here  : 
To  your  ftudy,  and  be  curious  in  the  fearch 
Of  the  nativities.  [Exit  Stargaze! 

TradewelL.  Methinks  the  mother, 
As  if  fhe  could  renew  her  youth,  in  carer 
Nay  curiofity  to  appear  lovely, 
Comes  not  behind  her  daughters. 

Goldwire.  Keeps  the  firft  place, 
Andtho'  tKfc  church-book  fpeaks  her  fifty,  they 
That  fay  ihe  can  write  thirty,  more  offend  her 
Than  if  they  tax'd  her  honefty .    T'other  day 
A  tenant  of  her's,  inftrudled  in  her  humour, 
But  one  fhe  never  faw,  being  brought  before  her ; 
For  faying  only,  Good  young  miflrefs  help  me 
To  the  fpeech  of  your  lady-mother,  fo  far  pleas'd  her, 

That 
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That  he  got  his  leafe  renew 'd  for't. 

Trade^well .  How  me  briftles  I 
Prithee,  obferve  her. 

Millefcent.  As  I  hope  to  fee 
A  country  knight's  Ton  and  heir  walk  bare  before  yoir 
When  you  are  a  countefs,  as  you  may  be  one 
When  my  mailer  dies,  or  leaves  trading;  and  I  continuing 
Your  principal  woman,  take  the  upper-hand 
Of  a  'fquire's  wife,  tho'  ajuftice,  as  I  mult 
By  the  place  you  give  me,  you  look  now  as  young 
As  when  you  were  married. 

Lady.  I  think  I  bear  my  years  well. 

Mi  lief  cent.  Why  fhould  you  talk  of  years  ?  time  hath 
not  ploughed 
One  furrow  in  your  face  ;  and  were  you  not  known 
The  mother  of  my  young  ladies,  you  might  pafs 
Tor  a  virgin  of  fifteen. 

rfraderwell.  Here's  no  grofs  flattery  x 
Will  file  fwallow  this  ? 
'  Goldwire.  You  fee  fhe  does,  and  glibly. 

Millefcent.  You  never  can  be  old  ;  wear  but.  a  mafque 
Forty  years  hence,  and  you  will  ffcill  feem  young 
In  your  other  parts —  What  a  waift  is  here  ?  O  Venus  h 
That  I  had  been  born  a  king  !  —  and  here  a  hand 
To  be  kifs'd  for  ever  ;  pardon  my  boldnefs,  madam. 
Then,  for  a  leg  and  foot  you  will  be  courted 
When  a  great- grandmother. 

Lady.  Thefe  indeed,  wench,  are  not 
So  fubjed  to  decayings  as  the  face, 
Their  comlinefs  lafls  longer. 

Millefcent.  Ever,  ever: 
Such  a  rare-featur'd  and  proportion'd  madamr 
London  could  never  boaft  of. 

Lady.  Where  are  my  fhoes  ? 

Mi  lief  cent.  Thofe  that  your  ladyfhip  gave  order 
Should  be  made  of  the  Spanifh  perfum'd  fkins  ? 

Lady.  The  fame. 

Millefcent.  I  have  fent  the  prifon-bird  this  morning 
for  'ern  ; 
But  he  neglects  his  duty. 

A  4  j4nn$. 
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Anne.  He  is  grown 
Exceeding  carelefs. 

Mary.  And  begins  to  murmur 
At  our  commands,  and  fometimes  grumbles  to  us, 
'He  is,  forfooth,  our  uncle. 

Lady.  He  is  your  Have, 
And  as  fuch  ufe  him. 

Anne*  Willingly  ;  but  he's  grown 
Rebellious,  madam. 

Enter  Luke,  <vAth  Jloes,  garters  and  rofes> 
Goldwire.  Nay,  like  hen,  like  chicken. 
Lady.   I'll  humble  him. 
Goldwire.  Here  he  comes,  fweating  all  over  : 
He  mews  like  a  walking  frippery. 

Lady.  Very  good,  fir  : 
Were  you  drunk  laft  night,  that  you  could  rife  no  foone^ 
With  humble  diligence,  to  do  what  my  daughters 
And  woman  did  command  you  ? 
Luke.  Drunk,  an't  pleafe  you? 
Lady.  Drunk,  I  faid,  firrah.     Dar'ft  thou,  in  a  look^ 
Repine  or  grumble,  thou  unthankful  wretch  ? 
Did  our  charity  redeem  thee  out  of  prifon, 
Thy  patrimony  fpent,  ragged,  and  lowfy ; 
When  the  fheriff  's  bafket,  and  his  broken  meat, 
Were  your  exceeding  feflivals  j  and  is  this 
So  foon  forgotten  ? 

Luke.  I  confefs  I  am 
Your  creature,  madam. 

Lady.  And  good  reafon  why 
You  mould  continue  fo. 

Anne.  Who  did  new-cloath  you  ? 
Mary.  Admitted  you  to  the  dining-room  ? 
Millefcent.  Allowed  you  a  frefh  bed  in  the  garret  I 
Lady.  Or  from  whom 
Received  you  fpending-money  ? 

Luke.  I  owe  all  this 
To  your  goodnefs,  madam.     For  it  you  have  my  pray'rs ) 
The  beggar's  fatisfaclion  :  all  my  ftudies 
(Forgetting  what  I  was,  but  with  all  duty 
Remembring  what  I  am)  are  Ju>w  to  pleafe  you. 

And 
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And  if  in  my  long  Hay  I  have  offended, 
I  afk  your  pardon.     Tho'  you  may  consider, 
Being  forc'd  to  fetch  thefe  from  the  Old-Exchange, 
Thefe  from  the  Tower,  and  thefe  from  Weilminfter^ 
I  could  not  come  much  fooner. 

Goldwire.  Here  was  a  walk 
To  breathe  a  footman. 

Anne*   "Tis  a  curious  fan. 

Mary. .  Thefe  rofes  will  fhew  rare:  would  'twere  m 
fafhion 
That  the  garters  might  be  ken  too, 

Millefcent.  Many  ladies, 
That  know  they  have  good  legs,  wilh  the  fame  with  you, 
Men  that  way  have  th'  advantage. 

Luke.  I  was  with  the  lady, 
And  deliver'd  her  the  fattin 
For  her  gown,  and  velvet  for  her  petticoat: 
This  night  me  vows  fhe'll  pay  you, 

Gold*wire.  How  I  am  bound 
To  your  favour,  mr.  Luke  ! 

Mi  lief  cent.  As  I  live,  you  will 
Perfume  all  rooms  you  walk  in. 

Lady.  Get ' your  furr ; 
You  mail  pull  'em  on  within.  [Exit  Luke. 

Gold'ivire.  That  fervile  ofhce 
Her  pride  impofes  on  him. 

Sir  John  within.  Goldwire  !  Tradewell ! 

TradewelL  My  matter  calls.     We  come,  fir. 

[Exeunt  Goldivire,  Tradtivelh 
Enter  Hold/aft,  *with  porters. 

Lady.  What  have  you  brought  there  ? 

Eoldfajl.  The  cream  of  the  market ;  provifion  enougli 
To  ferve  a  garrifon.     I  weep  to  think  on't. 
When  my  mailer  got  his  wealth,  his  family  fed 
On  roots  and  livers,  and  necks  of  beef  on  Sundays. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  fpent  in  poultry : 
Butcher's  meat  will  not  go  down. 

Lady.  Why,  you  rafcal,  is  it  at 
Your  expence  ?  What  cooks  have  you  provided  ? 

.    :  A.i  BoUfyfi. 
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Hold/aft.   The  bell  of  the  city.     They  have  wrought 
at  ray  lord-mayor's, 

A?me.  Fie  on  'em!  they  fmell  of  Fleetrlane  and  Pye- 
corner, 

Mary.  And  think  the  happinefs  of  man's  life  confifb 
In  a  mighty  moulder  of  mutton. 

Lady.  I'll  have  none 
Shall  touch  what  I  eat,  you  grumbling  cur,. 
But~  Frenchmen  and  Italians :  they  wear  fattfin. 
And  dim  no  meat  but  in  filver. 

Holdfaft.  You  may  want,.,  though, 
A  dim  or  two  when  the  fervice  ends. 

Lady.  Leave  prating, 
I'll  Jiave  my  will ;  do  you  as  I  command  youe         [Ex* 


Adtus  primus,  Scena  fecunda. 

Enter  Lacy  and  Page. 

Lacy.  XT  O  U  were  with  Plenty  ? 

Page.  J      Yes,  fir. 
. .  Lacy.  And  what  anfwer 
Retum'd  the  clown  ? 

Page.  Clown,  fir  !  he  is  transform'd, 
And  grown  a  gallant  of  the  lafl  edition ; 
More  rich  than  gaudy  in  his  habit, .  yet 
The  freedom  and  the  bduntnefs  of  his  language- 
Continues  with  him.     When  I  told  him,  ,that 
You  gave  him  caution,  as  he  lov'd  the  peace 
And  fafety  of  his  life,,  he  mould  forbear 
To  pafs  the  Merchant's  threfhold,  until  you 
Of  his  two  daughters  had  made  choice  of  her 
Whom  you  defign'd  to  honour  as  your  wife  ; . 
He  fmil'd  in  fcorn. 

Lacy.  In  fcorn! 

Page.  His  words  confirm'd  it ; 
They  were  few,  but  to  this  purpofe :  Tell  your  ;jnaflera  E 
Tho'  hk  lordfhip  in  reverfion  were  now  his. 

It, 
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It  cannot  awe  me.     I  was  born  a  free  man, 
And  will  not  yield  in  the  way  of  affect  ion 
Precedence  to  him.     I  will  vifit  'em, 
Tho'  he  fate  porter  to  deny  my  entrance. 
When  I  meet  him  next,  I'll  fay  more  to  his  face* 
Deliver  thou  this.    Then  gave  me  a  piece 
To  help  my  memory, :,  and  fo  we  parted, 

Lacy.  Where  got  he  this  fpirit  ? 

Page.  At  the  academy  of  valour,. 
Newly  erected  for  the  inftitution 
Of  elder  brothers ;  where  they  are  taught  the  wrays* 
Tho'  they  refufe-to  feal  for  a  duellift, 
How  to  decline  a  challenge.     He  himfelf 
Can  bell  refolve  you. 

Enter  Plenty,,  and  three  fer*uing-mm. 

Lacy.  You,  fir.. 

Plenty.  What  with  me,  fir  ? 
How  big  you  look  ?   I  will  not  loofe  a  hat 
To  a  hair's  breadth  :  move  your  bever,  I'll  move  mine, , 
Or  if  you  defire  to  prove  your  fword,  mine  hangs 
As  near  my  rigtit  hand,  and  will  as  foon  out;  though  I' 

keep 
Not  a  fencer  to  breathe  me, ,  walk  into  Moor-fields, 
I  dare  look  on  your  Toledo.     Do  not  fhew 
A-fo@lifti  valour  in  the  flreets,  to  make 
Work  for  fhop-keepers,  and  their  clubs :  'tis  fcurvy, 
And  the  women  will  laugh  at  us. 

Lacy.  You  prefume 
On  the  protection  of  yourhinds. 

Plenty.   I  fcorn  it : : 
Tho'  1  keep  men,  I  fight  not  with  their  fingers,  . 
Nor  make  it  my  religion  to  follow 
The  gallant's  fafhion,  to  have  my  family 
Confilling  in  a  foot-man  and  a  page, 
And  tl^ofe  two  fometimes  hungry.     I  can  feed.th.efe,> 
And  cloath  'em  too,  my  gay  fir. 

Lacy.  What  a  fine  man 
Hath  your  taylor  made  you  ! 

Plenty.  'Tis  quite  contrary, , 
I  have  made  my  taylor,  for  my  cloaths  are  paid  for 

%  A  6  ^  As 
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As  foon  as  put  on ;  a  fin  your  man  of  title 

Is  feldom  guilty  of;  but  heaven  forgive  it. 

I  have  other  faults  too  very  incident 

To  a  plain  gentleman.     I  eat  my  venifon 

With  my  neighbours  in  the  country,  and  prefent  nofcr 

My  pheafants,  partridges,  and  growfe  to  the  ufurer  ; 

Nor  ever  yet  paid  brokage  to  his  fcrivener. 

I  flatter  not  my  mercer's  wife,  nor  feaft  her 

With  the  firft  cherries  or  pefcods,  to  prepare  me 

Credit  with  her  hufband  when  I  come  to  London. 

The  wool  of  my  fheep,  or  a  fcore  or  two  of  fat  oxen 

In  Smithfleld,  give  me  money  for  my  expences. 

I  can  make  my  wife  a  jointure  of  fuch  lands  too 

As  are  not  encumber'd ;  no  annuity 

Or  ftatute  lying  on  'em.     This  I  can  do, 

And  it  pleafe  your  future  honour  ;  and  why  therefore 

You  fhould  forbid  my  being  a  fuitor  with  you, 

My  dulnefs  apprehends  not. 

Page.  This  is  bitter. 

Lacy.  I  have  heard  you,  fir,  and  in  my  patience ihewa 
Too  much  of  the  ftoick's.     But  to  parley  farther, 
Or  anfwer  your  grofs  jeers,  would  write  me  coward. 
This  only,  thy  great  grandfather  was  a  butcher, 
And  his  fon  a  grafier, 
Thy  fire  coni>ahle  cf  the  hundred,  and  thou  the  firft  of 

your  dunghill,  created  gentleman. 
Now  you  may  come.cn,  fir, 
You  and  your  thrafhers. 

Plenty.  Stir  not  on  your  lives. 
This  for  the  grafier,  this  for  the  butcher.        U^ty  fight* 

Lacy.     So,   fir. 

Page.    I'll  not  ftand  idle  ;  draw  my  little  rapier 
Againll:  your  bumb  blades.    I'll  one  by  one  difpatch  youy 
Then  houfe  this  inftrument  of  death  and  horror. 
Enter  Sir  John,   Luke,  Goldifire,  ¥rade<well. 

Sir  John.  Beat  down  their  weapons.    My  gate  ruffian* 
hall! 
What  infolence  is  this } 

Luke.  Noble  fir  Maurice, 
Worfhipful  mr,  Plenty  •— — 

■  Sir  John* 
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Sir  John.  I  blufh  for  you  ; 

Men  of  your  quality  expofe  your  fame 

To  every  vulgar  cenfure  !    This  at  midnight, 

After  a  drunken  fupper  at  a  tavern, 

(No  civil  man  abroad  to  cenfure  it) 

Had  fhewn  poor  in  you  ;  but  in  the  day,  and  view 

Of  all  that  pafs  by,  monilrous  ! 

Plenty.  Very  well,  fir  ; 
You  look  for  this  defence. 

Lacy.  'Tis  thy  protection ; 
But  it  will  deceive  thee. 

Sir  John.  Hold,  if  you  proceed  thus, 
I  mull  make  ufe  of  the  next  juflice's  power, 
And  leave  perfuafion ;  and  in  plain  terms  tell  yon, 
{Enter  Lady,   Anne,   Mary,  and '  MilleJ "cent .] 
Neither  your  birth,  fir  Maurice,  nor  your  weal th 
Shall  privilege  this  riot.     See  whom  you  have  drawn 
To  be  fpeclators  of  it !  Can  you  imagine 
It  can  Hand  with  the  credit  of  my  daughters, 
To  be  the  argument  of  your  fwords  ?  I'th'  ftreet  too  ? 
Nay,  e'er  you  do  falute,  or  I  give  w7ay 
To  any  private  conference,  make  hands 
In  fign  of  peace.     He  that  draws  back,   parts  witjj, 

My  good  opinion. This  is  as  it  mould  be. 

Make  your  approaches,  and  if  their  affe&ion 
Can  fy  mpathize  with  yours,  they  mall  not  come,, 
On  my  credit,  beggars  to  you.     I  will  hear 
What  you  reply  within. 

Lacy.  May  I  have  the  honour 
To  fupport  you,  lady  ? 

Plenty.  I  know  not  what  is  fupporting: 
But  by  this  fair  hand,  glove  and  all,  I  love  you. 

{Exeunt  omnes  prater  Luke* 
To  him  enter  Hoy  ft,  Penury,  Fortune. 

Luke.  You  are  come  with  all  advantage.    I  will  help 
you 
To  the  fpeech  of  my  brother. 

Fortune.  Have  you  mov'd  him  for  us  ? 

Luke,  With  the  beft  of  my  endeavours,  and  I  hope 
You'll  find  him  tradable. 

Pmurj% 


ti  "The  City-Madam; 

Penary.  Heaven  grant  he  prove  fo ! 

Boyji.  Howe'erl'll  fpeak  my  mind. 

Enter  Lord  Lacy.  ■  s 

Luke.  Do  fo,  mr.  Hoyft. 
Go  in.  I'll  pay  my  duty  to  this  lord, 
And  then  I  am  wholly  yours.— Heaven  blefs  your  honour.. 

Lord.  Your  hand,  mr.  Luke.  The  world's  much  changed 
with  you 
Within  thefe  few  months ;  then  you  were  the  gallant : 
No  meeting  at  the  horfe-race,  cocking,  hunting, 
Shooting,  or  bowling,  at  which  mr.  Luke ;; 
Was  not  a  principaLgamefler,  and  companion* 
For  the  nobility. 

Luke.  I  have  paid  dear 
For  thofe  follies,  my. good  lord,  and  'tis  but  juftice 
That  fuch  as  foar  above  their  pitch,  and  will  not- 
Be  warn'd  by  example,  mould  like  me 
Share  in  the  miferies  that  wait  upon't. 
Your  honour  in  your  charity  may  do  well 
Not  to  upbraid  me  with  thofe  weakneffes. 
Too  late  repented. 

Lord.  I  nor  do,  nor  will ; 
And  you  mall  find  I'll  lend  a  helpinghand 
To  raife  your  fortunes.     How  deals  your  brother  wit& 
you  ? 

Luke.  Beyond  my,  merit,  I  thank  his  goodnefs  for't. , 
I  am  a  free  man,  all  my  debts  difcharg'd, 
Nor  does  one  creditor,  undone  by  me, 
Curfe  my  loofe  riots.     I  have  meat  and  cloaths,  . 
Time  to  afic  heaven  remiffion  for  what's  pail;. 
Cares  of  the  world  by  me  are  laid  afide, 
My  prefent  poverty  is  a  blefling  to  me  ; 
And  though  I  have  been  long,  I  dare  not  fay. 
I  ever  liv'd  till  now. 

Lord.  You  bear  it  well ; 
Yet  as  you  wifh  I  mould  receive  for  truth 
What  you  deliver,  with  that  truth  acquaint  me <t 
With  your  brother's, inclination.  I  have  heard, , 
In  the  acquifition  of  his. wealth,  he  weighs  not 
Whofe  ruins  he  builds  upon.    . 

Luke£. 
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Luke.  In  that,  report 
Wrongs  him,  my  lord.  He  is  a  citizen, 
And  would  increafe  his  heap,  and  will  not  lofe 
What  the  law  gives  him.  Such  as  are  worldly  wife. 
Purfue  that  traS,  or  they  will  ne'er  wear  fcarlet* 
But  if  your:  honour  pleafe  to  know  his  temper,. 
You  are  come  opportunely.  I  can  bring  you 
Where  you  unfeen  mall  fee,  and  hear  his  carriage 
Towards  fome  poor  men,  whofe  making  or  undoing 
Depend  upon  his  pleafure.  \_A  table ;  count-book,,  ftandijb^ 

chair  andfiools  fet  out.~\ 

Lord.  To  my  wifh, 
I  know  no  object  that  could  more  content  me.  [Exeunt* 


A&us  primus,  Scena  tertia. 

Enter  Sir  John,  Hoy fiy  Fortune,  Penury,  Gold^wirel . 

Sirjohm  \T THAT  would  you  have  me  do?  reach 

\y       me  a  chair.. 
When  I  lent  my  moneys,  I  appearM  an  angel ; 
But  now  I  would  call  in  mine  own,  a  devil. 

Hoyji.  Were  you  the  devil's  dam,  you  mull  flay  till  I; 
have  it. 
For  as  I  am  a  gentleman— 

Enter  Luke  placing  the  lord  Lacy,. 
Luke.  There  you  may  hear  all. 
Hcyft.  I  pawn'-Ayoumyland  for  the  tenth  part  of  the 
value. 
Now,  'caufe  I  am  a  gamefter,  and  keep,  ordinaries, 
And  a  livery  punk,  or  fo,  and  trade  not  with 
The  m@ney-mongers  wives,    not   one   will  be   bound 

for  me  : 
"'Tis  a  hard  cafe,  you  muft  give  me  longer  day, . 
Qx  I  mail  grow  very  angry. 

Sir  John.  Fret,  and  fpare  not. 
JLknow  no  obligation  lies  upon  me 

Wi;h 
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With  my  honey  to  feed  drones.  .But  to  the  purpofe, 
How  much  owes  Penury  ? 

Goldnxire.  Two  hundred  pounds : 
His  bond  three  times  fmce  forfeited. 

Sir  John.  Isitfu'd? 

Goldwire.  Yes  fir,  and  execution  out  againfthim, 

Sir  John.  For  body  and  goods  ? 

Gold<wire.  For  both,  fir. 

Sit  John.  See  it  ferv'd. 

Penury.  I  am  undone  ;  my  wife  and  family 
Muft  ftarve  for  want  of  bread. 

Sir  John.  More  infidel  thou, 
In  not  providing  better  to  fupport  'em. 
What's  Fortune's  debt  ? 
.   Goldwire.  A  tlioufand.  fir. 

Sir  John.  An  eftate 
For  a  good  man.  You  were  the  glorious  trader, 
Embrac'd  all  bargains ;  the  main  venturer 
In  every  fhip  that  launch'd  forth  ;  kept  your  wife 
As  a  lady ;  ihe  had  her  coach,  her  choice 
Of  fummer-houfes,  built  with  other  mens  moneys 
Took  up  at  intereft,  the  certain  road 
To  Ludgate  in  a  citizen.  Pray  you  acquaint  me 
How  were  my  thoufand  pounds  imploy'd  ? 
.    Fortune.  Infult  not 
On  my  calamity ;  though  being  a  debtor, 
And  a  flave  to  him  that  lends,  I  mull  endure  it, 
Yet  hear  me  fpeak  thus  much  in  my  defence  ; 
Loffes  at'fea,  and  thofe,  fir,  great  and  many, 
By  ftorms  and  tempefts,  not  domeftical  riots 
In  foothing  my  wife's  humour,  or  mine  own, 
Have  brought  me  to  this  low  ebb. 

Sir  John.  Suppofe  this  true ; 
What  is't  to  rne  ?  I  mull  and  will  have  my  money, 
Or  I'll  proteft  you  firft;  and  that  done,  have 
The  flatute  made  for  bankrupts  ferv'd  upon  you. 

Fortune.  'Tis  in  your  power,  but  not  in  mine  to  fliun  it-, 

Luke.  Not  as  a  brother,  fir,  but  with  fuch  duty 
As  I  mould  ufe  unto  my  father,  fince 
Your  charity  is  my  parent,,  give  me  leave; 

To 


Tie  City-Madam.         "17 

•To  fpeak  my  thoughts. 

Sir  John.  What  would  you  fay  ? 

Luke.  No  word,  fir, 
I  hope  (hall  give  offence  ;  nor  let  it  relifti 
Of  flattery,  though  I  proclaim  aloud, 
I  glory  in  the  bravery  of  your  mind, 
To  which  your  wealth's  a  fervant.  Not  that  richds 
Is  or  mould  be  contemned,  it  being  a  bleffing 
Deriv'd  from  heaven,  and  by  your  induitry 
PulPd  down  upon  you  ;  but  in  this,  dear  fir, 
You  have  many  equals  :  Such  a  man's  poffeffions 
Extend  as  far  as  yours ;  a  fecond  hath 
His  bags  as  full ;  a  third  in  credit  flies 
As  high  in  the  popular  voice  :  but  the  diftinction 
And  noble  difference  by  which  you  are 
Divided  from  'em,  is,  that  you  are  fly  I'd 
Gentle  in  your  abundance,  good  in  plenty, 
And  thgt  you  feel  companion  in  your  bowels 
Of  others  miferies  (I  have  found  it,  fir., 
Heaven  keep  me  thankful  for't)  while  they  are  curs'3 
As  rigid  and  inexorable. 

Sir  John.   I  delight  not 
To  hear  this  fpoke  to  my  face. 

Luke,  That  fhall  not  grieve  you, 
Your  affability,  and  mildnefs  cloath'd 
In  the  garments  of  your  debtors  breath, 
Shall  every  where,  though  you  ftrive  to  conceal  it, 
Be  feen  and  wondred  at,  and  in  the  a& 
With  a  prodigal  hand  rewarded.  Whereas  fuch 
As  are  born  only  for  themfelves,  and  live  fo, 
Though  profperous  in  worldly  underftandings, 
Are  but  like  beads  of  rapine,  that  by  odds 
Of  ftrength  ufurp  and  tyrannize  o'er  others 
Brought  under  their  fubjeclion. 

Lord,  A  rare  fellow  ! 
I  am  ftrangely  taken  with  him. 

Luke.  Can  you  think,  fir, 

In  your  unqueftion'd  wifdom,  I  befeech  you, 

The  goods  of  this  poor  man  fold  at  an  out-cry, 

His  wife  turn'd  out  of  doors,  his  children  forc'd 

To 
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To  beg  their  bread  ;  this  gentleman's  eftate 
By  wrong  extorted  can  advantage  you  ? 

Hoyfl.  If  it  thrive  with  him  hang  me,  as  it  will  damn 
him, 
If  he  be  not  converted. 

Lake.  You  are  too  violent. 
Or  that  the  ruin  of  this  once  brave  merchant 
(For  fuch  he  was  efteem'd,  though  now  decay'd) 
Will  raife  your  reputation  with  good  men*? 
But  you  may  urge,  (pray  pardon  me,  my  zeal 
Makes  me  thus  bold  and  vehement)  in  this 
You  fatisfy  your  anger,  and  revenge 
For  being  defeated.  Suppofe  this,  it  will  not^ 
Repair  your  lofs,  and  there  was  never  yet 
But  fhame  and  fcandal  in  a  victory,. 
When  the  rebels  unto  reafon,  palTions,  fought  it. 
Then  for  revenge,  by  great  fouls  it  was  ever 
Contemn'd,  though  offer'd  ;  entertain'd  by  none 
But  cowards,  bafe  and  abject  fpirits,  ftrangers 
To  moral  honefiy,  and  never  yet 
Acquainted  with  religion. 

Lord.  Our  divines 
Cannot  fpeak  more  erTe&ually. 

Sir  John.  Shall  I  be 
Talk'd  out  of  my  money  ? 

Luke.  No,  fir,,  but  intreated 
To  da  yourfelf  a  benefit,  and  preferve.- 
What  you  poftefs  intire. . 

Sir  John.  How,,  my  good  brother  ?. 

Luke.  By  making  thefe  your  beads^men.  When  they  eat^ 
Their  thanks,  next  heaven,,  will  be  paid  to  your  mercy. 
When  your  mips  are  at  fea,  their  prayers  will  fwell 
The  fails  with  profperous  winds,  and  guard  'em  from 
Tempefts  and  pirates ;  keep  your  ware-houfes 
From  fire,  or  quench  'em  with  their  tears. 

Sir  John.  No  more. 

Luke.  Write  you  a  good  man  in  the  peoples  hearts ; 
Follow  you  every  where.. 

Sir  John,  If  this  could  be 

Luke,  It  mufu.or.  our  devotions  are  but  words. 

I  fee 
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I  fee  a  gentle  promife  in  your  eye, 
Make  it  a  Welled  act,  and  poor  me  rich 
In  being  the  inftrument. 

Sir  John.  You  mail  prevail. 
Give  'em  longer  day.   But,  do  you  hear  ?  no  talk  oft. 
Should  this  arrive  at  twelve  on  the  Exchange, 
1  mall  be  laught  at  for  my  foolifh  pity, 
Which  money-men  hate  deadly.  Take  your  awn  time^ 
But  fee  you  break  not. .  Carry  'em  to  the  cellar, 
Drink  a  health,  and  thank  your  orator. 

Penury.  On  our  knees,  fir. 

Fortune.  Honefl  mr.  Luke  ! 

Hoy  ft.  I  blefs  the  Counter,  where 
You  learn'd  this  rhetorick. 

Luke.  No  more  of  that,  friends. 

[Exeunt  Luke,  Hoy  ft,  Fortune^  Penurpl 

Sir  John.  My  honourable  lord  ! 

Lord.  I  have  feen  and  heard  all, 
Excufe  my  manners,  and  wifh  heartily 
You  were;  all  of  a  piece.    Your  charity  to  your  debtors 
I  do  commend ;;  but  where  you  mould  exprefs 
Your  pity  to- the  height,  I  muft  boldly  tell  you, 
You  mew  yourfelf  an  atheift. 

Sir  John.  Make  me  know 
My  error,  and  for  what  I  am  thus  cenfur'd, 
And  I  will  purge  myfelf,  or  elfe  confefs 
A  guilty  caufe. 

Lord.  It  is  your  harm  demeanour 
To  your  poor  brother.. 

Sir  John.  Is  that  all  ? 

Lord.  'Tis  more 
Than  can  admit  defence.     You  keep  him  as 
A  parafite  to  your  table,  fubjecl:  to 
The  fcorn  of  your  proud  wife  :  an  underling 
To  his  own  Neices.     And 'can  I  with  mine  honour 
Mix  my  blood  with  his,  that  is  not  fenfible 
Of  his  brother's  miferies  ? 

Sir  John.  Pray  you  take  me  with  you,. 
And  let  me  yield  my  reafons  why  I  am. 
No  opener-handed  to  him.     I  was  born 
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His  elder  brother,  yet  my  father's  fondnefs 

To  him  the  younger,  robb'd  me  of  my  birth- right : 

He  had  a  fair  eftate,  which  his  loofe  riots 

Soon  brought  to  nothing.     Wants  grew  heavy  on  him, 

And  when  laid  up  for  debt,  of  all  forfaken, 

And  in  his  own  hopes  loft,  I  did  redeem  him. 

Lord.  You  could  not  do  lefs. 

Sir  John.  Was  I  bound  to  it,  my  Lord  ? 
What  I  poftefs,  I  may  with  juftice  call 
The  harveft  of  my  induftry.     Would  you  have  me, 
Neglecling  mine  own  family,  to  give  up 
My  eftate  to  his  difpofure  ? 

Lord.  I  woul4  have  you, 
What's  pafs'd  forgot,  to  ufe  him  as  a  brother  >, 
A  brother  of  fair  parts,  of  a  clear  foul, 
JKeligious,  good,    and  honeft. 

Sir  John.   Outward  glofs 
Often  deceives,  may  it  not  prove  fo  in  him  ? 
And  yet  my  long  acquaintance  wkh  his  nature 
Renders  me  doubtful.     But  that  fhall  not  make' 
A  breach  between  us  :  let  us  in  to  dinner, 
And  what  truft  or  employment  you  think  fit 
Shall  be  conferred  upon  him  :  If  he  prove 
True  gold  in  the  touch,  I'll  be  no  mourner  for  it. 

Lord.  If  counterfeit,  I'll  never  truft  my  judgment. 

SJLxeunt* 


A6tus  fecundus,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Luke^  HoldfaJi%  Go/d<wire,  TradewelL 

Uoldfafi,    r"f  "^  H  E  like  was  never  feen. 

\        Luke.  Why  in  this  rage,  man  ? 
.  Holdfajt.  Men  may  talk  of  country  chriftmafs,    and 
court  gluttony, 
Their  thirty  pound  for  butter'd  eggs,  their  pies  of  carps 

tongues, 
i  ,  Their 
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Their  pheafants  drench' d. with  #mbergrife,  the  carcaiTes 
Of  three  fat  weathers  bruis'd  for  gravy  to 
Make  fauce  for  a  fmgle  peacock  ;  yet  their  feails 
Were  fails  compar'd  with  the  city's. 

Trade^well.  What  dear  dainty 
Was  it  thou  murmur 'ft  at  ? 

Holdfaft.  Did  you  not  obferve  it  ? 
There  were  three  fucking  pigs  ferv'd  up  in  a  dilh, 
Took  from  the  fow  as  foon  as  farrow'd, 
A  fortnight  fed  with  dates  and  mu&adine, 
That  flood  my  mailer  in  twenty  marks  apiece ; 
Befides  the  puddings  in  their  bellies,  made 
Of  I  know  not  what.     I  dare  fwear  the  cook  that 

drefs'd  it 
Was  the  devil,  difguis'd  like  a  Dutchman. 

Goldwire.  Yet  all  this 
Will  not  make  you  fat,  fellow  Holdfaft. 

Holdfaft.  I  am  rather 
Starv'd  to  look  on't.     But  here's  the  mifchief ;  though 
The  dimes  were  rais'd  one  upon  another 
As  woodmongers  do  billets,  for  the  firft, 
The  fecond,  and  third  courfe,  and  moil  of  the  (hops 
Of  the  befl  confectioners  in  London  ranfack'd 
To  furnifh  out  a  banquet,  yet  my  lady 
Call'd  me  penurious  rafcal,  and  cry'd  out, 
There  was  nothing  worth  the  eating. 

Gotdtirint.  You  mull  have  patience, 
This  is  not  done  often.    . 

Holdfaft.  'Tis  not  fit  it  mould: 
Three  fuch  dinners  more  would  break  an  alderman, 
And  make  him  give  up  his  cloak.     I  am  refolv'd 
To  have  no  hand  in't.     I'll  make  up  my  accompts; 
And  fince  my  mailer  longs  to  be  undone, 
The  great  fiend  be  his  fleward,  I  will  pray, 
And  blefs  myfelf  from  him.  \Exit  Holdfaft. 

Goldwire.  The  wretch  fhews  in  this 
An  honeft  care. 

Luke.  Out  on  him  !  with  the  fortune 
Of  a  flave,  he  has  the  mind  of  one.     However 
She  bears  me  hard,  I  like  my  lady's  humour, 

And 
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And  my  brother's  fuffirage  to  it.     They  are  MW 

Buiy  on  all  hands ;  one  fide  eager  for 

Large  portions,  the  other  arguing  flri&ly 

For  jointures  and  fecurity  ;  but  this 

Being  above  our  fcale,  no  way  concerns  us. 

How  dull  you  look  !  in  the  mean  time  how  intend  you 

To  fpend  the  hours  ? 

Goldwire.  We  well  know  how  we  Would, 
But  dare  not  ferve  our  wills. 

Trade^jelL  Being  'prentices, 
We  are  bound  to  attendance. 

Luke.  Have  you  almoft  ferv'd  out 
The  term  of  your  indentures,  yet  make  confcierrce 
By  ilarts  to  ufe  your  liberty  ?  Haft  thou  traded 
In  the  other  world,  expos'd  unto  all  dangers, 
To  make  thy  mailer  rich,  yet  dar'fl  not  take 
Some  portion  of  the  profit  for  thy  pleafure  ? 
Or  wilt  thou,  being  keeper  of  the  cafh, 
Like  an  afs  that  carries  dainties,  feed  on  thiflles  ? 
Are~you  gentlemen  born,  yet  have  no  gallant  tincture 
Of  gentry  in  you  ?  You  are  no  mechanicks, 
Nor  ferve  fome  needy  ihopkeeper,  who  furveys 
His  every-day  takings.     You  have  in  your  keeping 
A  mafs  of  wealth,  from  which  you  may  take  boldly^ 
And  no  way  be  difcover'd.     He's  no  rich  man 
That  knows  all  he  poftefTes,  and  leaves  nothing 
Tor  his  fervants  to  make  prey  of.     I  blufh  for  you, 
Bluih  at  your  poverty  of  fpirit;  you 
The  brave  fparks  of  the  city  ? 

Goldwuire.  Mr.  Luke, 
J  wonder  you  ihould  urge  this,  having  felt 
What  mifery  follows  riot. 

Tra'dewell.  And  the  penance 
You  endur'd  for't  in  the  Counter. 

Luke.  You  are  fools, 
The  cafe  is  not  the  fame.     I  fpent  mine  own  money, 
And  my  flock  being  fmall,  no  marvel  'twas  foon  wailed. 
But  you  without  the  leafl  doubt  or  fufpicion, 
If  cautelous,  may  make  bold  with  your  mailers, 
As  for  example  ;  when  his  (hips  come  home, 

And 
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And  you  take  your  receipts,  as  'tis  the  fafhion, 
For  fifty  bales  of  filk  you  may  write  forty, 
Or  for  fo  many  pieces  of  cloth  of  bodkin, 
TifTue,  gold,  iilver,  vekets,  fattins,  taffaties, 
A  piece  of  each  .deducted  from  the  grofs 
Will  never  be  mifs'd,  a  dam  of  a  pen  will  do  it. 

<[radeewell.  Ay,  but  our  fathers  bonds  that  lie  in  pawn 
For  our  honefties  mufl  pay  for  it. 

Luke.  A  meer  bugbear, 
Invented  to  fright  children.     As  I  live, 
Were  I  the  mailer  of  my  brother's  fortunes, 
I  fhould  glory  in  fuch  fervants.     Did'ft  thou  know 
What  ravilhing  leachery  it  is  to  enter 
An  ordinary  cap-a-pe,  trim'd  dike  a  gallant, 
(For  which  in  trunks  conceal'd  be  ever  furnifh'd) 
The  reverence,  refpect,  the  crouches,  cringes, 
The  mufical  chime  of  gold  in  your  cram'd  pockets 
Commands  from  the  attendants,  and  poor  porters  — — • 
Tradewell.  Oh  rare ! 
Luke.  Then  fitting  at  the  table  with 
The  braveries  of  the  kingdom,  you  fhall  hear 
Occurrents  from  all  the  corners  of  the  world, 
The  plots,  the  counfels,  the  defigns  of  princes, 
And  freely  cenfure  'em ;  the  city  wits 
Cry'd  up,  or  decry'd,  as  their  paflions  lead  'em  ; 
Judgment  having  nought  to  do  there. 
Tradekvell.  Admirable ! 

Luke.  My  lord  no  fooner  fhall  rife  out  of  his  chair, 
The  gaming  lord  I  mean,  but  you  may  boldl 
Ey  the  privilege  of  a  gamefler  fill  his  room, 
For  in  play  you  are  all  fellows ;  have  your  knife 
As  foon  in  tjie  pheafant,  drink  your  health  as  freely, 
And  linking  in  a -lucky  hand  or  two, 
Buy  out  your  time. 

Tradeijuell.  This  mayTfoe  ;  but  fuppofe 
We  fhould  be  known. 

Luke.  Have  money  and  good  cloaths, 
And  you  may  pafs  invifible.     Or  if 
You  love  a  madam  punk,  and  your  wide  noflril 
Be  taken  with  the  fcent  of  cambrick  fmocks 
Wrought  and  pcrfuin'd  — -  GoJdwrre. 
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Goldwire.  There,  there,  mr.  Luke, 
There  lies  my  road  of  happinefs. 

Luke.  Enjoy  it, 
And  pleafurcs  ftol'n  being  fweeteft,  apprehend 
The  raptures  of  being  hurried  in  a  coach 
To  Brentford,  Staines,  or  Barnet, 

Goldwire.  'Tis  inchanting, 
I  have  prov'd  it. 

Luke,  Haft  thou  ? 

Goldwire.  Yes,  in  all  thefe  places, 
I  have  had  my  feveral  pagans  billeted 
For  my  own  tooth,  and  after  ten  pound  fuppers, 
The  curtains  drawn,  my  fidlers  playing  all  night 
The  making  of  the  meets,  which  I  have  danc'd 

Again  and  again  with  my  cockatrice. Mr.  Luke, 

You  fhall  be  of  my  counfel,  and  we  two  fworn  brothers, 
And  therefore  I'll  be  open.     I  am  out  now 
Six  hundred  in  the  cafh,  yet  if  on  a  fudden 
I  fhould  be  calTd  to  account,  I  have  a  trick 
How  to  evade  it,  and  make  up  the  fum. 

TradewelL   Is't  poflible  ? 

Luke.  You  can  intruft  your  tutor. 
How  ?  how  ?  good  Tom. 

Goldwire.  Why  look  you,  we  cam-keepers 
Hold  correfpondence,  fupply  one  another 
On  all  occafions.     I  can  borrow  for  a  week 
Two  hundred  pounds  of  one,  as  much  of  a  fecond ; 
A  third  lays  down  the  reft,  and  when  they  want, 
As  my  matter's  monies  come  in,  I  do  repay  it  : 
Ka  me,  ka  thee, 

Luke.  An  excellent  knot !  'tis  pity 
It  e'er  Ihould  be  unloos'd ;  for  me  it  mail  not. 
You  are  fhewn  the   way,   friend  Tradewell,  you  may 

make  ufe  on't, 
Or  freeze  in  the  warehoufe,  and  keep  company 
With  the  cator,  Holdfaft. 

Trad&well.  No,  I  am  converted. 
A  Barbican  broker  will  furaiih  me  with  outfide, 
And  then  a  crafh  at  the  ordinary, 

Goldwire.  I  am  for 
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The  Lady  you  faw  this  morning,  who  indeed  is 
My  proper  recreation. 

Luke.  Go  to^  Tom, 
What  did  you  make  me  ? 

Goldwire.     I'll  do  as  much  for  you» 
Imploy  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Luke.  If  you  are  enquired  for, 
I  will  excufe  you  both. 

Trade™ ell.  Kind  mr.  Luke  ! 

Go/dwire.  We'll  break  my  mailer  to  make  you* 
You  know. 

Luke.  I  cannot  love  money,  go  boys.     When  time 
ferves 
It  fhall  appear,  I  have  another  end  in't.  [Exeunt. 

Evter  Lord,  Sir  John,  Lacy,  Plenty,  Lady,  Anne,  Mary9 

Millefcent, 

Sir  Johns  Ten   thoufand  pounds  a-piece   I'll  make 
their  portions, 
And  after  my  deceafe  it  fhall  be  double, 
Provided  you  aflure  them  for  their  jointures 
Eight  hundred  pounds  per  annum,  and  intail 
A  thoufand  more  upon  the  heirs  male 
Begotten  on  their  bodies. 

Lord.  Sir,  you  bind  us 
To  very  drift  conditions. 

Plenty.  You,  my  lord, 
May  do  as  you  pleafe  :  but  to  me  it  feems  ftrange, 
We  fhould  conclude  of  portions,  and  of  jointures. 
Before  our  hearts  are  fettled. 

Lady.  You  fay  fight,  [A  chair  fet  ouf% 

There  are  counfels  of  more  moment  and  importance 
On  the  making  up  of  marriages  to  be . 
Confider'd  duly,  than  the  portion  or  the  jointures, 
In  which  a  mother's  care  muft  be  exadled, 
And  I  by  fpecial  privilege  may  challenge 
A  cafling  voice. 

Lord.   How's  this  ? 

Lady.   Even  fo,  my  lord, 
In  thefe  affairs  1  govern. 

Lord.  Give  you  way  to't  ? 

Vol.  VIII.  B  Sir  Jib*. 
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Sir  John.  I  mull,  my  lord. 

Lady.  'Tis  nt  he  mould,  and  mall : 
You  may  confult  of  fomething  elfe,  this  province 
Is  wholly  mine. 

Lacy.  By  the  city  cuflom,  madam  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  my  young  fir,  and  both  muft  look  my 
daughters 
Will  hold  it  by  my  copy. 

Plenty.  Brave,  i'faith. 

Sir  John.  Give  her  leave  to  talk,  we  have  the  power 
to  do. 
And  now  touching  the  buflnefs  we  laft  taik'd  of, 
In  private,  if  you  pleafe. 

Lord.  'Tis  well  remcmber'd  ; 
You  mall  take  your  own  way,  madam.         [Exeunt  Lord 

Lacy.  What  itrange  lecture  and  Sir  John. 

Will  ihe  read  unto  us  ? 

Lady.  Such  as  wifdom  warrants 
From  the  fuperio.ur  bodies.     Is  Stargaze  ready 
With  his  feveral  fchemes  ? 

Mi  lief  cent.  Yes,  madam,  and  attends 
Your  pleafure.  [Exit  Milk/cent. 

Lacy.  Stargaze,  Lady  !  what  .is  he  ? 

Lady*  Call  him  in.     You  mail  hrft  know  him,  then 
admire  him 
For  a  man  of  many  parts,  and  thofe  parts  rare  ones, 
He's  every  thing  indeed  ;  parcel  phyfician, 
And  as  fuch  prefcribes  my  diet,  and  foretells 
My  dreams  when  I  eat  potato's ;  parcel  poet, 
And  fmgs  encomiums  to  my  virtues  fweetly ; 
My  antecedent,  or  my  gentleman-uiher  ; 
And  as  the  flars  move,  with  that  due  proportion 
He  walks  before  me  ;   but  an  abfolute  mailer 
In  the  calculation  of  nativities  ; 
Guided  by  that  ne'er-erring  fcience,  call'd 
Judicial  aftrology. 

Plenty.  Stargaze  I  fure 
I  have  a  peny  almanack  about  me 
Infcrib'd  to  you,  as  to  his  patronefs, 
Jn  his  name  publifh'd. 

3  Lady* 
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Lady.  Keep  it  as  a  jewel. 
Some  ftatefmen  that  I  will  not  name,  are  wholly    * 
Governed  by  his  predictions,  for  they  ferve 
For  any  latitude  in  Chriftendom, 
As  well  as  our  own  climate. 

Enter  Mi  lie/cent  and  Stargaze^  with  tnuofchtmeu 

Lacy.   I  believe  fo. 

Plenty.  Muft  we  couple  by  the  almanack  ? 

•Lady.  Be  filent. 
And  e're  we  do  articulate,  much  more 
Grow  to  a  full  conelufion,  inftrucl  us 
Whether  this  day  and  hour,  by  the  planets,  promife 
Happy  fuccefs  in  marriage. 

Stargaze.  In  omni 
Parte,  &  to  to. 

Plenty.  Good  learn'd  fir,  in  Engliftv. 
And  iince  it  is  refolv'd  we  muft  be  coxcombs^ 
Make  us  fo  in  our  own  language. 

Stargaze.  You  are  pleafant : 
Thus  in  our  vulgar  tongue  then. 

Lady.  Pray  you  obferve  him. 
^  Stargaze.  Venus  in  the  weft-angle,  the  houfe  of  mar- 
riage the  7th  houfe,  in  trine  of  Mars,  in  conjun&ion  of 
Luna,  and  Mars  almuthen,  or  lord  of  the  horofcope. 

Plenty.  Heyday  J 

Lady.  The  angels  language,  I  am  raviuYd!— forward. 

Stargaze.  Mars,  as  I  faid,  lord  of  the  horofcope,  or 
geniture,  in  mutual  reception  of  each  other,  ihe  in  her 
exaltation,  and  he  in  his  triplicite  trine,  and  face,  affure 
a  fortunate  combination  to  Hymen,  excellent,  profpe- 
*ous  and  happy. 

Lady.  Kneel,  and  give  thanks.  [The  women  kneeL 

Lacy.  Por  what  we  underftand  not. 

Plenty.  And  have  as  little  faith  in't. 

Lady.  Be  credulous, 
To  me  'tis  oracle. 

^  Stargaze.  Now  for  the  fovereignty  of  my  future  lad- 
dies, your  daughters,  after  they  are  married. 

Plenty.  Wearing  the  breeches  you  mean. 

Lady.  Touch  that  point  home> 

B2  ft 
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it  is  a  principal  one,  and  with  London  ladies 
Of  main  consideration. 

Stargaze.  This  is  infallible  :  Saturn  out  of  all  digni- 
ties in  his  detriment  and  fall,  combuil  :  and  Venus  in 
the  fouth-angle  elevated  above  him,  lady  of  both  their 
nativities ;  in  her  eflential  and  accidental  dignities ;  oc- 
cidental from  the  fun,  oriental  from  the  angle  of  the  eaft, 
in  Cazini  of  the  fun,  in  her  joy,  and  free  from  the  male- 
volent beams  of  infortunes  ;  in  a  fign  commanding,  and 
Mars  in  a  conftellation  obeying,  {he  fortunate,  and  he 
dejected  :  the  difpofers  of  marriage  in  the  radix  of  the  na- 
tive iu  feminine  figures,  argue,  foretel,  and  declare  pre- 
heminence,  rule,  preheminence  and  abfolute  fovereignty 
in  women. 

Lacy.  Is't  poffible ! 

Stargaze.  'Tis  drawn,  IalTure  you,  from  the  apho- 
rilms  of  the  old  Chaldeans ;  Zoroaftres  the  frft  and  greatelt 
magician,  Mercurius  Trifmegiflus,  the  later  Ptolomy, 
and  the  everlafting  prognoilicator,  old  Erra  Pater. 

La  ay.  Are  you  yet  fatisiied  ? 

Plenty.  In  what  ? 

Lady.  That  you 
Are  bound  to  obey  your  wives  ;  it  being  fo 
Determin'd  by  the  liars,  againfl  whofe  influence 
There  is  no  oppofition. 

Plenty.  Since  I  mull 
Be  married  by  the  almanack,  as  I  may  be, 
'Twere  requifitethe  fervices  and  duties 
Which,  as  you  fay,  I  mull  pay  to  my  wife, 
Were  fet  down  in  the  calendar. 

Lacy.  With  the  date 
Of  my  apprenticeship. 

Lady.  Make  your  demands ; 
I'll  fit  as  moderatrix,  if  they  prefs  you 
With  over-hard  conditions. 

Lacy.  Mine  hath  the  van,  : 

I  (land  your  charge,  fweet. 

Stargaze.  Silence. 

Anne.  I  require  firfl 
(And  that  fince  'tis  in  faftiion  with  kind  hufbands, 

In 
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In  civil  manners  you  mull  grant)  my  will 
In  all  things  whatsoever,  and  that  will 
To  be  obeyed,  not  argu'd. 

Lady.  And  good  reafon. 

Plenty.  A  gentle  imprimis. 

Lacy.  This  in  grofs  contains  all  j 
But  your  fpecial  items,  lady. 

Anne.  When  I  am  one 
(And  you  are  honoured  to  be  ftiPd  my  hufband) 
To  urge  my  having  my  page,  my  gentleman-ufher  ; 
My  woman  fworn  to  my  fecrets ;  my  caroch 
Drawn  by  fix  Flanders  mares  j  my  coachman,  grooms, 
Poflilion,  and  footmen. 

Lacy.  Is  there  ought  elfe 
To  be  demanded  ? 

Anne.  Yes,  fir,  mine  own  doctor ;  French,  and  Ita- 
lian cooks,  muficians,  fongfters, 
And  a  chaplain  that  mull  preach  to  pleafe  my  fancy  \ 
A  friend  at  court  to  place  me  at  a  mafk  ; 
The  private  box  took  up  at  a  new  play, 
For  me  and  my  retinue  ;  a  frefh  habit 
(Of  a  fafhion  never  feen  before)  to  draw 
The  gallants  eyes  that  fit  on  the  ftage  upon  mej 
Some  decay'd  lady  for  my  parafite, 
To  flatter  me,  and  rail  at  other  madams  \ 
And  there  ends  my  ambition. 

Lacy.  Your  defires 
Are  modeft,  I  confefs. 

Anne.  Thefe  toys  fubfcribM  to, 
And  you  continuing  an  obedient  hufbancf 
Upon  all  fit  occafions,  you  mail  find  me 
A  molt  indulgent  wife. 

Lady.  You  have  faid  ;   give  plac£ 
And  hear  your  younger  filler. 

Plenty.  If  fhe  fpeak 
Her  language,  may  the  great  fiend  booted  and  fpurr'cj# 
With  a  fcithe  at  his  girdle,  as  the  Scotchman  fays, 
Ride  headlong  down  her  throat. 

Lacy.  Curfe  not  the  judge 
Before  you  hear  the  fentence. 

B  3  Mary, 
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Mary.  In  fome  part 
My  filler  hath  fpoke  well  for  the  city  pleafure% 
But  I  am  for  the  country's,  and  mufl  hy 
Under  correction,  in  her  demands 
She  was  too  modeft. 

Lacy.  How  like  you  this  exordium  ? 

Plenty.  Too  modefr,  with  a  mifchief  f 

Mary.  Yes,  too  modeft  : 
I  know  my  value,  and  prize  it  to  the  worth  $ 
My  youth,  my  beauty. 

Plenty.  How  your  glafs  deceives  you  ! 

Mary.  The  greatnefs  of  the  portion  I  bring  with  me, 
And  the  fea  of  happinefs  that  from  me  flows  to  you. 

Lacy.  She  bears  up  clofe. 

Mary.  And  can  you  in  your  wifdom, 
Or  rufiical  Simplicity  imagine, 

You  have  met  fome  innocent  country  girl,  that  never 
Looked  farther  than  her  father's  farm,  nor  knew  more 
Than  the  price  of  corn  in  the  market ;  or  at  what  rate    - 
Bctf  went  a  Hone  ?  that  would  furvey  your  dairy, 
And  bring  in  mutton  out  of  cheefe  and  butter  ? 
That  could  give  directions  at  what  time  of  the  mooa 
To  cut  her  cocks,  for  capons  againft  Chriftmas, 
Or  when  to  raife  up  goflings  ? 

Plenty.  Thefe  are  arts 
Would  not  mifbecome  you,  tho'  you  mould  put  in 
Obedience  and  duty. 

Mary.  Yes ;  and  patience, 
To  fit  like  a  fool  at  home,  and  eye  your  thrafhers  ; 
Then  make  provifion  for  your  Havering  hounds, 
When  you  come  drunk  from  an  ale-houfe  after  hunting, 
With  your  clowns  and  comrades,  as  if  all  were  your's ; 
You  the  lord  paramount,  and  I  the  drudge  : 
The  cafe,  fir,  muft  be  otherwife. 

Plenty.  How,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Mary .  Marry,  thus,  I  will  not,  like  my  filler,  challenge 

What's  ufeful,  or  fuperfluous  from  my  hufband  ; 

That's  bafe  all  o*er.     IVIine  fhall  receive  from  me, 

What  I  think  fit.     I'll  have  the  'Hate  convey'd 

Into  my  hands  -9  and  he  put  to  his  penfion, 

Which 
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Which  the  wife  virago's  of  our  climate  practlfe : 
I  will  receive  your  rents. 

Plenty.  You  ihall  be  hang'd  nrft. 

Mary.  Make  fale,  or'purchafe.     Nay,  I'll  have  my 
neighbours 
Inftru&ed,  when  a  pafienger  mall  afk, 
Whofe  houfe  is  this  ?  tho'  you  ftand  by,  to  anfwer, 
The  lady  Plenty's.     Or,  who  owns  this  manor  ? 
The  lady  Plenty.     Whofe  Iheep  are  thefe  ?  whofe  oxen  * 
The  lady  Plenty's. 

Plenty.  A  plentiful  pox  upon  you. 

Mary.  And  when  I  have  children,  if  it  be  enquir'd 
By  a  ftranger  whofe  they  are  ?  they  mail  Hill  echo, 
My  lady  Plenty's ;  the  Hufband  never  thought  on. 

Plenty.  In  their  begetting,  I  think  fo. 

Mary.  Since  you'll  marry 
In  the  city  for  our  wealth,  in  juftice  we 
Mult  have  the  country's  fovereignty. 

Plenty.  And  we  nothing  ? 

Mary.  A  nagg  of  forty  ihjllings,  a  couple  of  fpanieis> 
With  a  fpar-hawk,  is  fufficient ;  and  thefe  too, 
As  you  lhall  behave  yourfelf,  during  my  pleafure, 
I  will  not  greatly  Hand  on.     I  have  faid,  fir: 
Now  if  you  like  me,  fo. 

Lady.  At  my  intreaty, 
The  articles  lhall  be  eafier. 

Plenty.  Shall  they  i' faith  > 
Like  bitch,  like  whelps. 

Lacy.  Ufe  fair  words.  " 

Plenty.  I  cannot ; 
I  have  read  ofa  houfe  of  pride,  and  now  I  have  found  one; 
A  whirlwind  overturn  it. 

Lacy.  On  thefe'  terms, 
Will  your  minxfhip  be  a  lady  ? 

Plenty.  A  lady  in  a  morris  : 
I'll  wed  a  pedlar's  punck  firft. 

Lacy.  A  tinker's  trull, 
A  beggar  without  a  fmock. 

Plenty.  Let  monfieur  Almanack, 
Since  he  is  fo  cunning  with  his  Jacob's  ftaff, 
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Find  you  out  a  hufband  in  a  bowling-alley. 

Lacy.  The  general  pimp  to  a  brothel. 

Plenty.  Tho' that  now 
All  the  loofe  defires  of  man  were  rak'd  up  in  me, 
And  no  means  left  but  thy  maidenhood  to  quench  'em* 
I  would  turn  cinders,  or  the  next  fow- gelder 
{On  my  life)  mould  lib  me,  rather  than  embrace  thee. 

Anne .  Wooing  do  you  call  this  ? 

Mary.  A  bear-baiting  rather. 

Plenty.  Were  yoa  worried,  you  deferve  it,  and  I  hope 
I  {hall  live  to  fee  it. 

Lacy,  ril  not  rail,  nor  curfe  you  ; 
Only  this,  you  are  pretty  peats,  and  your  great  portions 
Add  much  unto  your  handfomnefs  :  but  as 
You  would  command  your  hufDands,  you  are  beggars, 
Deform'd,  and  ugly* 

Lady.  Hear  me. 

Plenty.  Not  a  word  more.     [Exeunt  Lacy  and  Plenty* 

Anne.  I  ever  thought  it  would  come  to  this. 

Mary.  Vie  may 
Lead  apes  in  hell  for  hufbands,  if  you  bind  us 
T'articulate  thus  with  our  fuitors.     [Both  ffeak  weeping* 

Stargaze.  Now  the  cloud  breaks, 
And  the  ftorm  will  fall  on  me. 

Lady.  You  rafcal,  juggler.  [She  breaks  his  head, 

Stargaze.  Dear  madam.  and  beats  him. 

Lady.  Hold  you  intelligence  with  the  liars, 
And  thus  deceive  me  ? 

Stargaze.  My  art  cannot  err, 
If  it  does,  I'll  burn  my  aftrolabe.     In  mine  own  liar 
I  did  forefee  this  broken  head,  and  beating  ; 
And  now  your  ladyfhip  fees,  as  I  do  feel  it. 
It  could  not  be  avoided. 

Lady.  Did  you  ? 

Stargaze.  Madam, 
Have  patience  but  a  week,  and  if  you  find  not 
All  my  predictions  true  touching  your  daughters, 
And  a  change  of  fortune  to  yourfelf,  a  rare  one, 
Turn  me  out  of  doors.  Thefe  are  not  the  men  the  planets 
Appointed  for  their  hufbands,  there  will  come 
Gallants  of  another  metaj.  Millefcenu 
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HL'lle/cent.    Once  more  truft  him. 

J?me,  Mary.  Do,  lady  mother. 
'Lady.  I  am  vex'd  ;  look  to  it : 
Turn  o>r  your  books  ;  if  once  again  you  fool  me, 
You  (hall  graze  elfewhere:  come  girls.  Exeunf* 

Stargaze.     I  am  glad  I  'fcap'd  thus. 


Adtus  fecundus,  Scena  tertia. 

Enter  Lord  and  Sir  'John. 

Z^.T^HE  plot  mews  very  likely. 

I        Sir  John.   I  repofe 
My  principal  trull  m  your  lordihip :  'twill  prepare 
The  phyfick  I  intend  to  minifter 
To  my  wife  and  daughters. 

Lord.  I  will  do  my  part 
Tofet  it  off  to  the  life. 

Enter  Lacy  and  Plenty* 

Sir  John.  It  may  produce 

A  fcene  of  no  vulgar  mirth. Here  cdme  the  fuitors  * 

When  we  understand  how  they  relifh  my  wife's  humours., 
The  reft  is  feafibfe. 

Lord.  Their  looks  are  cloudy. 

Sir  John.  How  fits  the  wind  ?  Are  you  ready  to  launch 
forth 
Into  this  fea  of  marriage  ? 

Plenty.  Call  it  rather 
A  whirl-pool  of  ami&ions.. 

Lacy.  If  you  pleafe 
To  enjoin  me  to  it,  I  will  undertake 
To  find  the  north-pafiageto  the  Indies  fooner, 
Than  plough  with  your  proud  heifer. 

Plenty.  I  will  make 
A  voyage  to  hell  firft. 

Sir  John.  How,,  fir  ? 

Plenty.   And  court  Proferpine 
In  the  fight  of  Pluto,  his  three-headed  porter 
Cerberus  ftanding  by,  and  all  the  furies 
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With  their  whips  to  fcourge  me  for't,  than  fay,  I  Jeffrey 
Take  thee  Mary  for  my  wife. 

Lord.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lacy.  The  matter  is,  the  mother  (with  your  pardon, 
I  cannot  but  fpeak  fo  much)  is  a  moft  infufferable, 
Proud,  infolent  lady. 

Plenty.  And  the  daughters  worfe. 
The  dam  in  years  had  th'  advantage  to  be  wicked  ; 
But  they  were  fo  in  her  belly. 

Lacy.  I  mull  tell  you, 
With  reverence  to  your  wealth,  I  do  begjn 
To  think  you  of  the  fame  leaven. 

Plenty.  Take  my  counfel ; 
'Tis  fafer  for  your  credit  to  profefs 
Yourfelf  a  cuckold,  and  upon  record, 
Than-fay  they  are  your  daughters. 

Sir  John.  You  go  too  far,  fir. 

Lacy.  They  have  fo  articled  with  us. 

Plenty.  And  will  not  take  us 
For  their  huftands,  but  their  flaves  ,  and  fo  aforehand 
They  do  profefs  they'll  ufe  us. 

Sir  John.  Leave  this  heat : 
Tho'  they  are  mine  I  mull  tell  you,  the  perverfenefs 
Of  their  manners  (which  they  did  not  take  from  me^ 
But  from  their  mother)  qualified,  they  deferve 
Your  equals. 

Lacy.  True  ;  but  what's  bred  in  the  bone 
Admits  no  hope  of  cure  ; 

Plenty.  Tho'  faints  and  angels 
Were  their  phyficians. 

Sir  John.   You  conclude  too  faft. 

Plenty.  God  by't'  you,;  I'll  travel  three  years  but  111 
This  fhame  that  lives  upon  me v  [bury 

Lacy.  With  your  licence, 
I'll  keep  him  company. 

Lord.  Who  fhall  furnifh  you 
For  your  expences  ? 

Plenty.  He  fhall  not  need  your  help  ; 
My  purfe  is  his ;  we  were  rivals,  but  now  friends? 
gAnd  will  live  and  die  fo.  * 
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Lacy,  E'er  we  go,  I'll  pay 
My  duty  as  a  fon. 

Plenty,  And  till  then  leave  you,  {Ex. Lacy  and  Plenty,, 

Lord.  They  are  ftrangely  mov'd. 

Sir  John.  What's  wealth,  accompanied 
With  difobedience  in  a  wife  and  children  > 
My  heart  will  break. 

Lord.  Be  comforted,  and  hope  better  : 
We'll  ride  abroad ;  the  frefh  air  and  difcourfe 
May  yield  us  new  inventions. 

Sir  John.  You  are  noble, 
And  ihall  in  all  things,,  as  you  pleafe,  command  me. 

[Exeunt* 


Aitus  tertius,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Shave9  em  and  Secret. 

Secret.       TP\  $&  D  doings,  daughter. 

Shave'* em.  \  3  Doings !  Sufferings,  mother : 
Men  have  forgot  what  doing  is  ; 
And  fuch  as  have  to  pay  for  what  they  are  to  do, 
Are  impotent  or  eunuchs. 

Secret.  You  have  a  friend  yet,        [Mujick  come  downl 
And  a  ftriker  too,  I  take  it. 

Shave'' em.  Goldwire  is  fo, 
And  comes  to  me  by  Health,  and,  as  he  can  ileal,  main- 
tains me 
In  cloaths,  I  grant ;  but  alas!  dame,  what's  one  friend? 
I  would  have  a  hundred,  for  every  ufe 
And  change  of  humour  I  am  in,  a  frefh  one. 
'Tis  a  flock  of  fheep  that  makes  a  lean  wolf  fat, 
And  not  a  fingle  lambkin.     I  am  ftarv'd, 
Starved  in  the  my  pleafures.     I  know  not  what  a  coach  vs\ 
To  hurry  me  to  the  Burfe,  or  Old-Exchange. 
The  Neat-houfe  for  mufk-melons,  and  the  gardens 

■  B  6  '        Where 
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Where  we  trafRck  for  afparagus,  are,  to  me, 
In  the  other  world. 

Secret.  There  are  other  places,  lady, 
Where  you  might  find  cuftomers. 

Shave*  em.  You  would  have  me  foot  it 
To  the  dancing  of  the  ropes,  fit  a  whole  afternoon  there 
In  expectation  of  nuts  and  pippins ; 
Gape  round  about  me,  and  yet  not  find  a  chapman 
That  in  courtefy  will  bid  a  chop  of  mutton, 
Or  a  pint  of  flum-wine  for  me. 
Secret.  You  are  fo  impatient! 
But  I  can  tell  you  news  will  comfort  you, 
.And  the  whole  fifterhood. 
Shave* em.  What's  that? 
Secret.  I  am  told, 
Two  ambaffadors  are  come  over.     A  French  monfieur, 
And  a  Venetian,  one  of  the  Clarifumi, 
A  hot-rein'd  Marmofite.    Their  followers, 
For  their  country's  honour,  after  a  long  vacation, 
Will  make  a  full  term  with  us. 
Shave'* em.  They  indeed  are 

Our  beft  cuftomers.. Who  knocks  there  ?    [Knocking 

Within  Ramble.  Open  the  door.  within* 

Secret'.  What  are  you  ? 

Ramble.  [Within  "Ramble, 

Scuffle.  \  [Within  Scuffle', 

Within  Ramble.  Your  conflant  vifitants., 
Shave* em.  Let  rem  not  in. 
I  know  'em  fwaggering,  fuburbian  roarers, 
Six-penny  truckers. 

Within  Ramble.  Down  go  all  your  window?, 
And  your  neighbours  too  fhall  fuffer. 
Within  Scuffle.  Force  the  doors. 
Secret.  They  are  out-laws,,  mrs.  Shave* em,  and  there  k 
No  remedy  againft  them.    What  fhould  you  fear  ? 
They  are  but  men  ;  lying  at  your  clofe  ward,; 
You  have  foil'd  their  betters. 

Shave* em,  Out,  you  bawd  !     You  care  not 
Upon  what  defperate  fervice  you  employ  me, 
Jsot  with  whom,  fo  you  have  your  fee. 

Secret, 
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Secret.  Sweet  lady-bird, 
Sing  a  milder  key. 

Enter  Ramble  and  Scuffle. 

Scuffle.  Are  you  grown  proud  > 

Ramble.  I  knew  you  a  waftcotier  in  the  Garden-allies^ 
And  would  come  to  a  failor's  whittle. 

Secret.    Good  fir  Ramble, 
life  her  not  roughly.     She  is  very  tender. 

Ramble.  Rank  and' rotten,  is  fhe  not  ? 

\She  draws  her  knife* 

Shave* em.  Your  fpittle  rogueihips    [Ramble  his/word* 
Shall  not  make  me  fo. 

Secret.  As  you  are  a  man,  Yquire  ScuiHe, 
Step  in  between  them.     A  weapon  of  that  length 
Was  ne'er  drawn  in.  my  houfe.    . 

Shave* em.  Let  him  come  on  ; 
I'll  fcower  it  in  your  guts,  you  dog. 

Ramble.   You  brach, 
Are  you  turn'd  mankind  ?  You  forgot  I  gave  you^, 
"When  we  laft  join'd  iffue,  twenty  pounds. 

Shave* em.  O'er  night, 
And  kick'd  it  out  of  me  next  morning.     I  was  then 
A  novice,  but  I  know  to  make  my  game  now. 
Fetch  the  conftable. 

Enter  Goldvoire  like  a  jujlice  of  peace.  Ding1  em  like: 
a  conjlable,  the  mujicians  like  <watch-mcn. 

Secret.  Ah  me !  Here's  one  unfent  for, 
And  ajuftice  of  peace  too. 

Shave* em.   I'll  hang  you  both,,  you  rafcals  % 
I  can  but  ride.     You  for  the  purfe  you  cut 
In  Powl's  at  a  fermon  ;    I  have  fmoak'd  you.     And  yoa 

for  the  bacon 
You  took  on  the  high-way  from  the  poor  market-womanr 
As  fhe  road  from  Rumford. 

Ramble.  Mrs.  Shave'em 

Scuffle.  Mrs.  Secret, 
Oh  our  knees  we  beg  your  pardon. 

Scuffle.  Set  a  ranfom  on  us. 

Secret.    We  cannot  Hand  trifling*     If  you  mean  to 
fave  them, 

-  Shut 
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Shut  them  out  at  the  back-door. 

Shave* em.  Firft,  for  punifhment, 
They  fhall  leave  their  cloaks  behind  'em,  and  in  figtt 
I  am  their  foveraign,  and  they  my  vaflals, 
For  homage  kifs  my  fhoe-foal,  rogues,  and  vanifh. 

\_Exeunt  Ramble  and  Scuffle* 

Goldvoire.     My  brave  virago  !     the    coaft's  clear. 
Strike  up. 

Shave'' em.  My  Goldwire  madeajuftice  f  [Goldwire  and 

Secret,  And  your  fcout  the  reft  difcover^d* 

Turn'd  conitable,  and  the  muficians  watch-rnen  [ 

Goldwire.  We  come  not  to  fright  you,  but  to  make 
you  merry. 
A  light  lavolto.  \Jbey  dance 

Shave'' em.  I  am  tir'd.     No  more* 
This  was  your  device. 

Ding  em.  Wholly  his  own.     He  is 
No  pig  fconce,  miftrefs. 

Secret.  He  has  an  excellent  head-piece. 

Goldwire.  Fie,  no,  not  I  :  your  jeering  gallants  fay 
We  citizens  have  no  wit. 

Ding  cm.  He  dies  that  fays  fo. 
This  was  a  mailer-piece. 

Goldwire.'  A  trifling  ftratagem, 
Not  worth  the  talking  of. 

Shave'* em.  I  mull  kifs  thee  for  it, 
Again  and  again. 

Ding  em.  Make  much  of  her.     Did  you  know 
What  fuitors  ihe  had  iince  fhe  faw  you 

Goldvoire.  I'th'  way  of  marriage? 

Ding  em.  Yes,  fir ;  for  marriage,  and  the  other  thing 
too. 
The  commodity  is  the  fame.    An  Irifh  lord  ofFer'd  her 
Five  pound  a  week. 

Secret.  And  a  cafhier'd  captain,  half 
Of  his  entertainment. 

Ding  em.  And  a  new  courtier 
The  next  fuit  he  could  beg. 

Goldwire,  And  did  my  fweet  one 
Refufe  all  this  for  me  ? 

thave\ml 
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Shave1* em.  Weep  not  for  joy, 
'Tis  true.     Let  others  talk  of  lords,  and  commanders, 
Aud  country  heirs  for  their  fervants ;  but  give  me 
My  gallant  'prentice.     He  parts  with  his  money 
So  civilly  and  demurely ;  keeps  no  account 
Of  his  expences,  and  comes  ever  furnifh'd. 
I  know  thou  haft  brought  money  to  make  up 
My  gown  and  petticoat,  with  th'appurtenances. 

Goldvoire.  I  have  it  here,  duck  -T  thou  (halt  want  for 
nothing. 

Shave* em.    Let  the  chamber  be  perfum'd,   and  get 
you,  iirrah, 
His  cap  and  pantables  ready. 

Gold-wire.  There's  for  thee, 
And  thee.     That  for  a  banquet* 

Secret.  And  a  cawdle 
Againft  you  rife. 

Goldvoire.  There. 

Sha<ve^em.  U  flier  us  up  in  ftateJ 

Gold<wire.  You  will  be  conftant  ? 

Shave* em.  Thou  art  the  whole  world  to  me.     , 

\Ex.  vj anion  mujiek  plafd  before  ^ernl 


Adhis  tertius,  Scena  fecunda. 

Enter  Luke. 

Within  Anne.  \  T  7  HERE  is  this  uncle  I 
Within  Lady.  \\     Call  this    beadfman  -  brother  :    he 
hath  forgot  attendance. 
Within  Mary.  Seek  him  out :  idlenefs  fpoils  him. 
Luke.    I  deferve  much  more  than  their  fcorn  can  load 
me  with,  and  'tis  but  juilice 
That  I  mould  live  the  family's  drudge,  defign'd 
To  all  the  fordid  offices  their  pride 
Impofes  on  me ;  fince  if  now  I  fat 
A  judge  in  mine  own  caufe,  I  fhoulJ  conclude 
I  am  not  worth  their  pity.   Such  as  want 

Difcourfe 
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Difcourfe  and  judgment,  and  through  weaknefs  fall* 
May  merit  man's  companion ;  but  I, 
That  knew  profufenefs  of  expence  the  parent 
Of  wretched  poverty,  her  fatal  daughter, 
To  riot  out  mine  own,  to  live  upon 
The  alms  of  others !  fleering  on  a  rock 
I  might  have  fhunn'd :  O  heaven !  ^tis  not  fit 
I  mould  look  upward  ;  much  lefs  hope  for  mercy. 
Enter  Lady,  Amte,  Mary,  Stargaze,  and  Millefcent'* 

Lady.  What  are  you  deviling,  fir  ? 

Anne.  My  uncle  is  much  given  to  his  devotion. 

Mary.  And  takes  time  to  mumble 
A  Pater-nofter  to  himfelf. 

Lady.  Know  you  where 
Your  brother  is  ?  It  better  would  become  you 
(Your  means  of  life  depending  wholly  on  him) 
To  give  your  attendance. 

Luke.  In  my  v/ill  I  do  : 
But  fmce  he  rode  forth  yeflerday  with  lord  Lacy, 
I  have  not  feen  him. 

Lady.  And  why  went  not  you 
By  his  ftirrup  ?  How  you  look  ?  Were  his  eyes  clos'd, 
You'd  be  glad  of  fuch  employment. 

Luke.  '  Twas  his  pleafure 
I  mould  wait  your  commands,  and  thofe  I  am  ever 
Moll:  ready  to  receive. 

Lady.  I  know  you  can  fpeak  well ; 
But  fay  and  do. 

Enter  lord  Lacy,  with  a  *will^ 

Luke.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Lady.  Farther  off: 
You  are  no  companion  for  him,,  and  his  bufinefs 
Aims  not  at  you,  as  I  take  it. 

Luke.  Can  I  live  in  this  bafe  condition  ?  \Ajide, 

Lady.  I  hop'd,  my  lord, 
You  had  brought  mr.  Frugal  with  you  ;  for  I  mull  afk. 
An  account  of  him  from  you. 

Lord.  I  can  give  it,  lady : 
But  with  the  befl  difcretion  of  a  woman, 
And  a  flrong  fortify'd  patience,  I  defire  you 
To  give  it  hearing.  Lukei 
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Luke.  My  heart  beats. 

Lady.  My  lord,  you  much  amaze  me. 

lord.  I  mall  aftonifh  you.     The  noble  merchant, 
Who,  living,  was  for  his  integrity 
And  upright  dealing  (a  rare  miracle 
In  a  rich  citizen)  London's  bell  honour, 
[s I  am  loth  to  fpeak  it. 

Luke.  Wondrous  ftrange  ! 

Lady.  I  do  fuppofe  the  worft ;  not  dead,  I  hope  } 

Lord.  Your  fuppoiition's  true,  your  hopes  are  falfe* 
He's  dead. 

Lady.  Ah  me  ! 

Anne,  My  father ! 

Mary.  My  kind  father  f 

Luke.  Now  they  infult  not. 

Lord.  Pray  hear  me  out. 
He's  dead  ;  dead  to  the  world  and  you ;  and  now 
Lives  only  to  himfelf. 

Luke.   What  riddle's  this  ? 

Lady.  Act  not  the  torturer  in  my  afflictions  * 
But  make  me  underfland  the  fum  of  all 
That  I  muft  undergo. 

Lord.  In  few  words  take  it : 
He  is  retir'd  into  a  monaftery, 
Where  he  refolves  to  end  his  days. 

Luke.  More  ftrange  ! 

Lord.  I  faw  him  take  poll  for  Dover,  and  the  wind 
Sitting  fo  fair,  by  this  he's  fafe  at  Calais, 
And  e'er  long  will  be  at  Lovain. 

Lady.   Could  I  guefs 
What  were  the  motives  that  induc'd  him  to  it, 
'Twere  fome  allay  to  my  forrows. 

Lord.  I'll  inftrucl  you, 
And  chide  you  into  that  knowledge  :  'Twas  your  pride 
Above  your  rank,  and  ftubborn  difobedience 
Of  thefe  your  daughters,  in  their  milk  fuck'd  from  you ; 
At  home  the  harflmefs  of  his  entertainment, 
You  wilfully  forgetting  that  your  all 
Was  borrow'd  from  him  ;  and  to  hear  abroad 
The  imputations  difpers'd  upon  you, 

And 
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And  juflly  too,  I  fear,  that  drew  him  to 

This  Uriel  retirement :  And  thus  much  faid  for  him* 

I  am  myfelf  to  accufe  you. 

Lady.  I  confefs 
A  guilty  caufe  to  him  ;  but  in  a  thought, 
My  lord,  I  ne'er  wrong'd  you. 

Lord.  In  fact  you  have  : 
The  infolent  difgrace  you  put  upon 
My  only  fon,  and  mr.  Plenty ;  men  that  lov'd 
Your  daughters  in  a  noble  way,  to  wafh  off 
That  fcandal,  put  a  refolution  in  'em 
Por  three  years  travel. 

Lady.  I  am  much  griev'd  for  it. 

Lord.  One  thing  I  had  forgot ;  your  rigour  to 
His  decay'd  brother,  in  which  your  flatteries, 
Or  forceries,  made  him  a  coagent  with  you, 
Wrought  not  the  leafl  impreffion. 

Luke.  Humph  !  this  founds  well. 

Lady.  'Tis  now  pafl  help :  After  thefe  florms,  my  lord* 
A  little  calm,  if  you  pleafe. 

Lord.  If  what  I  have  told  you 
Shew'd  like  a  florm,  what  now  I  mufl  deliver 
Will  prove  a  raging  tempefl.     His  whole  eflate 
In  lands  and  leafes,  debts  and  prefent  monies, 
With  all  the  moveables  he  Hood  poffeTs'd  of, 
With  the  bell  advice  which  he  could  get  for  gold 
From  his  learned  counfel,  by  this  formal  will 
Is  pafs'd  o'er  to  his  brother.     With  it  take 
The  key  of  his  counting-houfe.     Not  a  groat  left  you, 
Which  you  can  call  your  own. 

Lady.  Undone  for  ever. 

drine.  Mary.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

Luke.  Humph  ! 

Lord.  The  fcene's  chang'd, 
And  he  that  was  your  flave,  by  fate  appointed 
Your  governor,  you  kneel  to  me  in  vain, 
I  cannot  help  you  5  I  difcharge  the  trull 
ImposM  upon  me.     This  humility 
From  him  may  gain  remiflion,  and  perhaps 
Forgetfulnefs  of  your  barbarous  ufage  to  him. 

Lady* 
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Lady,  Ami  come  to  this  ? 

Lord,  Enjoy  your  own,  good  fir,  [Kneeling* 

But  ufe  it  with  due  reverence,     I  once  heard  you 
Speak  molt  divinely  in  the  oppoiition 
Of  a  revengeful  humour,  to  thefe  mew  it ; 
And  fuch  who  then  depended  on  the  mercy 
Of  your  brother,  wholly  now  at  your  devotion* 
And  make  good  the  opinion  I  held  of  you  i 
Of  which  I  am  moil  confident. 

Luke.  Pray  you  rife, 
And  rife  with  this  aflurance,  I  am  ftill, 
As  I  was  of  late^  your  creature  5  and  if  rais'd 
In  any  thing,  'tis  in  my  power  to  ferve  you, 
My  will  is  {till  the  fame.     O  my  lord  ! 
This  heap  of  wealth  which  you  poffefs  me  of, 
Which  to  a  worldly  man  had  been  a  bleffmg, 
And  to  the  meffenger  might  with  juilice  challenge 
A  kind  of  adoration,  is  to  me 
A  curfe,  I  cannot  thank  you  for  ;  and  much  lefa 
Rejoice  in  that  tranquillity  of  mind, 
My  brother's  vows  muft  purchafe.     I  have  made 
A  dear  exchange  with  him.     He  now  enjoys 
My  peace  and  poverty,  the  trouble  of 
His  wealth  confer'd  on  me,  and  that  a  burthen 
Too  heavy  for  my  weak  moulders. 

Lord.  Honeft  foul, 
With  what  feeling  he  receives  it! 

Lady.  You  fhall  have 
My  beft  afMance,  if  you  pleafe  to  ufe  ity 
To  help  you  to  fupport  it. 

Luke.  By  no  means ; 
The  weight  fhall  rather  fink  me,  than  you  part 
With  one  fhort  minute  from  thofe  lawful  pleafures 
Which  you  were  born  to  in  your  care  to  aid  me  ; 
You  fhall  have  all  abundance.     In  my  nature 
I  was  ever  liberal ;  my  lord,  you  know  it. 
Kind,  affable  :  And  now  methinks  I  fee 
Before  my  face  the  jubile  of  joy, 
When  it  is  affur'd  my  brother  lives  in  me, 
His  debtors,  in  full  cups  crown'd  to  my  health, 
With  Paeans  to  my  praife  will  celebrate.  For 
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For  they  well  know  'tis  far  from  me  to  take 

The  forfeiture  of  a  bond.    Nay,  I  fhall  bluih^ 

The  intereft  never  paid  after  three  years, 

When  I  demand  my  principal.     And  his  fervants 

Who  from  a  flavifh  fear  paid  her  obedience 

By  him  exacted;  now  when  they  are  mine 

Will  grow  familiar  friends,  and  as  fuch  ufe  mer 

Being  certain  of  the  mildnefs  of  my  temper, 

Which  my  change  of  fortune,  frequent  in  moft  men. 

Hath  not  the  power  to  alter. 

Lord.  Yet  take  heed*  fir, 
You  ruin  not  with  too  much  lenity, 
What  his  fit  fe verity  raised. 

Lady*  And  we  fall  from 
That  height  we  have  maintain'd.. 

Luke.  I'll  build  it  higher, 
To  admiration  higher.     With  difdain 
I  look  upon  thefe  habits,  no  way  fuiting 
The  wife  and  daughters  of  a  knighted  citizen* 
Blefs'd  with  abundance. 

Lord.  There,  fir,  I  join  with  you; 
A  fit  decorum  muffc  be  kept ;  the  court 
Diitinguifhed  from  the  city. 

Luke.  With  your  favour, 
I  know  what  you  would  fay,  but  give  me  leave 
In  this  to  be  your  advocate.     You  are  wide, 
Wide  the  whole  region  in  what  A  purpofe. 
Since  all  the  titles^  honours,,  long  defcents, 
Borrow  their  glofs  from  wealth,  the  rich  with  reafoa 
May  challenge  their  prerogatives.     And  it  fhall  be 
My  glory,  nay  a  triumph,  to  revive, 
In  the  pomp  that  thefe  ihall  fhine,  the  memory 
Of  the  Roman  matrons,  who  kept  captive  queens 
To  be  their  hand-maids.     And  when  you  appear 
Like  Juno  in  full  majefty,  and  my  nieces 
Like  iris,  Hebe,  or  wiiat  deities  elfe 
Old  poets  fancy  ;  your  cram'd  wardrobes  richer 
Than  various  nature's,  and  draw  down  the  envy 
Of  our  weftern  world  upon  you,  only  hold  me 
Your  vigilant  Hermes  with  aerial  wings5 


My 
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My  Caduceus,  my  ftrong  zeal  to  ferVe  "you, 
Prefs'd  to  fetch  in  all  rarities  may  delight  you, 
And  I  am  made  immortal. 

Lord.   A  ftrange  phrenfy! 

Luke.  Off  with  thefe  rags,  and  then  to-bed.     There 
dream 
Of  future  greatnefs ;  which,  when  you  awake, 
1*11  make  a  certain  truth  :  but  I  muft  be 
A  doer,  not  a  promifer.     The  performance 
Requiring  hafte,  I  kifs  your  hands,  and  leave  you. 

[Exit  Luke, 

Lord.    Are  we  all    turn'd  ftatues?    have  his  ftrange 
words  charm vd  usr 
What  mufe  you  on,  lady  ? 

Lady.  Do  not  trouble  me* 

Lord.  Sleep  you  too,  young  ones  ? 

Anne.  Swift-wing'd  time  till  now 
Was  never  tedious  to  me.    Would  'twere  night » 

Mary.  Nay,  morning  rather. 

Lord.  Can  you  ground  your  faith 
*On  fuch  impollibilities  ?  Have  you  fo  foen 
Forgot  your  hufband  ? 

Lady.  He  was  a  vanity 
I  muft  no  more  remember. 

Lord.  Excellent! 
You,  your  kind  father  ? 

Anne.  Such  an  uncle  never 
Was  read  of  in  ftory  ! 

Lord.  Not  one  word  in  anfwer 
Of  my  demands  ? 

Mary.  You  are  but  a  lord,  and  know, 
My  thoughts  foar  higher. 

Lord.  Admirable  !    I  will  leave  vou 
To  your  caftles  in  the  air.    When  I  relate  this, 
It  will  exceed  belief;  but  he  muft  know  it.     [Exit  Lord* 

Stargaze.  Now  I  may  boldly  fpeak.     May  it  pleafe 
you,  madam, 
To  look  upon  your  vaiTal :  I  forefaw  this ; 
The  ftars  aflur'd  it. 

Lady.  I  begin  to  feel 
Myfelf  another  woman*  Stargaze* 
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Stargaze.  Now  you  fhall  find 
All  my  predictions  true,  and  nobler  matches 
Prepar'd  for  my  young  ladies 

Mi  lief  cent.  Princely  hufbands. 

Anne.  I'll  go  no  lefs. 

Mary.  Not  a  word  more ; 
Provide  my  nightrail. 

Millefcent.  What  fhall  we  be  to-morrow  ?        [Exeunt* 


A&us  tertius,  Scena  tertia. 

Enter  Luke  with  a  key. 

Luke.     ,r^WAS    no  phantaftick    object,    but    % 

I        truth, 
A  real  truth,  no  dream.   I  did  not  flumber^ 
And  could  wake  ever  with  a  brooding  eye 
To  gaze  upon't !  It  did  endure  the  touch, 
I  faw,  and  felt  it.     Yet  what  I  beheld 
And  handPd  oft,  did  fo  tranfcend  belief 
{My  v/onder,  and  aftonimment  pafs'd  o'er) 
I  faintly  could  give  credit  to  my  fenfes. 
Thou  dumb  magician,  that  wkhout  a  charm 
Did'ft  make  my  entrance  eafy,  to  poflefs 
What  wife  men  wifh,  and  toil  for.     Hermes  Moly  ; 
Sybilla's  golden  bough  ;  the  great  elixir, 
Imagin'd  only  by  the  alchymift, 
Compar'd  with  thee,  are  fhadows,  thou  the  fabftahce 
And  guardian  of  felicity.     No  marvel, 
My  brother  made  thy  place  of  reft  his  bofom, 
Thou  being  the  keeper  of  his  heart,  a  miftrefs 
To  be  hugg'd  ever.     In  by-corners  of 
This  facred  room,  filver,  in  bags  heap'd  up 
Like  billets  faw'd,  and  ready  for  the  fre, 
Unworthy  to  hold  fellowfhip  with  bright  gold 
That  fiow'd  about  the  room,  conceal'd  itfelf. 
There  needs  no  artificial  light,  the  fplendor 
JVIakes  a  perpetual  day  there,  night  and  darknefs 
By  that  ftiil-burning  lamp  for  ever  banifh'd. 

But 
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But  when  guided  by  that,  my  eyes  had  made 
.  Difcovery  of  the  cafkets,  and  they  open'd, 
Each  fparkling  diamond  from  itfelf  (hot  forth 
A  pyramid  of  flames,  and  in  the  roof 
Tix  it  a  glorious  ftar,  and  made  the  place 
Heaven's  abftraft,  or  epitome.     Rubies,  faphires, 
And  ropes  of  orient  pearl ;  thefe  feen,  I  could  not 
But  look  on  gold  with  contempt.     And  yet  I  found 
What  weak  credulity  could  have  no  faith  in, 
A  treafure  far  exceeding  thefe.     Here  lay 
A  manor  bound  fall  in  a  ikin  of  parchment, 
The  wax  continuing  hard,  the  acres  melting. 
Here  a  fure  deed  of  gift  for  a  market  town,  , 
If  not  redeem'd  this  day,  which  is  not  in 
The  unthrift's  power.     There  being  fcarce  one  mire 
In  Wales  or  England,  where  my  monies  are  not 
Lent  out  at  ufury,  the  certain  hook 
To  draw  in  more.     I  am  fublim'd  !  grofs  earth 
Supports  me  not.     I  walk  on  air  !  — \ —  Who's  there  ? 
Thieves !  raife-the  ftreet,  thieves ! 

Enter  Lord;  Sir  John,  Lacy,  and  Plenty,  as  Indians* 

Lord.  What  ffrrange  palfion's  this  ? 
Have  you  your  eyes  ?  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Luke.  You,  my  Lord  ! 
I  do:  but  this  retinue,  in  thefe  fhapes  too, 
May  well  excufe  my  fears.     When  'tis  your  pleafure 
That  I  mould  wait  upon  you,  give  me  leave 
To  do  it  at  your  own  houfe  ;   for  I  rnuft  tell  you, 
Things  as  they  now  are  with  me,  well  confider'd, 
I  do  not  like  fuch  vifitants. 

Lord.  Yefterday, 
When  you  had  nothing  (praife  your  poverty  for't) 
You  could  have  fung  fecure  before  a  thief : 
But  now  you  are  grown  rich,  doubts  and  fufpicions, 
And  needlefs  fears  poifefs  you.     Thank  a  good  brother* 
But  let  not  this  exalt  you. 

Luke.  A  good  brother  ! 
Good  in  his  confcience,  I  confefs,  and  wife, 
In  giving  o'er  the  world.     But  his  eflate, 
Which  your  lordmipmay  conceive  great,  no  way  anfwers 

The 
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"The  general  ©pinion.     Alas! 
With  a  great  charge,  I  am  left  a  poor  man  by  him* 
Lord.  A  poor  man,  fay  you  ? 

Luke.  Poor,  compar'd  with  what 
^Tis  thought  I  do  poffefs.     Some  little  land. 
Fair  houfhold  furniture,  a  few  good  debts  * 
But  empty  bags,  I  find  :  yet  I  will  be 
A  faithful  Reward  to  his  wife  and  daughters^ 
And  to  the  utmoft  of  my  power  obey 
His  will  in  all  things. 

Lord.  I'll  not  argue  with  you 
Of  his  eftate>  but  bind  you  to  performance 
Of  his  laft  requeft>  which  is,  for  teftimony 
Of  his  religious  charity,  that  you  would 
Receive  thefe  Indians,  lately  fent  him  from 
Virginia,  into  your  houfe  ;  and  labour 
At  any  rate  with  the  belt,  of  your  endeavours, 
Amfled  by  the  aids  of  our  divines> 
To  make  'em  Chriflians. 

Luke.  Call  you  this,  my  lord, 
Religious  charity  ?  To  fend  infidels* 
Like  hungry  locufts,  to  devour  the  bread 
Should  feed  his  family  ?  I  neither  can> 
Nor  will  confent  to't. 

Lord.  Do  not  flight  it,  'tis 
With  him  a  bufinefs  of  fuch  confequence* 
That  mould  he  only  hear  'tis  not  embrac'd, 
And  chearfully,  in  this  his  confcience  aiming 
At  the  faving  of  three  fouls,  'twill  draw  him  o'er 
To  fee  it  himfelf  accompliih'd. 

Luke.  Heaven  forbid 
I  mould  divert  him  from  his  holy  purpofe 
To  wordly  cares  again  !     I  rather  will 
Suilain  the  burthen,  and  with  the  converted 
Feail  the  converters,  who  I  know  will  prove 
The  greater  feeders. 

Sir  John.  Oh,  ha,  enewali  Chrifh  bully  leika* 

Flenty.  Enaula. 

Lacy.  Harrico  botikia  bonnery. 

Luke.  Ha  !  In  this  heathen  language, 

2  "  How 
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-How  is  it  poffible  our  doctors  mould 

Hold  conference  with  'em  ?  Or  I  ufe  the  ^neans 

JFor  their  conversion? 

Lord.  That  fhall  be  no  hindrance 
To  your  good  purpofes.     They  have  liv'd  long 
In  the  Engliih  colony,  and  fpeak  our  language 
As  their  own  dialefr ;  the  bufinefs  does  concern  you  T 
Mine  own  deiigns  command  me  hence.     Continue* 
As  in  your  poverty  you  were*  a  pious 
And  honeft  man.  {Exit I 

Luke.  TJiat  is,  interpreted, 
A  flave  and  beggar. 

Sir  John.  You  conceive  it  right. 
There  being  no  religion,  nor  virtue 
But  in  abundance,  and  no  vice  but  want. 
All  deities  ferve  Plutus. 
Luke.  Oracle  ! 

Sir  John.  Temples  rais'd  to  ourfelves  in  the  increafe 
Of  wealth  and  reputation,  fpeak  a  wife  man  $    . 
JBut  facrifice  to  an  imagin'd  power, 
Of  which  we  have  no  fenfe,  but  in  belief, 
A  fuperftitious  fool, 

Luke.  True  worldly  wifdom. 
Sir  John.  All  knowledge  elfe  is  folly. 
Lacy.  Now  y/e  are  yours, 
Be  confident  your  better  angel  is 
Enter' d  your  houfe. 

Plenty.  There  being  nothing  in 
The  compafs  of  your  wifhes,  but  fhall  end 
In  their  fruition  to  the  full. 

Sir  John.  As  yet, 
You  do  not  know  us;  but  when  you  underfland 
The  wonders  we  can  do,  and  what  the  ends  were 
That  brought  us  hither,  you  will  entertain  us 
With  more  refpect. 

Luke.  There's  fomething  whifpers  to  me* 

Thefe  are  no  common  men. My  houfe  is  your% 

Enjoy  it  freely  :  only  grant  me  this, 
Not  to  be  feen  abroad  till  I  have  heard 
More  of  your  facred  principles.    Pray  enter, 

Vol.  VIII.  (J  Yen 
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You  are  learn'd  Europeans,  and  we  worfe 
Than  ignorant  Americans. 

Sir  John.  You  fhall  find  it.  {Exeuni. 

A6lus  quartus,  Scena  prima, 

Enter  Ding* em,   Get~c.Il,  and  Holdfaft. 

Ding  em.  "^"  "  O  T  fpeak  with  him  ?  with  fear  furvey 

JL^I      me  better, 
Thou  figure  of  famine. 

Get -ail.  Coming,  as  we  do, 
From  his  quondam  patrons,  his  dear  ingles  now, 
The  brave  fpark  Tradewell  ? 

Ding  em.  And  the  man  of  men 
In  the  fervice  of  a  woman,  gallant  Goldwire  ? 

Enter   Luke. 

Holdfaft.  I  know  'em  for  his  'prentices,   without 
Thefe  flourifhes. Here  are  rude  fellows,  fir. 

Ding* cm.  Not  yours,  you  rafcal. 

Holdfaft.  No,  don  pimp,  you  may  feek  'em 
In  Bridewell,  or  the  hole  ;  here  are  none  of  your  com- 
rades. 

Luke.  One  of  'em  looks  as  he  would  cut  my  throat: 
Your  bufmefs,  friends  \ 

Holdfaft.  Ill  fetch  a  conflable, 
Let  him  anfwer  him  in  the  flocks. 

Ding  em.  Stir  and  thou  dar'fl. 
Fright  me  with  Bridewell  and  the  flocks  ?  they  are  flea-. 

bitings 
I  am  familiar  with.  [Draws. 

Luke.  Pray  you  put  up. 
And,  firrah,  hold  your  peace.  : 

Ding  em.  Thy  word's  a  law, 
And  I  obey.     Live  fcrape-fhoe,  and  be  thankful. 
Thou  man  of  muck  and  money,  for, as  fuch 
I  now  falute  thee,   the  fuburbian  gameflers 

Have 
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Have  heard  thy  fortunes,  and  I  am  in  perfon 
Sent  to  congratulate.  > 

Get -all.  The  news  hath  reach'd 
The  ordinaries,  and  all  the  gamefters  are 
Ambitious  to  fhake  the  golden  golls 
Of  worfhipful  mr,  Luke,     I  come  from  Trade  well, 
Your  fine  facetious  factor. 

Ding* em.  I  from  Goldwire* 
He  and  his  Hellen  have  prepared  a  banquet 
With  the  appurtenances  to  entertain  thee. 
For  I  muft  whifper  in  thine  ear,  thou  art 
To  be  her  Paris ;  but  bring  money  with  thee 
To  quit  oldfcores. 

Get-all.  Blind  chance  hath  frown' d  upon 
Brave  Tradewell.     He's  blown  up,  but  not  without 
Hope  of  recovery,  fo  you  fupply  him 
With  a  good  round  fum.     In  my  houfe,  I  can  allure 

you, 

There's  half  a  million  ftirring. 

Luke.  What  hath  he  loft  ? 

Get-all.  Three  hundred. 

Luke.  A  trifle. 

Get-all.  Make  it  up  a  thoufand, 
And  I  will  fit  him  with  fuch  tools  as  fnall 
Bring  in  a  myriad. 

Luke.  They  know  me  well, 
Nor  need  you  ufe  fuch  circumftances  for  'em. 
What's  mine  is  theirs.  They  are  my  friends,  notfervants  * 
But  in  their  care  to  enrich  me,  and  thefe  courfes 
The  fpeeding  means.     Your  name,  I  pray  you? 

Get -all.  Getall ; 
I  have  been  many  years  an  ordinary-keeper, 
My  box  my  poor  revenue. 

Luke.  Your  name  fuits  well 
"With  your  profeflion.     Bid  him  bear  up,  he  mail  not 
Sit  long  on  pennilefs-  bench. 

Get-alL  There  fpake  an  angel. 

Lsuke.  You  know  miftrefs  Shave'em  ? 

Get-alL  The  pontifical  punk  ? 

C  2  Lufo, 
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Luke.  The  fame.     Let  Mm  meet  me  there  fome  two 
hours  hence,  _ 

And  tell  Tom  Goldwire  I  will  then  be  with  him, 
Furnifh'd  beyond  his  hopes,  and  let  your  miftrefs 
Appear  in  her  beft  trim. 

Ding" em.  She  will  make  thee  young, 
Old  ./Efon.     She  is  ever  furnifh'd  with 
Medaea's  drugs,  reftoratives.     I  fly 
To  keep  'em  fober  till  thy  worfhip  come. 
They  will  be  drunk  with  joy  elfe. 

Get-all.  I'll  run  with  you. 

\Exeunt  Ding1  em  and  Get-alL 

Hold/aft.  You  will  not  do  as  you  fay,  I  hope  ? 

Luke.  Inquire  not, 

1  {hall  do  what  becomes  me to  the  door.      ^Knocking, 

New  vifitants :  what  are  they  ? 

Holdfafi.  A  whole  batch,  fir, 
Almoit  of  the  fame  leaven  :  your  needy  debtors, 
Penury,  Fortune,  Hoyft. 

Luke.  They  come  to  gratulat-e 
The  fortune  fall'n  upon  me. 

Holdfafi.  Rather,  fir, 
Like  the  others,  to  prey  on  you. 

Luke.  I  am  fimple, 
They  know  my  good  nature.     But  let  'emln  however, 

Holdfafi.  All  will  come  to  ruin ;  I  fee  beggary 
Already  knocking,  at  the  door.  - —  You  may  enter  5 
But  ufe  a  confidence,  and  do  not  work  upon 
A  tender-hearted  gentleman  too  much, 
'Twill  fhew  like  charity  in  you. 

Enter  Fortune,  Penury  and  Hoyfi. 

Luke.   Welcome,  friends : 
I  know  your  hearts  and  wifnes ;  you  are  glad 
You  have  chang'd  your  creditor. 

Penury.  I  weep  for  joy 
To  look  upon  his  worf hip's  face. 

Fortune.  His  worfhip' s  ? 

I  fee  lord-major  written  on  his  forehead  ; 

The  cap  of  maintenance,  and  city  fword 

Bora  up  in  ftate  before  him. 

Hoyfi, 
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Hoyfi.  Hofpitals, 
And  a  third  burfe  ere&ed  by  his  honour. 

Penury.  The  city  poet  on  the  pageant-day 
Preferring  him  before  Greflram. 

Hoyfi.  All  the  conduits 
Spouting  Canary  fack. 

For  time.  Not  a  prifoner  left, 
Under  ten  pounds. 

Penury.  We  his  poor  beads -men  feafting 
Our  neighbours  on  his  bounty. 

Luke,  May  I  make  good 
Your  prophecies,  gentle  friends,  as  Pll  endeavour 
To  the  utmoft  of  my  power. 

Hold/aft.  Yes,  for  one  year, 
And  break  the  next. 

Luke.  You  are  ever  prating,  firrah. 
Your  prefent  bufinefs,  friends  ? 

Fortune.  Were  your  brother  prefeiit, 
Mine  had  been  of  fome  confequence  5  but  now 
The  power  lies  in  your  worihip's  hand,  'ti«  little^ 
And  will  I  know,  as  foon  as  atk'd,  be  granted. 

Luke.  'Tis  very  probable. 

Fortune.  The  kind  forbearance 
Of  my  great  debt,  by  your  means  (heav*n  be  praised 

for't) 
Hath  rais'd  my  funk  eftate.     I  have  two  mips, 
Which  I  long  fmce  gave  loft,  above  my  hopes 
Return' d.  from  Barbary,  and  richly  freighted, 

Luke.  Where  are  they  ? 

Fortune.  Near  Gravefend. 

Luke.  I  am  truly  glad  of  it. 

Fortune.  I  find  your  worfhip's  charity,  and  dare 
fwear  fo. 
Now  may  I  have  your  licence,  as  I  know 
With  willingnefs  I  lhall,  to  make  the  beft 
Of  the  commodities,  though  you  have  execution* 
And  after  judgment  againft  all  that's  mine, 
A  s  my  poor  body,  I  {hall  be  enabl'd 
To  make  payment  of  my  debts  to  all  the  world, 
And  leave  myfelf  a  competence. 
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Luke,  You  much  wrong  me, 
If  you  only  doubt  it.     Yours,  mr.  Hoyfl  ? 

Hoy  ft.  'Tis  the  furrend'ring  back  the  mortgage  of 
My  lands,  and  on  good  terms,  but  three  days  patience  £ 
By  an  uncle's  death  I  have  means  left  to  redeem  it, 
And  cancel  all  the  forfeited  bonds  I  feaPd  too 
In  my  riots  to  the  merchant ;  for  I  am 
Refolv'd  to  leave  off  play,  and  turn  good  hufband. 

Luke.  A  good  intent,  and  to  be  cherifiYd  in  you. 
Your's,  Penury? 

Penury.  My  flate  flands  as  it  did,  fir  ; 
What  I  ow'd  I  owe,  but  can  pay  nothing  to  you. 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  truft  me  with  ten  pounds  more, 
I  can  buy  a  commodity  of  a  failor 
Will  make  me  a  free  man.     There,  fir,  is  his  name  ; 
And  the  parcels  I  am  to  deal  for.       [Gives  him  a  p^pei\ 

Luke.  You  are  all  fo  reafonable 
In  your  demands,  that  I  mull  freely  grant  'em. 
Some  three  hours  hence  meet  me  on  the  Exchange, 
You  mall  be  amply  fatisfy'd. 

Penury.  Heaven  preferve  you. 

Fortune,  Happy  were  London,  if  within  her  walls 
She  had  many  fuch  rich  men. 

[Exeunt  Fortune,  Hoyft,  and  Penury; 

Luke.  No  more,  now  leave  me, 
I  am  full  of  various  thoughts.     Be  careful,  Holdfaft, 
I  have  much  to  do. 

Holdfaft.  And  I  fomething  to  fay, 
Would  you  give  me  hearing. 

Luke.  At  my  better  leifure. 
'Till  my  return,  look  well  unto  the  Indians. 
In  the  mean  time  do  you  as  this  direfts  you. 

[Exeuntl 


A&us 
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Adtus  quartus,  Scena  fecunda. 

Enter   G  old-wire  9  Tradeivell,    Shave*  em  y  Secret,  Get-ally 

and  Ding' em. 

Goldvjire.     4    LL  that  is  mine  is  theirs,     Thofe  were 
j\^     his  words. 

Ding* em.  I  am  authentical. 

Tradevjell.  And  that  I  mould  not . 
Sit  long  on  pennilefs  bench. 

Get-all.  But  fuddenly  flart  up 
A  gamefler  at  the  height,  and  cry  at  all. 

Shave'' em.  And  did  he  feern  to  have  an  inclination 
To  toy  with  me  ? 

Ding  em.  He  wifn'd  you  would  put  on 
Your  heft  habiliments,  for  he  refolv'd 
To  make  a  jovial  day  on't. 

Goldvoire.  Hug  him  clofe,  wench, 
And  thou  rnay'fl  eat  gold  and  amber.      I  well  know 

him 
For  a  moil  infatiate  drabber.     He  hath  given, 
Before  he  fpent  his  own  efiate,  which  was 
Nothing  to  the  huge  mafs  he's  now  poffefs'd  of, 
A  hundred  pound  a  leap. 

Shave'' em.  Hell  take  my  doctor, 
He  fhould  have  brought  me  fome  frefh  oil  of  talc  * 
Thefe  cerufes  are  common. 

Secret.  Troth,  fweet  lady, 
The  colours  are  well  laid  on. 

Goldvjire.  And  thick  enough, 
I  find  that  on  my  lips. 

Shave* em.  Do  you  fo,  jack  fauce  ? 
I'll  keep  'em  farther  of. 

Goldvjire.  But  be  aflur'd  firfl 
Of  a  new  maintainer  e'er  you  cafhire  the  old  one. 
But  bind  him  fall  by  thy  ibrc'ries,  and  thou  (halt 
Be  my  revenue  ;  the  whole  college  fludy, 
The  reparation  of  thy  ruin'd  face  ; 

C  4  Thou 
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Thou  matt  have  thy  proper  and  bald-headed  coachmaft  i 
Thy  taylor^  and  embroiderer  fhall  kneel 
To  thee  their  idol.     Cheapfide  and  the  Exchange 
Shall  court  thy  cuftom,  and  thou  lhalt  forget 
There  ever  was  a  faint  Martin's.     Thy  procurer 
>  Shall  be  meath'd  in  velvet,  and  a  reverend  vail 
Pafs  her  for  a  grave  matron.     Have  an  eye  to  the  door^ 
And  let  loud  mufick,  when  this  monarch  enters, 
Proclaim  his  entertainment. 

Ding" em.  That's  my  office, 
JThe  conforms  ready,  [Ctmets  fiourij?/*. 

Enter  Luke. 

^radeswell.  And  the  god  of  pleafure, 
Mr.  Luke,  ourComus,  enters. 

Goldwire.  Set  your  face  in  order, 

I  will  prepare  him Live  I  to  fee  this  dayv 

And  to  acknowledge  you  my  royal  mafter  I 

Tradeivell.  Let  the  iron  chefts    fly    open,,  and  thf 
gold, 
Rufly  for  want  of  ufe,  appear  again. 

Get-all.  Make  my  ordinary  flourish. 

Shave^em.  Welcome,  fir, 
To  your  own  palace,  [Mu]ick+. 

Goldwire.  Kifs  your  Cleopatra, 
And  fhew  yourfelf  in  your  magnificent  bounties 
A  fecond  Anthony. 

Ding* em.  AH  the  nine  worthies  • 

Secret.  Variety  of  pleafures  wait  on  you. 
And  a  ftrong  back. 

Luke.  Give  me  leave  to  breathe,  I  pray  you ; 
I  am  aftonifiYd  !  all  this  preparation 
For  me  ?  and  this  choice  modeft  beauty  wrought 
To  feed  my  appetite  ? 

AIL  We  are  all  your  creatures, 

Luke.  A  houfe  well  furnifh'd. 

Goldwire,  At  your  own  coft,  fir  ; 
Glad  I  the  inftrument.     I  prophefy 'd 
You  mould  poflefs  what  now  you  do,  and  therefore 
Prepar'd  it  for  your  pleafure.     There's  no  rag 
This  Venus  wears,  but  on  jny  knowledge  was 

Deriv'd 
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Derived  from  your  brother's  cafh.     The  leafe  of  the 

houfe 
And  furniture  cofbnearathoufand,  fir. 

Shaw* em.  But  now  you  are  mailer  both  of  it  and  me^, 
I  hope  you'll  build  elfewhere. 

Luke.  And  fee  you  plac'd?. 
Fair  one,  to  your  defert.     As  I  live,  friend  Tradewell, 
I  hardly  knew  you,  your  cloaths  fo  well  become  you* 
What  is  your  lofs  ?  Speak  freely. 

Trade™ ell.  Three  hundred,  fir. 

Get-all.  But  6n  a  new  fupply  he  fhall  recover 
The  fum  told  twenty  times  o'er. 

Shave1  em.   There  is  a*  banquet, 
And  after  that  a  foft  couch  that  attends  you. 

Luke.  I  couple  not  in  the  day-light.     Expectation 
Heightens  the  pleafure  of  the  night,  my  fweet  one. 
Your  mufick's  harm ;  difcharge  it :  I  have  provided 
A  better  confort,,  and  you  fhall  frolick  it 
In  another  place..  [Ceafe  mufich^ 

Gold<wire.  But  have  you  brought  gold  and  ftore,  fir  h 

Tradevuell.  I  long  to  wear  the  cailor. 

Goidwtre.  I  to  appear. 
In  a  frefh  habit. 

Luke.  I  am  no  porter 
To  carry  fo  much  gold  as  will  fupply 
Your  vail  defires ;  but  I  have  ta'en  order  for  you, 

Enter  Sheriff,  Marjbaly  and  officers. 
You  fhall  have  what  is  fitting,  and  they  come  here 
Will  fee  it  performed.     Do  your  offices :  You  have 
My  lord  chief  juftice's  warrant  for't. 
.    Sheriff.  Seize  'em  all. 

Shave1  em.  The  city-marihal ! 

Goldivire.  And  the  lheriff!     I  know  him. 

Secret.  We  are  betray'd. 

Ding1  em.  Undone. 

Get-all.  Dear  mr.  Luke— — 

Goldwire.  You  cannot  be  fo  cruel.    Your  perfwafioi* 
Chid  us  into  thefe  courfes,.  oft  repeating, 
Shew  yourfelves  city  fparks,  and  hang  up  money. 

C  5.  Luke. 
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Luke.  True ;  when  it  was  my  brother's  I  condemn'd  it ; 
But  now  it  is  mine  own,  the  cafe  is  alter 'd. 

Tradewe//.  Will  you  prove  yourfelf  a  devil  ?  Tempt 
us  to  mifchief, 
And  then  difcover  it  ? 

Luke.  Argue  that  hereafter. 
In  the  mean  time,  mr.  Goldwire,  you  that  made 
Your  ten  pound  fuppers ;  kept  your  punks  at  livery 
In  Eranford,  Stanes  and  Barnet,  and  this  in  London; 
Held  correfpondence  with  your  fellow-caihiers ; 
Ka  me,  ka  thee  ;  and  knew  in  your  accompts 
To  cheat  my  brother  :  if  you  can  evade  me, 
If  there  be  law  in  London,  your  father's  bonds 
Shall  anfwer  for  what  you  are  out. 

Goldwire.  You  often  told  us 
It  was  a  bug-bear. 

Luke.  Such  a  one  as  fhall  fright  'em 
Out  of  their  eftates  to  make  me  fatisfaclion 
To  the  ■utmoit.  fcruple.     And  for  you,  madam, 
My  Cleopatra,  by  your  own  confeflion, 
Your  houfe  and  all  your  moveables  are  mine  ; 
Nor  (hall  you,  nor  your  matron  need  to  trouble 
Your  mercer,  or  your  filkman ;  a  blue  gown, 
And  a  whip  to  boot,  as  I  will  handle  it, 
Will  ferve  the  turn  in  Bridewell ;  and  thefe  foft  hands^ 
When  they  're  inur'd  to  beating  hemp,  be  fcour'd 
In  your  penitent  tears,  and  quite  forget 
Powders,  and  bitter  almonds. 

Shame* em,  Secret,  Ding* em.  Will  you  mew  no  mercy •? 

Luke.  I  am  inexorable. 

Get -all.  I'll  make  bold 
To  take  my  leave,  the  gamefters  ftay  my  coming. 

Luke.  We  mufl  not  part  fo,-  gentle  mr.  Get-all. 
Your  box,  your  certain  inconu ,  mull  pay  back 
Three  hundred,   as  I  take  it,  or  you  lie  by  it. 
There's  half  a  million  ftirring  in  your  houfe, 

This  a  poor  trifle. —Mr.  Sheriff  and  mr.  Marflial, 

On  your  perils  do  your  ofnces. 

Goldwire.  Dof!  thou  cry  now, 
Like  a  maudlin  gamefter,  after  lofs  ?  I'll  fufFer 

Like 
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Like  a  boman,  and  now  in  my  mifery, 

In  fcorn  of  all  thy  wealth,  to  thy  teeth  tell  thee, 

Thou  wer't  my  pander. 

Luke,  Shall  I  hear  this  From 
-My  'prentice  ? 

MarfhaL  Stop  his  mouth. 

Sheriff,  Away .  with  ? em . 

[Exeunt  Sheriffs  Marjhal,  and  the  rejf% 

Luke.  A  profperous  omen  in  my  entrance  to 
My  alter' d  nature  !    Thefe  houfe-thieves  remov'd, 
And  what  was  loft,  beyond  my  hopes  recover'd, 
Will  add  unto  my  heap.     Increafe  of  wealth 
Is  the  rich  man's  ambition,  and  mine 
Shall  know  no  bounds.     The  valiant  Macedon 
Having  in  his  conceit  fubdu'd  one  world, 
Lamented  there  were  no  more  to  conquer : 
In  my  way,   he  mall  be  my  great  example. 
And  when  my  private  houfe,  in  cram'd  abundance, 
Shall  prove  the  chamber  of  the  city  poor, 
And  Genoa's  bankers  mall  look  pale  with  envy 
When  I  am  mention'd,  I  fhall  grieve  there  is 
No  more  to  be  exhaufted  in  one  kingdom. 
Religion,  conference,  charity,  farewell ; 
To  me  you  are  words  only,  and  no  more, 
All  human  happinefs  confiils  in  flore.  [Exit,, 


Adtus  quartus,  Scena  tertia. 

Enter  Serjeants,  Fortune,  Hoyjf,  Penury, 

Fortune.    A    T  mr.  Luke's  fuit?    The  a&ion   twenty 
Jr\         thoufand  ? 
1 .  Serjeant.  With  two  or  three  executions,  which  (hall 
grind 
You  to  powder  when  we  have  you  in  the  Counter. 

Fortune.  Thou  do' ft  belie  him,  varlet.     He,    good 
gentleman, 

Will  weep  when  he  hears  how  we  are  us'd, 

C  6  1 ,  Serjeant* 
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I.Serjeant,  Yes,  mill-ftones. 

Penury.    He  promised  to  lend  me  ten  pound  for  a 
bargain ; 
He  will  not  do  it  this  way. 

2.  Serjeant.  I  have  warrant 

For  what  I  have  done.     You  are  a  poor  fellow, 

And  there  being  little  to  be  got  by  you, 

In  chanty,  as  I  am  an  officer, 

I  would  not  have  feen  you,  but  upon  compuliion, 

tknd  for  mine^wn  fecurity. 

3 .  Serjeant.  You  are  a  gallant,. 
And  I  do  you  a  courtefy  ;  provided 

That  you  have  money.     For  a  piece  an  hour 
I'll  keep  you  in  the  houfe,  till  you  fend  for  bail. 

2.  Serjeant.  In  the  mean  time,  yeoman,  ran  to- the 

other  Counter, 
And  fearch  if  there  be  aught  elfe  out  againfl  him. 

3.  Serjeant.  That  done,,  hafte  to  his  creditors..     He's  z 

prize, 
And  as  we  are  city  pirates  by  our  oath, 
We  muft  make  the  beft  on't. 

Hoyji.  Do  your  word,  I  care  not. 
I'll  be  remov'd  to  the  Fleet,  and  drink  and  drab  there 
In  fpite  of  your  teeth.     I  now  repent  I  ever 
Intended  to  be  honeft. 

Enter  Luke. 

3.  Serjeant.  Here  he  comes 
You  had  bell  tell  him  fo. 

Fortune.  Worfhipful  fir, 
You  come  in  time  to  free  us  from  thefe  ban-dogs* 
I  know  you  gave  no  way  to't. 

Penury.  Or  if  you  did, 
'Twas  but  to  try  our  patience. 

Hoy  jr.  I  muft  tell  you^ 
I  do  not  like  fuch  trials. 

Luke.  Are  you  ferjeants 
Acquainted  with  the  danger  of  a  refcue, 
Yet  Hand  prating  here  in  the  flreet  ?     The  Counter 
Is  a  fafer  place  to  parly  in. 

Fortune.  Are  you  in  earneft  ? 

Luke* 
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Luke.  Yes  faith,  I  will  be  fatisfy'd  to  a  token* 
JOry  build  upon  it,,  you  rot  there. 

Fortune.  Can  a  gentleman, 
Of  your  foft  and  filken  temper,  fpeak  fuch  language  £ 

Penury.  So  honeft,  fo  religious  ? 

7&^.  That  preach' d 
So  much  of  charity  for  us  to  your  brother  ?• 

Luke.  Yes,  when  I  was  in  poverty  it  fhew'd  well  %: 
But  I  inherit  with  his  '{late,,  his  mind 
And  rougher  nature..    I  grant*  then  I  talkrd* 
For  fome  ends  to  myfelf  conceal'd,  of  pity* 
The  poor  man's  orifons ;  and  fuch-like  nothing  : 
But  what  I  thought  you  all  fhall  feel^  and  with  rigour. 
Kind  mr.  Luke  fays  it.    Who  pays  for  your  attendance? 
Do  you  wait  gratis  I 

Fortune.  Hear  us  fpeak. 

Luke.  While  I,. 
Like  the  adder,  ftop  mine  ears-.     Or  did  I  liften* 
Tho*  you  fpake  with  the  tongues  of  angels  to  me^ 
1  am  not  to  be  altered, 

Fortune.  Let  me  make  the  belt 
Of  my  fhips,  and  their  freight. 

Penury.  Lend  me  the  ten  pounds  you  promis'd. 

Boy  ft.  A  day  or  two's  patience  to  redeem  my  mortgage^ 
And  you  fhall  be  fatisfy'd. 

Fortune.  To  the  utmofl  farthing. 

Luke.  I'll  mew  fome  mercy  ;  which  is*  that  I  will  not 
Torture  you  with  falfe  hopes*  but  make  you  know 
What  you  fhall  trufl  to.     Your  fhips  to  my  ufe 
Are  feiz'd  on.     I  have  got  into  my  hands 
Your  bargain  from  the  failor*  'twas  a  good  one 
For  fuch  a  petty  fum.     I  will  like  wife  take 
The  extremity  of  your  mortgage,  and  the  forfeit 
Of  your  feveral  bonds,  the  ufe  and  principal 
Shall  not  ferve.     Think  of  the  bafket*  wretches1 
And  a  coal-fack  for  a  winding-fheet. 
Fortune.  Broker. 

'  Hoyft.  Jew. 
Fortune.   Impoflor, 
Hoy  ft.  Cut-throat 

Tot  tune* 
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Fortune.  Hypocrite. 

Luke,  Do,  rail  on. 
Move  mountains  with  your  breath,  it  makes  not  me. 

Penury,  On  my  knees  I  beg  companion.    My  wife  and 
children 
Shall  hourly  pray  for  your  worfhip. 

Fortune.  Mine  betake  thee 
To  the  devil  thy  tutor. 

Penury.  Look  upon  my  tears. 

Hoy  ft.  My  rage. 

Fortune.   My  wrongs. 

Luke:  They  are  all  alike  tome; 
In  treats,  curfes,  prayers,  or  imprecations. 
Do  your  duties,  Serjeants,  I  am  elfewhere  look'd  for. 

3.  $erjea?2t.  This  your  kind  creditor?         [Exit  Luke* 

2.  Serjeant.  A  vail  villain  rather. 

Penury.    See,  fee,  the  Serjeants  pity  us.      Yet  he's 


marble. 


Hoy  ft.  Buried  alive  ! 

Fortune,  There's  no  means  to  avoid  it.  {Exeunt. 


Adlus  quartus,  Scena  quarta. 

Enter  Held/aft^  Stargaze^  and  Millefcent* 

Stargaze . l^T O  T  wait  upon  my  Lady  ? 
Ho/qfhft,  jj^j    Nor  come  at  her  : 
You  find  it  not  in  your  almanack. 

Mill e.f cent.  Nor  I  have  licence 
To  bring  her  breakfail  ? 

Holdfaji,  My  new  rnafter  hatlj 
Decreed  this  for  a  fafting-day.     She  hath  feafted  long, 
And  after  a  carnival,  Lent  ever  follows. 

Milk/cent .  Give  me  the  key  of  her  wardrobe.     You'll 
repent  this. 
I  mult  know  what  gown  fhe'll  wear. 

Floldfaft.  You  are  miHaken, 
Dame  pendent  of  the  fweet-meats.     €he  and  her 
daughters  -  Are 
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Are  turn'd  philosophers,  and  may  carry  all 

Their  wealth  about  'em.    They  have  cloaths  laid  in  their 

chamber, 
If  they  pleafe  to  put  'em  on,  and  without  help  too, 
Or  they  may  walk  naked.     You  look,  mr.  Stargaze, 
As  you  had  feen  a  flrange  comet,  and  had  now  foretold 
The  end  of  the  world,  and  on  what  day.     And  ypu, 
As  the  wafps  had  broke  into  the  galley-pots, 
And  eaten  up  your  apricots. 

Within  Lady.  Stargaze  !  Millefcent ! 

Millefcent.  My  Lady's  voice  ! 
;     Holdfajf.  Stir  not,  you  are  confm'd  here. 
Your  ladyfhip  may  approach  them  if  you  pleafe, 
But  they  are  bound  in  this  circle. 

Within  Lady.  Mine  own  bees 
Rebel  againfl  me  ?  When  my  kind  brother  knows  this, 
I  will  be  fo  reveng'd. 

Holdfafi.  The  world's  well  alter'd. 
He's  your  kind  brother  now  :  but  yefterday 
Your  Have  and  jelling -flock. 

Enter  Lady,  Anne,  Mary,  in  coarfe  habits,  weeping. 

Millefcent.  What  witch  hath  transform' d  you  ? 

Stargaze.    Is  this  the  glorious  fhape  your   cheating 
brother 
Promis'd  you  mould  appear  in  ? 

Millefcent.  My  young  ladies 
In  huffin  gowns,  and  green  aprons !  Tear  'em  off  ; 
Rather  mew  all  than  be  feen  thus. 

Holdfafi,  ,'Tis  more  comely, 
I  wis,  than  their  other  whim- whams. 

Millefcent.   A  French  hood  too, 
Now  'tis  out  of  famion  !  a  fool's  cap  would  fhew  better. 

Lady.  We  are  fooFd  indeed :  By  whofe  command  are 
we  us*d  thus  ? 

Enter  Luke.       % 

Holdfafi.  Here  he  comes  that  can  bell  refolve  you. 

Lady.  O  good  brother  ! 
Do  you  thus  preferve  your  proteflation  to  me  ? 
Can  queens  envy  this  habit  ?    or  did  Juno 
E'er  feafl  in  fuch  a  fhape  ? 

Anne* 
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June.  Youtalk'dofHebe, 
Of  Iris,  and  I  know  not  what ;  but  were  they 
Drefs'd  as  we  are  ?     They  were  fare  fome  chandler*^ 

daughters, 
Bleaching  linen  in  Moor-fields.  . 

Mary.  Or  Exchange  wenchesr 
Coming  from  eating  pudding-pies  on  a  Sunday 
At  Pimlico,  or  Iflington. 

Luke.  Save  you,  fitter. 
I  now  dare  ftile  you  fo.     You  were  before 
Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on ;  now  you  appear 
Like  a  city  matron,,  and  my  pretty  nieces 
Such  things  as  they  were  born  and  bred  there.     Why 

fhould  you  ape 
The  faihions  of  court  ladies  ?  whofe  high  titles 
And  pedigrees  of  long  defcent  give  warrant 
For  their  fuperfluous  bravery  ?  'Twas  moniirous, 
Till  now  you  ne'er  look'd  lovely. 

Lady.  Is  this  fpoken 
In  icorn  ? 

Luke.  Fye,  no,  with  judgment.     I  make  good 
My  promife,  and  now  fhew  you  like  yourfelves, 
In  your  own  natural  fhapes,  and  Hand  refolv'd 
You  fhall  continue  fo. 

Lady.  It  is  confefs'd,  fir. 

Luke.  Sir !  firrah.    Ufe  your  old  phrafe;  I  can  bear  it; 

Lady.  That,  if  you  pleafe,  forgotten.  We  acknowledge 
We  have  deferv'd  ill  from  you,  yet  defpair  not, 
Tho'  we  are  at  your  difpofiire,  you'll  maintain  us 
Like  your  brother's  wife  and  daughters. 

Luke.  'Tis  my  purpofe. 

Lady.  And  not  make  us  ridiculous. 

Luke.  Admir'd  rather, 
As  fair  examples  for  our  proud  city  dames. 
And  their  proud  brood  to  imitate.     Do  not  frown; 
If  you  do  I  laugh,  and  glory  that  I  have 
The  power  in  you  to  fcourge  a  general  vice, 
And  rife  up  a  new  fatyrilr.    But  hear  gently, 
And  in  gentle  phrafe  I'll  reprehend 
Your  late  difguis'd  deformity,  and  cry  up 
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Thi3  decency  and  neatnefs,  with  th' advantage 
You  mall  receive  by't 

Lady.  We  are  bound  to  hear  you. 

Luke.  With  a  foul  inclin'd  to  learn.     Your  father  was 
An  honeil  country  farmer..    Good  man,,  humble, 
By  his  neighbours  ne'er  calPd  mafter.     Did  your  pride 
Defcend  from  him  ?   But  let  that  pafs.     Your  fortune* 
Or  rather  your  hufband*s  induftry*  advanc'd  you 
To  the  rank  of  a  merchant's  wife.     He  made  a  knight, 
And  your  fweet  miilrefsmip  ladyfy'd*  you  wore 
Sattin  on  folemn  days,  a  chain  of  gold, 
A  velvet  hoqd,  rich  borders,,  and  fometimes 
A  dainty  mir\iver  cap,  a  filver  pin 
Headed  with  a  pearl  worth  thrse-pence  ;  and  thus  fa£ 
You  were  prjvileg'd,  and  no  man  envy'd  it, 
It  being  for  the  city's  honour  that 
There  mould  be  a  diftinctton  between 
The  wife  of  a  Patrician  and  Plebean  — — 

Mlllefmtt.  Pray  you  leave  preaching,  or  chufe  forag 
other  text  \ 
Vour  rhetorkk  is  too  moving,  for  it  makes 
Your  auditory  weep. 

Luke.  Peace,  chattering  magpie, 
I'll  treat  of  you  anon*    But  when  the  height 
And  dignity  of  London's  bleflings  grew 
Contemptible,  and  the  name  Lady  Mayorefs 
Became  a  by-word,  and  you  fcorn'd  the  means 
By  which  you  were  rais'd,  my  brother's  fond  indulgence- 
Giving  the  reins  to't  i  and  no  object  pleas'd  you 
But  the  glittering  pomp  and  bravery  of  the  court  j 
What  a  ftrange,  nay  monftrous  metamorphofis  follow' d  !• 
No  Englifh  workman  then  could  pleafe  your  fancy  ; 
The  French  and  Tufcan  drefs  your  whole  difcourfe ; 
This  bawd  to  prodigality  entertain' d, 
To  buz  into  your  ears,  what  fhape  this  countefs 
Appear'd  in  the  laft  mafk,^  and  how  it  drew 
The  young  lords  eyes  upon  her;  and  this  ufher 
Succeeded  in  the  eldeil  'prentice's  place 
To  walk  before  you. 

Lady.  Pray  you  end.. 

Ihldfaft.. 
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Holdfaft.  Proceed,  fir ; 
I  could  fall  almoft  a  'prenticefhip  to  hear  you, 
You  touch  'em  fo  to  the  quick. 

Luke.  Then,  as  I  faid, 
The  reverend  hood  call  off,   your  borrowed  hair, 
Powder'd  and  curl'd,  was  by  your  dreffer's  art 
Form'd  like  a  coronet,  hang'd  with  diamonds, 
And  the  richell  orient  pearl :  Your  carkanets, 
That  did  adorn  your  neck,   of  equal  value ; 
Your  Hungerland  bands,  and  Spanilh  Quellio  ruffs : 
Great  lords  and  ladies  fealled  to  furvey 
Embroider'd  petticoats  ;  and  ficknefs  fain'd, 
That  your  nightrails,  of  forty  pounds  a-piece, 
Might  be  feen  with  envy  of  the  vilitants : 
Rich  pantables  in  ollentation  Ihown  ; 
And  rofes  worth  a  family.     You  were  ferv'd  in  plate; 
Stir'd  not. a  foot  without  your  coach;  and  going 
To  church,  not  for  devotion,   but  to  fhew 
Your  pomp,  you  were  tickl'd  when  the  beggars  cry'd, 
Heaven  fave  your  honour.     This  idolatry 
Paid  to  a  painted  room. 

Boldfafi.  Nay,  you  have  reafon 
To  blubber,  air  of  you. 

Luke.  And  when  you  lay 
In  child-bed,  at  the  chrift'ning  of  this  minx, 
I  well  remember  it,  as  you  had  been 
An  abfolute  princefs,  fmce  they  have  no  more, 
Three  feveral  chambers  hung.     The  firft  with  arras3 
And  that  for  waiters  ;  the  fecond  crimfon-  fattin, 
For  the  meaner  fort  of  guells ;  the  third  of  fcarlet 
Of  the  rich  Tyrian  dye ;  a  canopy 
To  cover  the  brat's  cradle,  you  in  Hate 
Like  Pompey's  Julia. 

Lady.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Luke.  Of  this,   be  fure  you  lhall  not.     I'll  cut  off 
Whatever  is  exorbitant  in  you 
Or  in  your  daughters,  and  reduce  you  to 
Your  natural  forms  and  habits :  not  in  revenge 
Of  your  bafe  ufage  of  me,  but  to  fright 

Others 
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Others  by  your  example.    'Tis  decreed 
You  mall  ferve  one  another,  for  I  will 
Allow  no  waiter  to  you.     Out  of  doors 
With  thefe  ufelefs  drones. 

Hold  fa  ft.  Will  you  pack  ? 

Mi  fief  cent.  Not  till  I  have 
My  trunks  along  with  me. 

Luke.  Not  a  rag,  you  came 
Hither  without  a  box. 

Stargaze.  You'll  mew  to  me, 
I  hope  fir,  more  companion. 

Holdfaft.  'Troth  I'M  be 
Thus  far  a  fuitor  for  him.     He  hath  printed  * 
An  almanack  for  this  year  at  his  own  charge, 
Let  him  have  th'imprefiion  with  him  to  fet  up  with* 

Luke.  For  once  HI  be  entreated :  let  it  be 
Thrown  to  him  out  of  the  window. 

Stargaze.  O  curfed  liars 
That  reign'd  at,  my  nativity  !  how  have  you  cheated 
Your  poor  obferver  ! 

Anne.  Muft  we  part  in  tears  ? 

Mary.  Farewell,  good  Millefcent. 

Lady.  I  am  fick,  and  meet  with 
A  rough  phyficiam     O  my  pride  and  fcorn  I 
How  juftly  am  I  punihYd  ! 

Mary.  Now  we  fuffer 
For  our  ftubbornnefs  and  difobedience 
To  our  good  father. 

Anne.  And  the  bafe  conditions    , 
We  impofed  upon  our  fuitors. 

[Lady,  Anne,  Mary,  go  off  at  one  door  ;  Star* 
gaze  and  Millefcent  at  the  other. 

Luke.  Get  you  in, 
And  catterwaul  in  a  corner. 

Lady.  There's  no  contending.  [Exit* 

Luke.  How  lik'ft  thou  my  carriage,  Holdfaft  ? 

Holdfaft.  Well  in  fome  part, 
But  it  relifhes  I  know  not  how,  a  little 
Of  too  much  tyranny. 

Luke. 
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Luke.  Thou  art  a  fool : 
He's  cruel  to  himfelf,  that  dares  not  be 
Severe  to  thofe  tljat  us'd  him  cruelly. 


[Exeunti 


A&us  quintus,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Luke,  Sir  Joh7iy  Lacyy  and  Plenty. 

Luke.  XT'O  U  care  not  then*  as  it  feems,  to  be  con- 

JL      verted 
To  our  religion. 

Sir  John.  We  know  no  fuch  word* 
Nor  powe?  but  the  devil,  and  him  we  ferve  for  fear* 
Not  love. 

l^uke.  I  am  glad  that  charge  is  fav'd. 

Sir  John.  We  nut 
That  trick  upon  ycx*y  brother,  to  have  means 
To  come  to  the  city.     Now  to  you  we'll  difcover 
The  clofe  defign  that  brought  us,  with  afuirance* 
If  you  lend  your  aids  to  furnifh  us  with  that 
Which  in  the  colony  was  not  to  be  purchas'd^ 
No  merchant  ever  made  fuch  a  return 
For  his  moil  precious  venture,  as  you  mail 
Receive  from  us ;  far,  far  above  your  hopes* 
Or  fancy  to  imagine. 

Luke .  It  mull  be 
Some  flrange  commodity,,  and  of  a  dear  value* 
(Such  an  opinion  is  planted  in  me, 
You  will  deal  fairly)  that  I  would  not  hazard. 
Give  me  the  name  oft. 
,  Lacy.  I  fear  you  will  make 
Some  fcruple  in  ypur  confcience  to  grant  it. 

Luke.  Confcience !  no,  no ;  fo  it  may  be  done  with* 
fafety, 
And  without  danger,  of  the  law* 

Plenty* 
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Plenty.  For  that 
You  {hall  ileep  fecurely.     Nor  mall  it  diminifh, 
But  add  unto  your  heap  fuch  an  increafe, 
As  what  you  nowpoflefs  fhall  appear  an  atom, 
To  the  mountain  it  brings  with  it. 

Luke,  Do  not  rack  me 
With  expectation. 

Sir  John.  Thus  then  in  a  word  : 

The  devil (Why  ftart  you  at  his  name  ?  if  yom 

JDefire  to  wallow  in  wealth  and  worldly  honours, 
You  mull:  make  halte  to  be  familiar  with  him.) 
This  devil,  whofe  prieft  I  am,  and  by  him  made 
A  deep  magician  (for  I  can  do  wonders) 
Appear'd  to  me  in  Virginia,  and  commanded 
"With  many  ftripes  (for  that's  his  cruel  cuftom) 
I  fhould  provide,  on  pain  of  his  fierce  wrath, 
Again!!  the  next  great  facrifice,  at  which 
We  groveling  on  our  faces  fall  before  him. 
Two  chriftian  virgins,  that  with  their  pure  blood 
-Might  dye  his  horrid  altars,  and  a  third 
{In  his  hate  to-fuch  embraces  as  are  lawful) 
Married,  and  with  your  ceremonious  rites, 
As  an  oblation  unto  Hecate, 
And  wanton  lull  her  favourite.- 

Luke,  A  devilifh  cuftom  !  » 

And  yet  why  Ihould  it  llartle  me  ?  there  are 
Enough  of  the  fex  fit  for  this  ufe ;  but  virgins, 
And  fuch  a  matron  as  you  fpeak  of,  hardly 
To  be  wrought  to  it. 

Plenty.  A  mine  of  gold  for  a  fee 
Waits  him  that  undertakes  it,  and  performs  it. 

Lacy.  Know  you  no  diftrefied  widow,  or  poor 
Maids,  whole  want  of  dower,  tho'  well  born, 
Makes  'em  weary  of  their  own  country  ? 

Sir  John.   Such  as  had  rather  be 
Miferable  in  another  wprld,  than  where 
They  have  furfeited  in  felicity  ? 

Luke.  Give  me  leave, 
I  would  not  lofe  this  purchafe.     A  grave  matron ! 
And  two  pure  virgins !     Umph  !  I  think  my  fitter* 

Tho' 
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Tho'  proud,  was  ever  honeft  ;  and  my  nieces 
Untainted  yet.     Why  Ihould  not  they  be  Ihipp'd 
For  this  employment  ?  they  are  burdenfome  to  me, 
And  eat  too  much.     And  if  they  ftay  in  London, 
They  will  find  friends  that  to  my  lofs  will  force  me 
To  compofition.     'Twere  a  mafter-piece 
If  this  could  be  effected.     They  were  ever 
Ambitious  of  title.     Should  I  urge 
Matching  with  thefe,  they  (hall  live  Indian  queens, 
It  may  do  much.     But  what  lhall  I  feel  here, 
Knowing  to  what  they  are  defign'd  ?  They  abfent, 
The  thought  of  them  will  leave  me.     It  lhall  be  fo. 
I'll  furnilh  you,  and,  to  indear  the  fervice, 
In  mine  own  family,  and  my  blood  too. 

Sir  John,  Make  this  good,  and  your  houfe  lhall  not 
Contain  the  gold  we'll  fend  you. 

Luke.  You  have  feen  my  After,  and  my  two  nieces  ? 
Sir  John.   Yes,  Sir. 
Luke.  Thefe  perfuaded 
How  happily  they  lhall  live,  and  in  what  pomp 
When  they  are  in  your  kingdoms,  (for  you  mull 

Work  in  'em  a  belief  that  you  are  kings) 

Plenty,  We  are  fo. 

Luke.  I'll  put  it  in  practice  inflantly.     Study  you 

For  moving  language. Sifter  !  Nieces !     How, 

Enter  Lady,  Anne,  Mary. 
Still  mourning  ?  dry  your  eyes,  and  clear  thefe  clouds 
That  do  obfcureyour  beauties.     Did  you  believe 
My  perfonated  reprehenfion,    tho' 
It  fhew'd  like  rough  anger,  could  be  ferious  ? 
Forget  the  fright  1  put  you  in.     My  ends 
In  humbling  you  was,  to  fet  off  the  height    . 
Of  honour,  principle  honour,  which  my  ftudies, 
When  you  leaft  expect  it,  lhall  confer  upon  you. 
Still  you  feem  doubtful :  be  not  wanting  to 
Yourfelves,  nor  let  the  ftrangenefs  of  the  means, 
With  the  fhadow  of  fome  danger,  render  you 
Incredulous, 

Lady.  Our  ufage  hath  been  fuch, 
As  we  can  faintly  hope  that  your  intents 

2  And 
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And  language  are  the  Jame. 

Luke.  I'll  change  thofe  hopes 
To  certainties. 

Sir  John.  With  what  art  he  winds  about  them! 

Luke.  What  will  you  fay,    or  what  thanks  fliall  I 
look  for, 
If  now  I  raife  you  to  fuch  eminence  as 
The  wife  and  daughters  of  a  citizen 
Never  arriv'd  at  ?  Many  for  their  wealth,  I  grant, 
Have  written  ladies  of  honour,  and  fome  few 
Have  higher  titles ;  and  that's  the  farther!;  rife 
You  can  in  England  hope  for.   What  think  you 
If  I  mould  mark  you  out  a  way  to  live 
Queens  in  another  climate  ? 

Anne.  We  defire 
A  competence. 

Mary.  And  prefer  our  country's  fmoke 
^Before  outlandifn  fire. 

Lady.  But  mould  we  Men 
To  fuch  impombilities,  'tis  not  in 
The  power  of  man  to  make  'em  good; 

Luke.  I'll  do't. 
Nor  is  this  feat  of  majefty  far  remov'd ; 
It  is  but  to  Virginia. 

Lady.  How,  Virginia! 
High  heaven  forbid.     Remember,  fir,    I   befeech  you, 
What  creatures  are  fhipp'd  thither. 

Anne,  Condemn'd  wretches, 
Forfeited  to  the  law. 

Mary.  Strumpets  and  bawds, 
For  the  abomination  of  their  lives, 
Spew'd  out  of  their  own  country. 

Luke.  Your  falfe  fears 
Abufe  my  noble  purpofes.     Such  indeed 
Are  fent  as  flaves  to  labour  there,  but  you 
To  abfolute  foveraignty.     Obferve  theie  men  ; 
With  reverence  obferve  them.     They  are  kings ; 
Kings  of  fuch  fpacious  territories  and  dominions, 
As,  our  Great  Britain  meafur'd,  will  appear 
A  garden  to't. 

Lacy. 
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Lacy,  You  fhall  be  ador'd  there 
As  goddefies. 

Sir  John.  Your  litters  made  of  gold, 
•Supported  by  your  vafTals,  proud  to  bear 
The  burthen  on  their  moulders. 

Plenty.  Pomp  and  eafe, 
With  delicates  that  Europe  never  knew* 
Like  pages  ihall  wait  on  you. 

Luke.  If  you  have  minds 
To  entertain  the  greatnefs  effer'd  to  you, 
With  outftretch'd  arms  and  willing  hands  embrace  it* 
But  this  refus'd,  imagine  what  can  make  you 
Moll  miferable  here;  and  reft  affur'd, 
In  ftorms  it  falls  upon  you.    Take  'em  in, 
And  ufe  your  beft  perfuafion  :   if  that  fail* 
I'll  fend  'em  aboard  in  a  dry  fat. 

Sir  John.  Be  not  mov'd,  fir  : 
We'll  work  'em  to  your  will :  yet  e'er  we  part, 
Your  worldly  cares  deferr'd,  a  little  mirth  1 

Would  not  mifbecome  us. 

[Exeunt  Lacy,  Plenty,  Lady,  Anne,  Maryl 

Luke.  You  fay  well.     And  now 
ft  comes  into  my  memory,  this  is  my  birth-  day, 
Which  with  folemnity  I  would  obferve, 
But  that  it  would  afk  coft. 

Sir  John.  That  fhall  not  grieve  you. 
By  my  art  I  will  prepare  you  fuch  a  feaft, 
As  Periia  in  her  height  of  pomp  and  riot 
Did  never  equal ;  and  ravifhing  mufick, 
As  the  Italian  princes  feldom  heard 
At  their  greateft  entertainments.     Name  your  guefoi 

Luke.  I  muft  have  none.  t 

Sir  John.  Not  the  city  fenate  ? 

Luke.  No.; 
Nor. yet  poor  neighbours.     The  firfl  would  argue  xm 
Of  foolifh  oflentation  ;   the  latter 
Of  too  much  hofpitality,  and  a  virtue 
Grown  obfolete  and  ufelefs.     I  will  fit 
Alone  and  furfeit  on  my  ftore,  while  others 
With  envy  pine  at  it.    My  genius  ^amper'd 

With 
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With  the  thought  of  what  I  am,  and  what  they  ffiffer, 
I  have  mark'd  out  to  mifery. 

Sir  John .  You  fhall ; 
And  fomething  I  will  add,  you  yet  conceive  riot, 
Nor  willl  be  flow-pac'd. 

Luke.  I  have  one  bufinefs, 
And  that  difpatch'd  I  am  free*- 

Sir  John.  About  it,  fir  ; 
Leave  the  reft  to  me, 

Luke*  Till  now  I  ne'er  lov'd  magick.  [Exeunt* 


Adlus  quintus,  Scena  fecunda. 

Enter  Lord,  Old  Goldcwire,  and  Old  Tradeivell. 
Lord.    13  Elieve  me,  gentlemen,  I  never  was 

Jfj  S°  cozen'd  in  a  fellow.     He  difguis'd 
Hypocrify  in  fuch  a  cunning  fhape 
Of  real  goodnefs,  that  I  would  have  fworn 
This  devil  a  faint.     Mr.  Goldwire  and  mr.  Tradewell, 
What  do  you  mean  to.  do  ?  put  on. 

Old  Goldcwire.  With  your  lordihip's  favour. 

Lord.   I'll  have  it  fo. 

Old  TradewelL  Your  will,  my  lord,  excufes 
"The  rudenefs  of  our  manners. 

Lord.  You  have  receiv'd 
Penitent  letters  from  your  fons,  I  doubt  not  ? 

Old  Trade<well.  They  are  our  only  fons. 

Old  Goldwire.  And  as  we  are  fathers, 
Remembring  the  errors  of  our  youth. 
We  would  pardon  flips  in  them. 

Old  TradewelL  And  pay  for  'em, 
In  a  moderate  way. 

Old  Goldwire-.  In  which  we  hope  your  lordmip 
Will  be  our  mediator.  [Enter  Lukcl 

Lord.  All  my  power 
You  freely  fhall  command.  'Tishe— — You  are  well  inet, 

Vol.  VIII.  D  And 
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And  to  my  wifh ;  and  wond'rous  brave, 
Your  habit  fpeaks  you  a  merchant  royal. 

Luke.  What  I  wear  I  take  not  upon  trail. 

Lord.  Your  betters  may,  and  blufh  not  for't. 

Luke,  If  you  have  nought  elfe  with  me 
But  to  argue  that,  I  will  make  bold  to  leave  you. 

Lord.  You  are  very  peremptory  ;  pray  you  flay, 
I  once  held  you  an  upright  honeil  man. 

Luke.  I  am  honeller  now 
By  a  hundred  thoufand  pound  (I  thank  my  Mars  for't) 
Upon  the  Exchange  ;  and  if  your  late  opinion 
Be  alter'd,  who  can  help  it  r  Good  my  lord 
To  the  point.     I  have  other  bufmefs  than  to  talk 
Of  honefly  and  opinions. 

Lord.  Yet  you  may 
Do  well,  if  you  pleafe,  to  mew  the  one,  and  merit 
The  other  from  good  men,  in  a  cafe  that  now 
Is  offer d  to  you. 

Luke.  What  is' t?  I  am  troubl'd. 

Lord.  Here  are  two  gentlemen,  the  fathers  of 
Your  brother's  'prentices. 

Luke.  Mine,  my  lord,    I  take  it. 

Lord.  Mr.  Goldwire  and  mr.  Trade  well. 

Luke.  They  are  welcome,  if 
They  come  prepar'd  to  fatisfy  the  damage 
I  have  fuflained  by  their  fpns. 

Old  Goldwire.     We  are,  fo  you  pleafe 
To  ufe  a  conscience. 

Old  Tradeivell.  Which  we  hope  you  will  do, 
For  your  ov/n  worfhip's  fake. 

Luke.  Confcience,  my  friends, 
And  wealth  are  not  always  neighbours.     Should  I  part 
With  what  the  law  gives  me,  I  fhould  fufrer  mainly 
In  my  reputation :  for  it  would  convince  me 
Of  indifcretion.     Nor  will  you,  I  hope,  move  me 
To  do  myfelf  fuch  prejudice. 

Lord.  No  moderation  ? 

Luke.  They  cannot  look  for' t,  andpreferve  in 
Me  a  thriving  citizen's  credit.     Your  bonds  lie 
For  your  fons  truth,  and  they  mall  anfwer  all 

They 
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They  have  run  out.     The  matters  never  profper'd 
Since  gentlemens  fons  grew  'prentices.     When  we  look 
To  have  our  bufmefs  done  at  home,  they  are  . 
Abroad  in  the  Tennis-court,  or  in  Partridge-alley  ; 
In  Lambeth-marih,  or  a  cheating  ordinary, 
Where  I  found  your  fons.  I  have  your  bonds ;  look  to't? 
A  thoufand  pounds  apiece,  and  that  will  hardly 
Repair  my  loffes. 

Lord.  Thou  dar'fl  not  fliew  thyfelf 
Such  a  deviL 

Luke,  Good  words. 

Lord,  Such  a  cut- throat.     I  have  heard  of 
The  ufage  of  your  brother's  wife,  and  daughters. 
You  fhall  find  you  are  not  lawlefs,  and  that  your 
Monies  cannot  juftify  your  villainies, 

Luke.  I  endure  this. 
And  good  my  lord,  now  you  talk  in  time  of  monies, 
Pay  in  what  you  owe  me.  And  give  me  leave  to  wonder 
Your  wifdom  mould  have  leifure  to  coniider 
The  bufinefs  of  thefe  gentlemen,  or  my  carriage 
To  my  filler,  or  my  nieces,  being  yourielf 
So  much  in  my  danger. 
Lord.  In  thy  danger  \ 
Luke.  Mine. 
I  find  in  my  counting-houfe  a  manor  pawnM  ; 
Pawn'd,  my  good  lord,  Lacy-manor,  and  that  manor 
From  which  you  have  the  title  of  a  lard, 
And  it  pleafe  your  good  lordfhip.     You  are  a  nobleman, 
Pray  you  pay  in  my  monies.     The  intereil 
Will  eat  fafter  in't  than  aqua  fortis  in  iron. 
Now  tho"  you  bear  me  hard,  I  love  your  lordfhip. 
I  grant  your  perfon  to  be  privileg'd 
From  all  arrelts.     Yet  there  lives  a  foolifh  creature 
Call'd  an  under-fherifF,  who  being  well  paid,  will  ferve 
An  extent  on  lords,  or  lown's  land.     Pay  jt  in  ; 
I  would  be  loth  your  name  fhould  fink  ;  or  that 
Your  hopeful  fon,  when  he  returns  from  travel, 
Should  find  you,  my  lord,  without  land.     You  are  angry 
For  my  good  counfel.     Look  you  to  your  bonds ;  had 
I  known 
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Of  your  coming,  believe  it>  I  would  have  had  ferjeants 
Lord,  how  you  fret !  but  that  a  tavern's  near,       [ready. 
You  mould  tafte  a  cup  of  Mufcadine  at  my  houfe> 
To  wafh  down  forrow  -,  but  there  it  will  do  better. 
I  know  you'll  drink  a  health  to  me.  [Exit  Luke, 

Lord.  To  thy  damnation. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  villain  !  Heaven  forgive  me 
For  fpeakirig  fo  unchriftianly,  tho1  he  deferves  it. 

Old  Goldwire.   We  are  undone. 

Old  T^rade^welL  Our  families  quite  ruin'd. 

Lord.  Take  courage,  gentlemen.  Comfort  may  appear, 
And  puni&ment  overtake  him3  when  he  leaft  expeds  it. 

[Exeunt, 


■■•  1. 


Adlus  quintus,  Scena  ultima. 

Enter  Sit  John,   and  Hold/aft* 

Sir  John.   "£3^  filent,  on  your  life. 

J3     Hold/aft.  I  am  overjoy'd. 

Sir  John.  Are  the  pictures  plac'd  as  I  directed  ? 

Bold/aft.  Yes,  fir. 

Sir  John.  And  the  muficians  ready  ? 

Hold/aft.  All  is  done 
As  you  commanded. 

Sir  John.  Make  hafte,  and  be  careful ; 
Y-ou  know  your  cue  and  poftures. 

Within  Plenty.   We  are  perfect. 

Sir  John.   'Tis  well  :  are  the  reft  come  tx>9  ? 

Boldfajl.  And  difpos'd  of 
To  your  own  wifh. 

Sir  John.  Set  forth  the  table.     So  ; 

Enter  a  fer<vant  'with  a  rich  banquet* 
A  perfect:  banquet.     At  the  upper  end, 
His  chair  in  ftate  ;  he  fhall  feaft  like  a  prince* 

Hold/aft.  And  rife  like  a  Dutch  hang-man. 

Enter  Luke. 

Sir  John.  Not  a  word  more. 
How  like  you  the  preparation  ?  fill  your  room3 

And 
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And  tafte  the  cates ;  tlien  in  your  thoughts  confider 
A  rich  man,  that  lives  wifely  to  himfelf, 
In  his  full  height  of  glory. 

Luke,  I  can  brook 
No  rival  in  my  happinefs.     How  fweetly 
Thefe  dainties,  when  unpay'd  for,  pleafe  my  palate  ? 
Some  wine.     Jove's  nectar  !  Brightnefs  to  the  Iter 
That  govem'd  at  my  birth.     Shoot  down  thy  influence^ 
And  with  a  perpetuity  of  being 
Continue  this  felicity,  not  gain'd 
By  vows  to  faints  above,  and  much  lefs  purchas'd 
By  thriving  induftry  ;  nor  falPn  upon  me 
As  a  reward  of  piety  and  religion, 
Or  fervice  to  my  country.     I  owe  all  this 
To  dilnmulation,  and  the  fhape 
I  wore  of  goodnefs. .   Let  my  brother  number 
His  beads  devoutly,  and  believe  his  alms 
To  beggars,  his  companion  to  his  debtors, 
Will  wing  his  better  part,  difrob'd  of  flefn, 
To  foar  above  the  firmament.     I  am  well, 
And  fo  I  furfeit  here  in  all  abundance ; 
Tho'  ftil'd  a  cormorant,  a  cut-throat,  Jew, 
And  profecuted  with  the  fatal  curfes 
Of  widows,  undone  orphans,  and  what  elfe 
Such  as  malign  my  ftate  and  load  me  with, 
I  will  not  envy  it.     You  promised  mufick. 

Sir  John,  And  you  fhall  hear  the  ftrengtfr  and  power 
Of  it,  the  fpirit  of  Orpheus  rais'd  to  make  it  good, 
And  in  thofe  ravifhing  ftrains  with  which  he  mov'd 
Charon  and  Cerberus  to  give  him  way 
To  fetch  from  hell  his  loll  Eurydice.  s 

Appear  fwifterthan  thought. 

[Mufick.     At  one  door  Cerberus ,  at  the  other  Char  on  7 
Orpheus ',  chorus." 

Luke.  "Tis  wond'rous  flrange  ! 

Sir  John.  Does  not  the  object  and  the  accent  take  you  ? 

Luke.  A  pretty  fable.     But  that  mufick  mould 
.Alter  in  fiends  their  nature,  is  to  me 
ImpoiTible.     Since  in  myfelf  I  find 
What  I  have  once  decreed  mall  know  no  change. 
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Sir  John.  YotTare  conftant  to  your  purpofes ;  yet  I 
think 
That  I  could  ftagger  you. 

Luke.  How! 

Sir  John.  Should  I  prefent 
Your  fervants,  debtors,  and  the  reft  that  fuffer 
By  your  fit  feverity,  I  prefume  the  light 
Would  move  you  to  companion. 

Luke.  Not  a  mote. 
The  mufick  that  your  Orpheus  made,  was  harfh 
To  the  delight  I  mould  receive  in  hearing 
Their  cries  and  groans.     If  it  be  in  your  power, 
I  would  now  fee  'em. 

Sir  John.  Spirits  in  their  ihapes 
Shall  fhew  them  as  they  are.    But  if  it  mould  move  you  ? i 

Luke .  If  it  do,  may  J  ne'er  find  pity. 

Sir  John.  Be  your  own  judge. 
Appear  as  I  commanded. 

\Sad  mujick.  Enter  Gold<wire  and  Tradenvcll,  as  from 
prifon.  Fortune ',  Hoyf,  Penury,  following  after  them. 
Shave'em,  in  a  blue  go<wn :  Secret,  Ding'em,  Old 
Tradiivell,  and  Old  Goldiuire,  nxjith  Serjeants.  J$s 
directed,  they  all  kneel  to  Luke,  heading  up  their  hands 
for  mercy.  Stargaze  with  a  pack  of  almanacks* 
Millefcent.] 

Luke.  Ha,  ha,   ha  ! 
This  move  me  to  compailion  ?  or  raife 
One  fign  of  feeming  pity  in  my  face  ? 
You  are  deceiv'd.     It  rather  renders  me 
More  flinty  and  obdurate.     A  fouth  wind 
Shall  fooner  foften  marble,   and  the  rain 
That  flldes  down  gently  from  his  flaggy  wings 
Overflow  the  Alps,  than  knees,  or  tears,  or  groans 
£>liali  wreft  compunction  from  me.     'Tis  my  glory 
That  they  are  wretched,  and  by  me  made  fo, 
It  fets  my  happinefs  off.     I  could  not  triumph 
If  thefe  were  not  my  captives.     Ha  !  my  terriers, 
As  it  appears,  have  feiz'd  on  thefe  old  foxes, 
As  I  gave  order.     New  addition  to 
My  fcene  of  mirth.  Hah,  ha ! — They  now  grow  tedious ; 

Let 
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Let  'em  be  remov'd  ;  fome  other  object,  if 
Your  art  can  fhew  it. 

Sir  John.  You  fhall  perceiye  'tis  boundlefs. 
Yet  one  thing  real,  if  you  pleafe. 

Luke.  What  is  it  ? 

Sir  John.  Your  nieces^  e'er  they  put  to  fea,  crave  hum- 
Tho'  abfent  in  their  bodies,  they  may  take  leave  [bly, 
Of  their  late  fuitors  ftatues. 

Enter  Lady,.  Anne,  and  Mary, 

Luke.  There  they  hang  j 
In  things  indifferent  I  am  tractable. 

Sir  John.  There,  pay  your  vows,  you  have  liberty. 

Anne.  O  fweet  figure 
Of  my  abufed  Lacy  !  When  remov'd 
Into  another  world,  I'll  daily  pay 
A  facrifice  of  fighs  to  thy  remembrance ; 
And  with  a  fhower  of  tears  ftrive  to  wafh  off 
The  flam  of  that  contempt  my  foolifh  pride 
And  infolence  threw  upon  thee. 

Mary.  I  had  been 
Too  happy,  if  I  had  enjoy'd  the  fubftance  i 
But  far  unworthy  of  it,  now  I  fhall 
Thus  proflrate  to  thy  ftatue. 

Lady.  My  kind  hufnand, 
BlefTed  in  my  mifery,  from  the  monafFry 
To  which  my  difobedience  confin'd  thee, 
With  thy  foul's  eye,  which  diftance  cannot  hinder, 
Look  on  my  penitence.     O  !  that  I  could 
Call  back  time  paft,  thy  holy  vow  difpens'd, 
In  what  humility  v/ould  I  obferve 
My  long-neglected  duty  ! 

Sir  John.  Does  not  this  move  you  ? 

Luke.  Yes,  as  they  do  the  ftatues,  and  her  forrow 
My  abfent  brother.     If  by  your  magick  art 
You  can  give  life  to  thefe,  or  bring  him  hither 
To  witnefs  her  repentance,  I  may  have 
Perchance  fome  feeling  of  it. 

Sir  John.  For  your  fport 
You  fhall  fee  a  mafter-piece.     Here's  nothing  but 
A  fuperficies,  colours,  and  no  fubftance, 
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Sit  ftill,  and  to  your  wonder  and  amazement 
I'll  give  thefe  organs.     This  the  facrifice 
To  make  the  great  work  perfect. 

Enter  Lacy  and  Plenty, 

Luke.    Prodigious ! 

Sir  John*  Nay,  they  have  life  and  motion.    Defcend. 
And  for  your  abfent  brother,  this  waih'd  off, 
Againft  your  will,  you  mail  know  him. 

Enter  Lord  and  the  re  J}. 

Luke.  I  am  loft  I 
Guilt  ftrikes  me  dumb, 

Sir  John.  You  have  feen,  my  lord,  the  pageant  ? 

Lord.  I  have,  and  am  ravifh'd  with  it. 

Sir  John.  What  think  you  now 
Of  this  clear  foul  ?  this  honeft  pious  man  ? 
Have  I  ftripp'd  him  bare  ?  or  will  your  lordfhip  have 
A  farther  trial  of  him  ?    'Tis  not  in  a  wolf  to  change  his 
nature. 

Lord.  I  long  fince  confefs'd  my  error. 

Sir  John.  Lookup,  I  forgive  you. 
And  feal  your  pardons  thus. 

Lady.  I  am  too  full 
Of  joy  to  fpeak  it. 

Anne.  I  am  another  creature  \ 
Not  what  I  was. 

Mary.  I  vow  to  fhew  myfelf 
When  I  am  married  an  humble  wife,  " « 

Not  a  commanding  miflrefs. 

Plenty.  On  thofe  terms 
I  gladly  thus  embrace  you. 

Lacy.  Welcome  to 
My  bofom ;  as  the  one  half  of  myfelf 
I'll  love  and  cherifh  you. 

Goldtvire.  Mercy! 

Tradewell  and  the  reft.  Good  fir,  mercy  ! 

Sir  John.  This  day  is  facred  to  it.     All  mail  find  me. 

As  far  as  lawful  pity  can  give  way  to't, 

Indulgent  to  your  wifhes,  tho'  with  lo& 

Unto  myfelf.     My  kind  and  honeft  brother, 

poking  into  yourfelf,  have  you  feen  the  Gorgon  ? 

What 
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What  a  golden  dream  you  have  had  in  the^offeffion 

Of  my  eftate  ?  but  here's  a  revocation 

That  wakes  you  out  of  it.     Monfler  in  nature  ! 

Revengeful,  avaricious  atheifU 

Tranfcending  all  example.     But  I  mall  be 

A  fharer  in  thy  crimes  mould  I  repeat  'em. 

What  wilt  thou  do  ?  Turn  hypocrite  again, 

With  hope  di Simulation  can  aid  thee  ? 

Or  that  one  eye  will  med  a  tear  in  fign 

Of  forrow  for  thee  ?    I  have  warrantrto 

Make  bold  with  mine  own ;  pray  you,  uncafe.     This 

key  too 
I  muil  make  bold  with.     Hide  thyfelf  in  fome  defert, 
Where  good  men  ne'er  may  find  thee ;  or  in  juflice 
Pack  to  Virginia  and  repent ;  not  for 
Thofe  horrid  ends  to  which  thou  did' ft  defign  thefe. 

Luke.  I  care  not  where  I  go.  What's  done,  with  words 
Cannot  be  undone.  [Exit  Luke, 

Lady,  Yet,  fir,  mew  fome  mercy; 
Becaufe  his  cruelty  to  me,  and  mine, 
Did  good  upon  us. 

Sir  Jch?i,  Of  that  at  better  leifure, 
As  his  perjitency  fhall  work  me.     Make  you  good 
Your  promis'd  reformation,  and  initru£t 
Our  city  dames  (whom  wealth  makes  proud)  to  move 
In  their  own  fpheres,  and  willingly  confefs 
In  habits,  manners,  and  their  higheft  port, 
A  diilance  'twixt  the  city  and  the  court. 

\Exeunt  omras* 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

T  OW/,  an  Englifh  lord. 
**-'  Sir  Giles  Overreach,  a  cruel  extortioner* 
Wellborn ,  a  pr@digal. 

Allworth,  a  young  gentleman,    page  to  lord  LovelL 
Greedy,  a  hungry  juftice  of  peace. 
Marrall,   a  term-driver,   a  creature  of    fir  Giles 

Overreach's. 
Order,       -* 

n  y  e,       i  Servants  to  the  lady  All  worth, 
furnace,     i  J 

Watchall,   J 

Well-do,  a  parfbn. 

Tapwell,  an  ale-houfe  keeper, 

Three  Creditors,    ~ 

The  Lady  Allworth,  z  rich  widow. 

Margaret,  Overreach's  daughter,. 

Waiting  woman* 

Chambermaid. 

Froth,  Tap  well's  wife, 
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COMEDY. 


Adtus  primus,   Scena  prima. 


Will,  w 


Wellborn^  Tapwell^  Froth. 

>%  O  bouze  ?  nor  no  tobacco? 
-JS     Tap.  Not  a  fuck,  iir, 

I  ^  ffe§  ^or  ^e  remamder  °f  a  fingte  cann, 

Left  by  a  drunken  porter;  all  night 
pall'd  too. 

Troth.  Not  the  dropping  of  the  tap  for  your  morn- 
ing's draught,  fir : 
?Tis  verity,  I  affure  you. 

Well*  Verity,  you  brach  \ 
The  devil  turn'd  precifian  ?  Rogue,  what  am  I  ? 

cTc?p.  Troth  f  durft  I  truft  you  with  a  looking-glafs, 
To  let  you  fee  your  trim  fhape,  you  would  quit  me, 
And  take  the  name  yourfelf. 

Well. 
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Well.  How  r  dog  ! 

Tap.  Even  fo,  fir. 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  if  you  but  advance 
Your  plimworth  cloak,  you  fhall  be  foon  inftru&ed 
There  dwells,  and  within  call  (if  it  pleafe  your  worfhip} 
A  potent  monarch,  calFd  the  conftable, 
That  does  command  a  citadel,  calPd  the  ftocks  ; 
Whofe  guards  are  certain  files  of  rufly  bill-men;* 
Such  as  with  great  dexterity  will  hale 
Your  tatter' d,  loufy  ■    ■ 

WelL  Rafcal !  flavc  ! 

Froth.  No  rage,  fir. 

Tap.  At  his  own  peril !  Do  not  put  yourfelf 
In  too  much  heat,  there  being  no  water  near 
To  quench  your  thirfl ;  and  fure  for  other  liquor, 
As  mighty  ale,  or  beer,  they  are  things,  I  take  it, 
You  muft  no  more  remember  ;  not  in  a  dream,  fir. 

Well.  Why,  thou  unthankful  villain,  dar'ft  thou  talk 
thus  ? 
Is  not  thy  houfe,  and  all  thou  ha' ft  my  gift  ? 

Tap.  I  find  it  not  in  chalk  ;  and  Timothy  Tapwell 
Does  keep  no  other  regifter. 

Well.  Am  not  I  he 
Whofe  riots  fed  and  cloath'd  thee  ?  Wert  thou  not 
Born  on  my  father's  land,  and  proud  to  be 
A  drudge  in  his  houfe  ? 

Tap.  What  I  was,  fir,  it  fkills  not  ; 
What  you  are,  is  apparent.     Now  for  a  farewe}! : 
Since  you  talk  of  father,  in  my  hope  it  will  torment  you, 
I'll  briefly  tell  your  ftory.     Your  dead  father, 
My  quondam  mailer,  was  a  man  of  worfhip  ;   , 
Old  fir  John  Wellborn,  juftice  of  peace,  and  quorum  ; 
And  Hood  fair  to  be  Cuftos  rotulorum  ; 
Bare  the  whole  fway  of  the  ihire ;  kept  a  great  houfe  ; 
Reliev'd  the  poor,  and  fo  forth ;  but  he  dying, 
And  the  twelve  hundred  a  year  coming  to  you, 
Late  mr.  Francis,  but  now  forlorn  Wellborn — -— 

Well.  Slave,  flop !  or  I  fhall  lofe  royfelf. 

Froth.  Very  hardly, 
You  cannot  be  out  of  your  way, 

Tafl. 
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Tap.  But  to  my  flory. 
You  were  then  a  lord  of  acres,  the  prime  gallant, 
And  I  your  under-buttler :  note  the  change  now. 
You  had  a  merry  time  oft.     Hawks  and  hounds  ; 
With  choice  of  running  horfes:  miftrefTes 
Of  all  forts,  and  all  fizes ;  yet  fo  hot, 
As  their  embraces  made  your  lordfhip  melt ; 
Which  your  uncle,  fir  Giles  Overreach,  obferving, 
Refolving  not  to  lofe  a  drop  of  'em 
On  foolifh  mortgages,  ftatutes,  and  bonds, 
For  a  while  fupply'd  your  loofenefs,  and  then  left  you. 

Well.  Some  curate  hath  penn'd  this  invective,  mongrel^ 
And  you  have  iludy'd  it.' 

Tap.  I  have  not  done  yet : 
Your  lands  gone,  and  your  credit  not  worth  a  token, 
You  grew  the  common  borrower  ;  no  man  'fcap'd 
Your  paper-pellets,  from  the  gentleman 
To  the  beggars  on  highways,  that  fold  you  fwitchea 
In  your  gallantry. 

Well.  I  mail  fwitch  your  brains  out. 

Tap.  Where  poor  Tim  Tapwell,  with  a  little  ftock, 
Some  forty  pounds  or  fo,  bought  a  fmall  cottage  j 
Humbled  my felf  to  marriage  with  my  Froth  here, 
Gave  entertainment  — — 

Well.  Yes,  to  whores  and  canters, 
Clubbers  by  night. 

Tap.  True,  but  they  brought  in  profit, 
And  had  a  gift  to  pay  for  what  they  call'd  for ; 
And  mack  not  like  your  maflermip.     The  poor  income 
I  glean'd  from  them,  hath  made  me  in  my  parifh 
Thought  worthy  to  be  fcavenger ;  and  in  time 
May  rife  to  be  overfeer  of  the  poor ; 
Which  if  I  do,  on  your  petition,  Wellborn, 
I  may  allow  your  thirteen-pence  a  quarter  j 
And  you  mail  thank  my  worfhip. 

Well.  Thus,  you  dogbolt    ■    ■ 
And  thus  — >c —  [Beats  and  kicks  him\ 

Tap.  Cry  out  for  help! 

Well.  Stir,  and  thou  dieft  : 
Your  potent  prince  the  conitable  ftiall  not  fave  you, 

Hear 
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Hear  me,  ungrateful  hell-hound  !  did  not  I 
Make  purfes  for  you  ?  Then  you  lick'd  my  boots, 
And  thought  your  holy-day  cloak  too  coarfe  to  clean  'em. 
'TwasI,  that  when  I  heard  thee  fwear,  if  ever 
Thou  could'fl  arrive  at  forty  pounds,  thou  would'ii 
Live  like  an  emperor  :   'twas  I  that  gave  it, 
In  ready  gold.     Deny  this,  wretch  ! 

Tap.  I  muft,  fir. 
For  from  the  tavern  to  the  tap-houfe,  all, 
On  forfeiture  of  their  licence,  ltand  bound, 
Never  to  remember  who  the  beft  guefts  were,  ~ 
If  they  grew  poor  like  you. 

WelL  They  are  well  rewarded 
That  beggar  themfelves  to  make  fuch  cuckolds  rich. . 
Thou  viper,  thanklefs  viper !  impudent  bawd  ! 
Eut  fince  you  are  grown  forgetful,  I  will  help 
Your  memory,  and  tread  thee  into  mortar; 
Not  leave  one  bone  unbroken. 

Tap.  Oh! 

Froth.  Afk  mercy.  [Enter  Alkworth* 

Well.  'Twill  not  be  granted. 

All<worth.  Hold,  for  my  fake,  hold  ! 
Deny  me,  Frank  ? .  they  are  not  worth  your  anger. 

Well.  For  once  thou  ha'fl  redeem'd  them  from  this 
Iceptre  :  [His  cudgel.'] 

Eut  let  'em  vanifh,  creeping  on  their  knees ; 
And,  if  they  grumble,  I  revoke  my  pardon. 

Froth.  This  comes   of  your  prating,  hufband ;  you 
prefum'd 
On  your  ambling  wit,  and  mull  ufe  your  glib  tongue, 
Tho'  you  are  beaten  lame  for't. 

Tap.  Patience,  Froth, 
There's  law  to  cure  our  bruifes  [They  go  off  on  their 

WelL   Sent  for  to  your  mother  ?         hands  and  knees* 

Alhvcrth.  My  lady,  Frank,  my  patronefs !  my  all  I 
She's  fuch"  a  mourner  for  my  father's  death, 
And  in  her  love  to  him,  fo  favours  me, 
f   That  I  cannot  pay  too  much  obfervanee  to  her. 
There  are  few  fuch  ftepdames. 

Well. 
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Well.  *Tis  a  noble  widow, 
And  keeps  her  reputation  pure,  and  clear 
From  the  leaft  taint  of  infamy  ;  her  life 
With  the  fplendour  of  her  actions  leaves  no  tongue 
To  envy,  or  detraction,     Pr'ythee  tell  me ; 
Has  fhe  no  fuitors  ? 

Alhvorth.  Even  the  befl  of  the  ihire,  Frank, 
My  lord  excepted :  Such  as  fue,  and  fend, 
And  fend,  and  fue  again ;  but  to  no  purpofe. 
Their  frequent  vifits  have  not  gain'd  her  prefence ; 
Yet  (he's  -fo  far  from  fullennefs  and  pride, 
That  I  dare  undertake  you  fhall  meet  from  her 
A  liberal  entertainment.     I  can  give  you 
A  catalogue  of  her  fuitors  names. 

Wellborn,  Forbear  it, 
While  I  give  you  good  counfel.     I  am  bound  to  it  3 
Thy  father  was  my  friend ;  and  that  affection 
I  bore  to  him,  in  right  defcends  to  thee  : 
Thou  art  a  handfome  and  a  hopeful  youth, 
Nor  will  I  have  the  leaft  affront  flick  on  thee, 
If  I  with  any  danger  can  prevent  it. 

Allworth.  I  thank  your  noble  care;  but,  prayyou* 
in  what 
Do  I  run  the  hazard  ? 

Wellborn.  Art  thou  not  in  love  ? 
Put  it  not  off  with  wonder. 

Allujorth,  In  love,  at  my  years  ? 

Wellborn.  You  think  you  walk  in  clouds,    but  are 
tranfparent. 
I  have  heard  all,  and  the  choice  that  you  have  made  ; 
And,  with  my  ringer,  can  point  out  the  north  liar, 
By  which  the  load-ftone  of  your  folly's  guided. 
And,  to  confirm  this  true,  what  think  you  of 
Fair  Margaret,  the  only  child,  and  heir 
Of  cormorant  Overreach  ?  Doft  blufh  and  ftart, 
To  hear  her  only  named  ?  Blum  at  your  want 
Of  wit  and  reafon. 

All*worth.  You  are  too  bitter,  fir. 

Wellborn.  Wounds  of  this  nature  are  not  to  be  cured 
With  balms,  but  corrofives.     I  muft  be  plain  ; 

Art 
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Art  thou  fcarce  manumiz'd  from  the  porter's  lodge, 
And  yet  fworn  fervant  to  the  pantoffle, 
And  dar'ft  thou  dream  of  marriage  ?  I  fear 
'Twill  be  concluded  for  impoffible, 
That  there  is  now,  nor  e'er  mall  be  hereafter, 
A  handfome  page,  or  player's  boy  of  fourteen, 
But  either  loves  a  wench,  or  drabs  love  him, 
Court- waiters  not  exempted. 

Alkiuorth.  This  is  madnefs. 
Howe'er  you  have  difcover'd  my  intents, 
You  know  my  aims  are  lawful ;  and  if  ever    * 
The  queen  of  flowers,  the  glory  of  the  fpring, 
The  fweeteft  comfort  to  our  fmell,  the  rofe, 
sprang  from  an  envious  brier,.  I  may  infer, 
There's  fuch  difparity  in  their  conditions 
Between  the  goddefs  of  my  foul,  the  daughter, 
And  the  bafe  churl  her  father. 

Wellborn.  Grant  this  true, 
As  I  believe  it ;  canfl  thou  ever  hope 
To  enjoy  a  quiet  bed  with  her,  whofe  father 
Ruin'd  thy  Hate  ? 

Alhworth.  And  yours  too. 

Wellborn.  I  confefs  it. 
True,  I  muft  tell  you  as  a  friend,  and  freely, 
That,  where  impofiibilities  are  apparent, 
'Tis  indifcretion  to  nouriih  hopes. 
Canft  thou  imagine,  (let  not  felf-love  blind  thee} 
That  fir  Giles  Overreach  (that  to  make  her  great 
In  fwelling  titles,  without  touch  of  confcience, 
Will  cut  his  neighbour's  throat,  and  I  hope  his  own  too} 
Will  e'er  confent  to  make  her  thine  ?  Give  o'er, 
And  think  of  fome  courfe  fuitable  to  thy  jank, 
And  profper  in  it. 

Alkworth.  You  have  well  advis'd  me. 
But,  in  the  mean  time,  you  that  are  fo  fludioua 
Of  my  affairs,  wholly  neglecl  your  own. 
Remember  yourfelf,  and  in  what  plight  you  are. 

Wellborn.  No  matter,  no  matter. 

jdll<worih.  Yes,  'tis  much  material  : 
You  know  my  fortune,  and  my  means ,  yet  fomething 

I  caft 


A  new  Way  to  pay  old  Debts.      gX 

I  can  fpare  from  myfelf,  to  help  your  wants. 

Wellborn.  How's  this? 

Alitor th.  Nay,  be  not  angry.     There's  eight  pieces 
To  put  you  in  better  fafhion. 

Wellborn.  Money  from  thee  ? 
From  a  boy  ?  a  ftipendary  ?  one  that  lives 
At  the  devotion  of  a  Hep -mother, 
And  the  uncertain  favour  of  a  lord  ? 
I'll  eat  my  arms  firit.     Howfoe'er  blind  fortune 
Hath  fpent  the  utmofl  of  her  malice  on  me  ; 
Though  I  am  vomited  out  of  an  alehoufe, 
And  thus  accoutred  ;  know  not  where  to  eat, 
Or  drink,  or  deep,  but  underneath  this  canopy ; 
Although  I  thank  thee,  I  defpife  thy  offer. 
And  as  I,  in  my  madnefs,  broke  my  ftate, 
Without  th'  affiilance  of  another's  brain, 
In  my  right  wits  I'll  piece  it  j  at  the  worft, 
Die  thus,  and  be  forgotten. 

Alhu,  A  fbrange  humour!  [Exeunt*, 


Adlus  primus,  Scena  fecunda. 

Order,  Amble*  Furnace,  WatchalL 

Order.  OET  all  things  right,  or,  as  my  name  is  Order, 
Vj  Arid,  by  this  flaff  of  office  that  commands  you. 
This  chain  and  double  ruff,  fymbols  of  power, 
Whoever  miffes  in  his  function, 

For  one  whole  week  makes  forfeiture  of  his  breakfaft, 
And  privilege  in  the  wine-cellar. 

Amble.  You  are  merry, 
Good  mailer  fie  ward. 

Furnace.  Let  him ;  I'll  be  angry. 

Amble.  Why,  fellow  Furnace,  'tis  not  twelve  o'clock 
yet, 
Nor  dinner  taking  up,  then  'tis  allow'd 
Cooks,  by  their  places,  may  be  cholerick. 

Furnace.  You  think  you  have  fpoke  wifely,  good  man 
Amble, 
My  lady's  go-before.  Order* 
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Order.  Nay,  nay,  no  wrangling. 

Furnace.  Twit  me  with  the  authority  of  the  kitchen ! 
At  all  hours,  and  all  places,  I'll  be  angry  ; 
And,  thus  provoked,  when  I  am  at  my  prayers 
I  will  be  angry. 

Amble.  There  was  no  hurt  meant. 

Furnace.  I  am  friends  with  thee,  and  yet  I  will  be 
angry. 

Order.  With  whom  ? 

Furnace.  No  matter  whom  :  Yet,  now  I  think  On't, 
I  am  angry  with  my  lady. 

WatchalL  Heaven  forbid,  man. 

Order.  What  caufe  has  me  given  thee  ? 

Furnace.  Caufe  enough,  mailer  fteward  : 
I  was  entertain'd  by  her  to  pleafe  her  palate, 
And,  till  me  forfwore  eating,  I  performed  it. 
Now  fmce  our  matter,  noble  All  worth,  died, 
Tho'  I  crack  my  brains  to  find  out  tempting  fauces, 
And  raife  fortifications  in  the  paftry, 
Such  as  might  ferve  for  models  in  the  Low-Countries  j 
Which,  if  they  had  been  pra&is'd  at  Breda, 
Spinola  might  have  thrown  his  cap  at  it,  and  ne'er  took 
it. 

Amble.  But  you  had  wanted  matter  there  to  work  on. 

Furnace.  Matter  !  with  fix  eggs,  and  a  ftrike  of  rye- 
meal, 
I  had  kept  the  town  till  doomfday  ;  perhaps  longer. 

Order.  But  what's  this  to  your  pet  againit  my  lady  ? 

Furnace.  What's  this  ?  marry  this,  when  I  am  three 
parts  roafted, 
And  the  fourth  part  par-boil'd,  to  prepare  her  viands^ 
She  keeps  her  chamber,  dines  with  a  panada, 
Or  water-gruel,  my  fweat  never  thought  on. 

Order.  But  your  art  is  feen  in  the  dining-room* 

Furnace.  By  whom  ? 
By  fuch  as  pretend  love  to  her ;  but  come 
To  feed  upon  her.     Yet,  of  all  the  harpies 
That  do  devqur  her,  I  am  out  of  charity 
With  none  fo  much,  as  the  thin-gutted  fquire,. 

That's  Horn  into  commifuon. 

Order. 
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Order.  Juftice  Greedy  ? 

Furnace.  The  fame,  the  fame.      Meat's  caft  away 
upon  him  ; 
It  never  thrives.     He  holds  this  paradox, 
Who  eats  not  well,  can  ne'er  do  juftice  well. 
His  ftomach's  as  infatiate  as  the  grave, 
Or  ftrumpets  ravenous  appetites. 

Watch  all.  One  knocks.     \_Al<worth  knocks,  and  enter  si 

Order,  Our  late  young  mailer. 

Amble.  Welcome,  fir. 

Furnace.  Your  hand  : 
1£  you  have  a  ftomach,  a  cold  bake -meat's  ready. 

Order.  His  father's  picture  in  little. 

Furnace.  We  are  all  your  fervants* 

A?nble.  In  you  he  lives. 

Alluoorfh.  At  once,  my  thanks  to  all ; 
This  is  yet  fome  comfort*     Is  my  lady  ftirring  ? 
Enter  the  lady  Allvuorth,  waiting-woman,  and  chamber* 

maid. 

Order.  Her  prefence  anfwersfor  u$. 

Lady.  Sort  thofe  filks  well. 
I'll  take  the  air  alone. 

Exeunt  waiting-woman  and  chamber-maid* 

Furnace.  You  air,  and  air ; 
But  will  you  never  tafte  but  fpoon-meat  more  ? 
To  what  ufe  ferve  I  ? 

Lady.  Pr'ythee,  be  not  angry, 
I  fhall  er'e  long :  i'the  mean  time,  there  is  gold 
To  buy  thee  aprons,  and  a  fummer  fuit. 

Furnace.  I  am  appeas'd,  and  Furnace  now  grows  cold* 

Lady.  And,  as  I  gave  directions,  if  this  morning 
I  am  vifited  by  any,  entertain  'em 
As  heretofore  :  but  fay,  in  my  excufe, 
I  am  indifpos'd. 

Order.  I  (hall,  madam. 

Lady.   Do,  and  leave  me. 

{Exeunt  Order ;  Ambh >  Furnace-^  Watchalh 
Nay,   flay  you  All  worth. 

Allw.  I  fhall  gladly  grow  here, 
To  wait  on  your  commands. 

Lady, 
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Lady.  So  foon  turn'd  courtier ! 

A/hv.  Stile  not  that  courtihip,  madam,  which  is  duty. 
Purchased  on  your  part. 

Lady.  Well,  you  fhall  o'ercome  ; 
I'll  not  contend  in  words.     How  is  it  with 
Your  noble  mailer  ? 

All-w.  Ever  like  himfelf ; 
No  fcruple  lefTen'd  in  the  full  weight  of  honour  ? 
He  did  command  me,  (pardon  my  preemption) 
As  his  Unworthy  deputy,  to  kifs 
Your  ladyfhip's  fair  hands. 

Lady.  I  am  honour'd  in 
His  favour  to  me.     Does  he  hold  his  purpofe 
For  the  Low  Countries  ? 

All<w.  Confiantly,  good  madam  : 
But  he  will,  in  perfon,  iirfb  prefent  his  fervice. 

Lady.  And  how  approve  you  of  his  courfe  ?  you  are 

yet, 

Like  virgin  parchment,  capable  of  any 
Infcription,  vitious  or  honourable. 
I  will  not  force  your  will,  but  leave  you  free 
To  your  own  ele&ion. 

Alhv.  Any  form  you  pleafe 
I  will  put  on ;  but,  might  I  make  my  choice, 
With  humble  emulation,  I  would  follow 
The  path  my  lord  marks  to  me. 

Lady.  'Tis  well  anfvverM, 
And  I  commend  your  fpirit :  you  had  a  father; 
(Blefs'd  be  his  memory)  that  fome  few  hours 
Before  the  will  of  heaven  took  him  from  me, 
Who  did  commend  you,  by  the  deareil  ties 
Of  perfect  love  betw een  us,  to  my  charge  : 
And  therefore  what  I  fpeak,  you  are  bound  to  hear 
With  fuch  refpecl,  as  if  he  liv'd  in  me. 
He  was  my  hulband,  and  however  you  are  not 
Son  of  my  womb,  you  may  be  of  my  love, 
Provided  you  deferve  it. 

Alhuoorth.  I  have  found  you, 
Moil  honoured  madam,  the  bell  mother  to  me  ; 
And  with  my  utmoft  ftreneth  of  care  and  fervice, 

Will 
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Will  labour  that  you  never  may  repent 
Your  bounty's  ihowYd  upon  me. 

Lady.  I  much  hope  it. 
Thefe  were  your  father's  words :   If  e'er  my  fon 
Follow  the  war,  tell  him  it  is  a  fchool 
Where  all  the  principles  tending  to  honour 
Are  taught,  if  truly  followed  :  But  for  fuch 
As  repair  thither,  as  a  place  in  which 
They  do  prefume  they  may  with  licence  practife 
Their  lulls  and  riots,  they  fhall  never  merit 
The  noble  name  of  foldiers.     To  dare  boldly 
In  a  fair  caufe,  and  for  the  country's  fafety 
To  run  upon  the  cannon's  mouth  undaunted  j 
To  obey  their  leaders,  and  fhun  mutinies ; 
To  bear  with  patience  the  winter's  cold, 
And  fummer's  fcorching  heat  ;  and  not  to  faint 
When  plenty  of  provifion  fails,  with  hungers 
Are  the  effential  parts  make  up  a  foldier  y 
Not  fwearing,  dice,  or  drinking. 
Alhworth*  There's  no  fy liable 
You  fpeak,  but  is  to  me  an  oracle  $ 
Which  but  to  doubt  were  impious. 

Lady,  To  conclude  ; 
Beware  ill  company  ;  for  often  men 
Are  like  to  thofe  with  whom  they  do  converfe  : 
And  from  one  man  I  warn  you,  and  that's  Wellborn  : 
Not  'caufe  he's  poor,  that  rather  claims  your  pity  j 
But  that  he's  in  his  manners  fo  debauch'd, 
And  hath  to  vicious  courfes  fold  himfelf. 
*Tis  true  your  father  lov'd  him,  while  he  was 
Worthy  the  loving  ;  but  if  he  had  liv'd 
To  have  feen  him  as  he  is,  he  had  call  him  dff, 
As  you  muft  do. 

Alkworth.  I  fhall  obey  in  all  things. 
Lady.  Follow  me  to  my  chamber,  you  mall  have 
gold 
To  furnilh  you  like  my  fon,  and  fall  fupply'd, 
As  I  hear  from  vou. 

Allworth.  I  am  Hill  your  creature.  [Exeunt. 

Aclus 
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Adus  primus,  Scenatertia. 

Overreach,  Greedy,  Order ',  Amble,   Furnace  Watch* 

all,  Marrall. 

Greedy,  T^T0T  to'be  feen  ? 

JL^j    Over.  Still  cloifler'd  up  >  her  reafon, 
I  hope,  allures  her,  tho'  me  make  herfelf 
Clofe  prifoner  ever  for  her  hufband's  lofs, 
'Twill  not  recover  him. 

Order.  Sir,  it  is  her  will  ; 
Which  we  that  are  her  fervants  ought  to  ferve, 
And  not  difpute.     Howe'er,  you  are  nobly  welcome  ; 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  flay,  that  you  may  think  fo, 
There  came  not  fix  days  fmce  from  Hull,  a  pipe 
Of  rich  Canary  ;  which  mall  fpend  itfelf 
For  my  lady's  honour. 

Greedy.  Is  it  of  the  right  race  ? 

Order.  Yes,  mr.  Greedy. 

Amble.  How  his  mouth  runs  o'er  ! 

Fur.  I'll  make   it  run,  and   run.     Save  your  good 
worfhip  ! 

Greedy.  Honeft  mr.  Cook,   thy  hand  ;   again !  How 
I  l©ve  thee  ! 
Are  the  good  dimes  Hill  in  being  ?  fpeak,  boy. 

Fur.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  feed,  there  is  a  chine 
Of  beef  well  feafoned. 

Greedy.  Good } 

Fur.  A  pheafant  larded. 

Greedy.  That  I  might  now  give  thanks  for^t  ! 

Fur.  Other  quelques  chofes. 
Befides  there  came  laft  night,  from  the  forefl  of  Sher* 

wood, 
The  fatefl  flag  I  ever  cooked. 

Greedy.  A  flag,  man  ? 

Furn.  A  flag,  fir ;    part  of  it  prepar'd  for  dinner, 
And  bak'd  in  puff-paile. 

Greedy.   Pufl>pa(le  too,  fir  Giles  ! 
A  ponderous  chine  of  beef !   ia  pheafant  larded  ! 

And 
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And  red  deer  too,   fir  Giles,  and  bak'd  in  pufl-pafte ! 
All  buiinefs  fet  afide,  l^t  us  give  thanks  here. 

Fur.  How  the  lean  fkeleton's  wrapp'd  ! 
Over.  You  know,  we  cannot. 

Mar.  Your  worfhips  are  to  fit  on  a  commiflion, 
And  if  you  fail  to  come,  you  lofe  the  caufe. 

Greedy,  Caufe  me  no  caufes :    I'll  prove't,  for  fuch  a 
dinner 
We  may  put  off  a  commiflion ;  you  fhall  find  it 
Henri ci  decimo  quarto. 

Over.  Fie,  mr.  Greedy, 
Will  you  lofe  me  a  thoufand  pounds  for  a  dinner  ? 
No  more,  for  ihame  !  We  rnuft  forget  the  belly, 
When  we  think  of  profit. 

Greedy,  Well,  you  mall  o'er-rule  me. 
I  could  ev'n  cry  now.     Do  you  hear,  mr.  Cook  T 
Send  but  a  corner  of  that  immortal  pafty  ; 
And  I,  in  thankfulnefs,  will  by  your  boy 
Send  you  a  brace  of  three-pences. 

Furn.  Will  you  be  fe  prodigal  ?         [Enter  Wellborn', 

Over.  Remember  me  to  your  lady.- — Who  have  we 
here  ? 

Wellb.  Don't  you  know  me  ? 

Over.  I  did  once,  but  now  I  will  not  ; 
Thou  art  no  blood  of  mine.     Avant,  thou  beggar! 
If  ever  thou  prefume  to  own  me  more, 
I'll  have  thee  caged  and  whipp'd. 

Greedy.  I'll  grant  the  warrant. 
Think  of  Pye-corner,  Furnace  !       \Exeunt  Overreach* 

Watch.  Will  you  Out,  fir?  Greedy,  Marratl.- 

I  wonder  how  you  duril  creep  in. 

Order.  This  is  rudenefs, 
And  faucy  impudence. 

Amble.  Cannot  you  flay 
To  be  ferv'd  among  your  fellows  from  the  baffcet, 
B  ut  you  mull  prefs  in  to  the  hall  ? 

Furnace.  Pr'ythee  vanifh 
Into  fome  out-houfe,  though  it  be  the  pig-fty  ; 
My  fkullion  fhall  come  to  thee.  \Enter  Jllvuortb* 
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JVell.  This  is  rare  ; 
Oh,  here  is  Tom  Allworth  I  Tom  ! 

All<worth.  We  muflbe  Grangers  ; 
Nor  would  I  have  you  feen  here  for  a  million. 

[Exit  Allcvoorth^> 

We! lb.  Better  and  better.     He  contemns  me  too. 

[Enter  Woman  and  Chamber-maid* 

Worn.  Foh,  what  a  fmell's  here  !  what  thing's  this  ? 

Chamb.  A  creature 
Made  out  of  the  privy.     Let  us  hence^  for  love's  fake* 
Or  I  fhall  fwoon.       [Exeunt  Woman  and  Chamber -maid* 

Worn.  I  begin  to  faint  already. 

Watch.  Will  you  know  your  way  ? 

Amb.  Or  fhall  we  teach  it  you, 
By  the  head  and  moulders  ? 

We  lib.  No;  Iwillnotftir: 
Do  you  mark,  I  will  not.     Let  me  fee  the  wretch 
That  dares  attempt  to  force  me.     Why5  you  flavesj 
Created  only  to  make  legs^  and  cringe ; 
To  carry  in  a  difh,  and  fhift  a  trencher  ; 
That  have  not  fouls  only  to  hope  a  blemng 
Beyond  black-jacks,  orilaggons  $  you  that  were  born 
Only  to  confume  meat  and  drink5  and  batten 
Upon  reverfions ;  who  advances  ?  who 
Shews  me  the  way  F 

Order.  My  lady >    [Enter  Lady,  Woman  9  and  Chamb, 

Chamb.  Here's  the  monfter. 

Worn.  Sweet  madam*  keep  your  glove  to  your  nofe* 

Chamb.  Or  let  me 
Fetch  fome  perfumes  may  be  predominant ; 
You  wrong  yourfelf  elfe. 

We  lib.  Madam*  my  defigns 
Bear  me  to  you. 

Lady.  To  me? 

We  I  lb.  And  though  I  have  met  with 
But  ragged  entertainment  from  your  grooms  herei 
I  hope  from  you  to  receive  that  noble  ufage, 
As  may  become  the  true  friend  of  your  huftand; 
And  then  I  ihall  forget  thefe« 
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Lady.  I  am  amaz'd, 
To  fee  and  hear  this  fudenefs.     Dar'ft  thou  think, 
Tho'  fworn,  that  it  can  ever  find  belief, 
That  I,  who  to  the  befr.  men  of  this  country- 
Deny 'd  my  prefence  iince  my  hu (band's  death* 
Can  fall  fo  low,  as  to  change  words  with  thee  ? 
Thou  fon  of  infamy,  forbear  my  houfe  ! 
And  know,  and  keep  the  diftance  that's  between  us  ^ 
Or  tho'  it  be  againft  my  gentler  temper, 
I  mail  take  order,  you  no  more  fhall  be 
An  eye-fore  to  me. 

Wellb.  Scorn  me  not,  good  lady  ;  • 
But  as  in  form  you  are  angelical, 
Imitate  the  heavenly  natures,  and  vouchfafe 
At  leaft  a  while  to  hear  me.     You  will  grant, 
The  blood  that  runs  in  this  arm  is  as  noble, 

As  that  which  fills  your  veins ;  thofe  cofily  jewels, 
And  thofe  rich  clothes  you  wear,  your  men^s  obfervaiTce^ 

And  women's  flattery,  are  in.you  no  virtues ; 

Nor  thefe  rags,  with  my  poverty,  in  me  vices* 

You  have  a  fair  fame,  ^and  I  know  deferve  it; 

Yet,  Lady,  I  mutt  fay,  in  nothing  more, 

Than  in  the  pious  forrow  you  have  mown 

For  your  late  noble  hufband. 
Order.  How  fhe  ftarts  ! 
Furn.  And  hardly  can  keep  finger  from  the  eye 

To  hear  him  nam'd^ 

Lady.  Have  you  aught  elfe  to  fay  ? 

Wellb.  That  hufband,  madam,  was  once  in  his  fcrturig 

Almoft  as  low  as  I.     Want,  debts,  and  quarrels 

Lay  heavy  on  him :   let  it  not  be  thought 

A  boaft  in  me,  though  I  fay,  I  reliev'd  him. 

^Twas  I  that  gave  himfalhion;  min€  the  fword 

That  did  on  all  occafions  fecond  his  ; 

I  brought  him  on  and  off  with  honour,  Lady  : 

And  when  in  all  mens  judgments  he  was  funk, 

And  in  his  own  hopes  not  to  be  buoy'd  up ; 

1  ftepp'd  unto  him,  took  him  by  the  hand, 

And  let  him  upright, 

E  z  turn. 
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Turn.  Are  not  we  bafe  rogues 
That  could  forget  this  ? 

Wellb.  I  confefs  you  made  him 
Mailer  of  your  eflate ;  nor  could  your  friends, 
Tho'  he  brought  no  wealth  with  him,  blame  you  for't : 
For  he  had  a  ihape,  and  to  that  fhape  a  mind 
Made  up  of  all  parts1,   either  great,  or  noble, 
So  winning  a  behaviour,  not  to  be 
Refilled,  madam. 

Lady.  'Tis  moil  true,  he  had. 

Wellb.  For  his  fake  then,  in  that  I  was  his  friend, 
Do  not  contemn  me. 

Lady,  For -what's  pail,  excufe  me, 
I  will  redeem  it.     Order,  give  the  gentleman 
A  hundred  pounds. 

Wellb.   No,  madam,  on  no  terms : 
I  will  nor  beg,  nor  borrow  fixpence  of  you  ; 
Eut  be  fupply'd  elfe where,  or  want  thus  ever. 
Only  one  fuit  I  make,  which  you  deny  not 
To  ilrangers :  and  'tis  this.  \}Vhifpers  to  her. 

Lady.  Fie,  nothing  elfe  ? 

Wellb.  Nothing;   unlefs  you  pleafe  to  charge  your 
fervants, 
To  throw  away  a  little  refpecl:  upon  me. 

Lady.  What  you  demand  is  your's. 

Wellb.  I  thank  you,  Lady. 
Now  what  can  be  wrought  out  of  fuch  a  fuit, 
Is  yet  in  fuppoiition  ;  I  have  faid  all, 
When  you  pleafe  you  may  retire. — Nay,  all's  forgotten, 
And  for  a  lucky  omen  to  my  project, 
Shake  hands,  and  end  all  quarrels  in  the  cellar. 

Ord.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Furn%  Still  merry,  mr.  Wellborn  I  {Exeunt* 
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Adhis  fecundus,  Scena  prima. 

Overreach,  Marrall. 

Overreach.       7F  E's  gone,  I  warrant  thee  ;    this  com- 
JL  JL         miffion  crufh'd  him, 

Marrall.  Your  worfhip  has  the  way  on't,  and  ne'er 
mifs 
To  fqueeze  thefe  unthrifts  into  air  ;  and  yet 
The  chap- fall' n  juflice  did  his  part,  returning 
For  your  advantage  the  certificate, 
Againfl:  his  confcience  and  his  knowledge  too ; 
(With  your  good  favour)  to  the  utter  ruin 
Of  the  poor  farmer. 

Over.  'Twas  for  thefe  good  ends 
I  made  him  a  juflice.     He  that  bribes  his  belly, 
Is  certain  to  command  his  foul. 

Mar.  I  wonder 
(Still  with  your  licence)  why,  your  worihip  having 
The  power  to  put  this  thin -gut  iacommifEon, 
You  are  not  in't  yourfelf. 

Over.  Thou  art  a  fool : 
In  being  out  of  office  I  am  out  of  danger ; 
Where,  if  I  were  a  juflice,  befides  the  trouble, 
I  might,  out  of  willfulnefs,  or  error, 
Run  myfelf  finely  into  a  praemunire ; 
And  fo  become  a  prey  to  the  informer. 
No,  I'll  have  none  of't;  'tis  enough  I  keep 
Greedy  at  my  devotion  :  fo  he  ferve 
My  purpofes,  let  him  hang,  or  damn,  I  care  not. 
Friendfhip  is  but  a  word . 

Mar.  You  are  all  wifdom. 

Over.  I  would  be  worldly  wife;  for  the  other  wifdom, 
That  does  prefcribe  us  a  well-govern'd  life, 
And  to  do  right  to  others,  as  ourfelves, 
I  value  not  an  atom. 

Mar.  What  courfe  take  you, 
With  your  good  patience,  to  hedge  in  the  manor 

E  3  Of 
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Of  your  neighbour  mr.  Frugal  ?  As  'tis  faid, 
He  will  nor  fell,  nor  borrow,  nor  exchange  ; 
And  his  land  lying  in  the  midlt  of  your  many  lordfhips, 
Is  a  foul  blemifh. 

Over.  I  have  thought  on't,  Marrall ; 
And  it  fhall  take.     I  mull  have  all  men  fellers, 
And  I  the  only  purchafer. 
•  Mar.  'Tis  moil  fit,  fir. 

Over.  I'll  therefore  buy  fome  cottage  near  his  manors 
Which  done,  I'll  make  my  men  break  ope'  his  fences, 
Ride  o'er  his  Handing  corn,  and  in  the  night 
Set  fire  on  his  barns  ;  or  break  his  cattels  legs. 
Thefe  trefpafies  draw  on  fuits ;  and  fuits,  expences : 
Which  I  can  fpare,  but  will  foon  begger  him. 
When  I  have  harried  him  thus  two  or  three  years, 
Though  he  fue  in  forma  pauperis ,  in  fpite 
Of  all  his  thrift  and  care,  he'll  grow  behind-hand. 

Mar.  The  beil  I  ever  heard  ;  I  could  adore  you* 

Over.  Then  with  the  favour  of  my  man  of  law, 
I  will  pretend  fome  title :  want  will  force  him 
To  put  it  to  arbitriment  :  then  if  he  fell 
For  half  the  value,  he  fhall  have  ready  money, 
And  I  poffefs  his  land. 

Mar.  'Tis  above  wonder. 
Wellborn  was  apt  to  fell,  and  needed  not 
Thefe  fine  arts,  fir,  to  hook  him  in. 

Over.  Well  thought  on. 
This  varlet,  Wellborn,  lives  too  long  to  upbraid  me 
With  my  clofe -cheat  put  upon  him.     Will  nor  cold, 
Nor  hunger  kill  him  ? 

Mar.   I  know  not  what  to  think  on't, 
I  have  us'd  all  means ;  and  the  laft  night  I  caus'd 
His  hoft  the  Tapfter  to  turn  him  out  of  doors ; 
And  have  been  fince  with  all  your  friends  and  tenants, 
And  on  the  forfeit  of  your  favour  charg'd  them, 
Though  a  cruft  of  mouldy  bread  would  keep  him  from 

ftarving, 
Yet  they  fhould  not  relieve  him.     This  is  done,  fir. 

Over.  That  was  fomething,  Marrall,  but  thou  mull 
go  farther ; 
4ml  fuddenly,  Marrall.  -   Mar. 
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Mar.  Where,  and  when  you  pleafe,  fir. 

Over*  I  would  have  thee  feek  him  out  ;  and,  if  thou 
canft, 
Perfuade  him,  that  'tis  better  ileal  than  beg  ; 
Then  if  I  prove  he  has  but  robb'd  a  henrooft, 
Not  all  the  world  fhall  fave  him  from  the  gallows* 
Do  any  thing  to  work  him  to  defpair, . 
And  'tis  thy  mafterpiece. 

Mar.  1  will  do  my  beft,  fir. 

Over,  I  am  now  on  my  main  work,  with  the  lord 
Lovell ; 
The  gallant-minded,  popular  lord  Lovell, 
The  minion  of  the  people's  love.     I  hear 
He's  come  into  the  country ;  and  my  aims  are 
To  infinuate  myfelf  into  his  knowledge, 
And  then  invite  him  to  my  houfe, 

Mar.  I  have  you. 
This  points  at  my  young  miftrefs. 

Over.  She  muft  part  with 
That  humble  title,  and  write  Honourable  $ 
Right  Honourable,    Marrall ;    my   Right  Honourable 

daughter; 
If  all  I  have,  or  e'er  fhall  get,  will  do  it. 
I  will  have  her  well  attended  ;  there  are  ladies 
Of  errant  knights  decay 'd,  and  brought  fo  low, 
That  for  caft  clothes,  and  meat,  will  gladly  ferve  her". 
And  'tis  my  glory,  though  I  come  from  the  city, 
To  have  their  ifTue,  whom  I  have  undone, 
To  kneel  to  mine,  as  bond-flaves. 

Mar.  'Tis  fit  flate,  fir. 

Over.  And  therefore,  I'll  not  have  a  chamber-maid 
That  ties  her  fhoes,  or  any  meaner  office,, 
But  fuch  whofe  fathers  were  Right  Worfhipful. 
'Tis  a  rich  man's  pride,  there  having  ever  been 
More  than  a  fewd,  a  ftrange  antipathy, 
Between  us  and  true  gentry.  [Enter  Welllem* 

Mar.   See !  who's  here,  fir. 

Over.  Hence,  monfler,  prodigy  ! 

Wellb.  Sir,  your  wife's  nephew  ; 
She  and  my  father  tumbled  in  one  belly. 

E.  4  Over. 
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Over.  Avoid  my  fight,  thy  breath's  infectious,  rogue ! 
I  fhun  thee  as  a  leprofy,  or  the  plague. 
Come  hither,  Marrall,  this  is  the  time  to  work  him. 

Mar.  I  warrant  you,  fir.  \Exit  Over, 

Wellb.  By  this  light,  I  think  he's  mad. 

Mar.  Mad!  had  you  took  companion  on  yourfelf* 
You  long  iince  had  been  mad. 

Wellb.  You  have  took  a  courfe, 
Between  you  and  my  venerable  uncle, 
To  make  me  fo. 

Mar.  The  more  pale-fpirited  you, 
That  would  not  be  inftru&ed.     I  fwear  deeply. 

Wellb.  By  what  ? 

Mar.  By  my  religion. 

Wellb.  Thy  religion  ! 
The  devil's  creed  ;  but  what  would  you  have  done  } 

Mar.  Had  there  been  but  one  tree  in  all  the  fhire, 
Nor  any  hope  to  compafs  a  peny  halter, 
Before,  like  you,  I  had  cutliv'd  my  fortunes, 
A  with  had  ferv'd  my  turn  to  hang  myfelf. 
I  am  zealous  in  your  caufe :  pray  you  hang  yourfelf  j 
And  prefently,  as  you  love  your  credit. 

Wellb.  I  thank  you. 

Mar.  Will  you  Hay  till  you  die  in  a  ditch,  or  lice  de- 
vour you  ? 
Or  if  you  dare  not  do  the  feat  yourfelf, 
But  that  you'll  put  the  ftate  to  charge  and  trouble, 
Is  there  no  purfe  to  be  cut  ?  houfe  to  be  broken  ? 
Or  market-woman  with  eggs  that  you  may  murder, 
And  fo  difpatch  the  bufinefs  ? 

Wellb.  Here's  variety, 
I  muft  confefs ;  but  I'll  accept  of  none 
Of  all  your  gentle  offers,  I  affure  you. 

Mar.  Why,  have  you  hope  ever  to  eat  again  ? 
Or  drink  ?  or  be  the  mailer  of  three  farthings  ? 
If  you  like  not  hanging,  drown  yourfelf ;    take  fom^ 

courfe 
For  your  reputation. 

Wellb.  'Twill  not  do,  dear  tempter, 
With  all  the  rhejorick  the  fiend  hath  taught  you. 

I  am 
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I  am  as  far  as  thou  art  from  defpair. 

Nay,  I  have  confidence,  which  is  more  than  hope, 

To  live,  and  fuddenly,  better  than  ever. 

Mar.  Ha  !  ha  !  thefe  caflles  you  build  in  the  air 
Will  not  perfuade  me,  or  to  give  or  lend 
A  token  to  you. 

Wellb.  I'll  be  more  kind  to  thee. 
Come,  thou  {halt  dine  with  me. 

Mar.  With  you  ? 

Wellb.  Nay  more,  dine  gratis. 

Mar.  Under  what  hedge,  I  pray  you  ?  or  at  whofe 
coil? 
Are  they  Padders,  or  Abram-men,  that  are  your  conforts  I 

Wellb.  Thou  art  incredulous  ;  but  thou  (halt  dine 
Not  alone  at  her  houfe,  but  with  a  gallant  lady  5 
With  me,  and  with  a  lady. 

Mar,  Lady  !  what  lady  ? 
With  the  lady  of  the  lake,  or  queen  of  Fairies  ? 
For  I  know  it  mull  be  an  inchanted  dinner. 

Wellb.  With  the  lady  All  worth,  knave. 

Mar.  Nay,  now  there's  hope 
Thy  brain  is  crack'd. 

Wellb.  Mark  there,  with  what  refpeft 
I  am  entertained . 

Mar.  With  choice  no  doubt  of  dog-whips. 
Why  doll  thou  ever  hope  to  pafs  her  porter  ? 

Wellb.  'Tis  not  far  off,  go  with  me  :  truil  thins  own 
eyes. 

Mar.  Troth  in  my  hope,  or  my  alTurance  rather 
To  fee  thee  curvet,  and  mount  like  a  dog  in  a  blanket, 
If  ever  thou  prefume  to  pafs  her  threfhold, 
I  will  endure  thy  company. 

Wellb.  Come  along  then. 
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Aftus  fecund  us,  Scena  fecunda. 

Allworthy  Waiting-?woman,  Chamber -maid,  Order3 
Atnble,  Furnace,  WatchalL 

Woman.  ^"^lOuld  you  not  command  your  Jeifure  on£ 
\^_j         hour  longer  ? 
Chamb.  Or  naif  an  hour  ? 
dll<vo.  I  have  told  you  what  my  \hafte  is  : 
Befides,  being  now  another's,  not  mine  own, 
Howe'er  I  much  deiire  to  enjoy  you  longer, 
My  duty  fuffers,  if  to  pleafe  myielf 
I  mould  neglecl  my  lord. 

Worn.  Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  put  thefe  few  quince- cakes  into  your  pocket ; 
They  are  of  mine  own  preferving. 

Chamb.  And  this  marmalade  ; 
'Tis  comfortable  for  your  ftomaclu 

Worn.  And,  at  parting, 
Excufe  me  if  I  beg  a  farewell  from  you. 

Chamb.    You  are  ftill  before  me :   I  move  the  fame 
fuit,  fir.  [KiJ/es  "> em  federally-* 

Furn.  How  greedy  thefe  chamberers  are  of  a  beardlefs 
chin  ! 
I  think  the  tits  will  ravifh  him. 

*  Alkw*  My  fervice 
To  both. 

Worn.    Ours  waits  on  you. 
Chamb,  And  ihall  do  ever. 

Order.    You   are  my    lady's  charge;    be  therefore 
careful 
That  you  fuftain  your  parts. 

Worn.  We  can  bear,  I  warrant  you. 

\Exeunt  Woman  and  Chamber-maid* 
Furn.  Here,  drink  it  off;  the  ingredients  are  cordial, 
And  this  the  true  elixir;    it  hath  boil'd 
Since  midnight  for  you.     *Tis  the  quinteffence 
•Of  iive  cocks  of  the  game,  ten  dozen  of  fparrows, 

Knuckles 
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Knuckles  of  veal,  potatoe-roots,  ajnd  marrow  ; 
Coral,   and  ambergrife :    were  you  two  years  elder, 
And  I  had  a  wife,  or  gameforne  miftrefs, 
I  durft  trail  you  with  neither :  You  need  not  bait 
After  this,  I  warrant  you  ,*  though  your  journey's  long„ 
You  may  ride  on  the  ilrength  of  this  till  to-morrow 
morning. 

Allworth.  Your  courtefies  overwhelm  me  :   I*  muck 
grieve 
To  part  from  fuch  true  friends,   and  yet  I  find  comfort  ;. 
My  attendance  on  my  honourable  lord, 
( Whofe  refolution  holds  to  vifit  my  lady) 
Will  fpeedily  bring  me  back.  {Knocking  at  the  gate. 

Mar.  Dar'ft  thou  venture  farther  ?  {Marrall  and  Well- 

Wellb.  Y'es,  yes,  and  knock  again.      born  within* 

Order.  'Tis  he;   cifperfe. 

Amb.  Perform  it  bravely. 

Furn.  I  know  my  cue,  ne'er  doubt  me. 

{They  go  off  federal  ways , 

Watch.  Beaft  that  I  was  to  make  you  flay:  moii 
welcome  ; 
You  were  long  mice  expected. 

Wellb.  Say  fomuch 
To  my  friend,.  I  pray  you. 

Watch.  For  your  fake,  I  will,  fir.. 

Mar.  For  his  fake  ! 

Wellb.  Mum  ;   this  is  nothing .. 

Mar.  More  than  ever 
I  would  have  believed,  though  I  had  found  it  in  my* 
primer. 

Alfw.  When  I  have  given  you  reafons  for  my  lat£ 
harfhnefs, 
You'll  pardon  and  excufe  me  :  for,  believe  me,. 
Tiio'  now  I  part  abruptly,  in  my  fervice 
I  will  deferve  it. 

Mar.  Service  !  with  a  vengeance  ! 

Well.  I  am  fatisfy'd  :  farewell  Tom. 

All<w.  All  joy  flay  with  you.  {Exit  All<w\ 

Enter  Amble. 

Amble,  You  are  happily  encounter'd :  I  never  yet 

E  6  Prefented 
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Prefented  one  fo  welcome,  as  I  know 
You  will  be  to  my  lady. 

Mar,  This  is  ibme  viiion  ; 
Or  fure  thefe  men  are. mad,  to  worfhip  a  dunghill ; 
It  cannot  be  a  tru:h. 

We.lL  Be  Hill  a  Pagan, 
An  unbelieving  infidel ;  be  fo,  mifcreant ! 
And  meditate  on  blankets,  and  on  dog- whips. 

Enter  Furnace, 

Turn.   I  am  glad  you  are  come ;  until  I  know  your 
pleafure,    , 
I  knew  not  how  to  ferve  up  my  lady's  dinner. 

Mar.  His  pleafure  !   is  it  poffible  ? 

Well.  What's  thy  will  ? 

Turn.   Marry,   fir,   I  have  fome  growfe  and  turky 
chickens, 
Some  rails  and  quails ;  and  my  lady  will'd  me  t'afk  you, 
What  kind  of  fauces  bell  afFecl  your  palate, 
That  I  may  ufe  my  utmoil  fkill  to  pleafe  it.         [palate  ! 

Mar.    The  devil's  enter'd  this  cook :  fauce  for  his 
That  on  my  knowledge,  for  almoft  this  twelve  month, 
Durftwiih  but  cheefe-parings  and  brown  bread  on  Sundays, 

Well.  That  way  I  like  'em  bell. 

Turn.  It  mall  be  done,  fir.  [Exit  Furnace. 

Well.  What  think  you  of  the  hedge  we  fhall  dine  un- 
Shall  we  feed  gratis  ?  [dcr  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not  what  to  think  : 
Pray  you,  make  me  not  mad.  [Enter  Order \ 

Order.  This  place  becomes  you  not : 
Pray  you  walk,  fir,  to  the  dining-room. 

Well.  I  am  well  here, 
Till  her  ladylhip  quits  her  chamber. 

Mar.  Well  here,  fay  you  ! 
'Tis  a  rare  change  !  but  yellerday  you  thought 
Yourfelf  well  in  a  barn,  wrapp'd  [Enter  Woman  and 

up  in  peafe-llraw.  Chamber-?naid, 

Wo?n.  O !  fir,  you  are  wifh'd  for. 

Cbamb,  My  lady  dream* t,  fir,  of  you. 

Worn.  And  the  firil  command  fne  gave,  after  flie  rofe^ 
Was  (her  devotions  done)  to  give  her  notice 
.When  you  approach'd  here,  Chamb", 
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Chamb.  Which  is  done,  on  my  virtue. 

Mar.  I  mail  be  converted  ;  I  begin  to  grow 
Into  a  new  belief,  which  faints  nor  angels 
Could  have  won  me  to  have  faith  in. 

Worn.  Sir,  my  lady.  [Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  I  comedo  meet  you,  and  languifrTd  till  I  faw 
This  firft  kifs  is  for  form ;  I  allow  a  fecond  [you. 

To  fuch  a  friend. 

Mar.  To  fuch  a  friend  !  heav'n  blefs  me  ! 

Well.  I  am  wholly  yours ;  yet,  madam,  if  you  pleafe 
To  grace  this  gentleman  with  a  falute. 

Mar.  Salute  me  at  his  bidding  ! 

Well.  I  mail  receive  it 
As  a  moil  high  favour. 

Lady.  Sir,  you  may  command  me. 

Well.  Run  backward  from  a  lady !  and  fuch  a  lady  I 

Mar.  To  kifs  her  foot  is,    to  poor  me,  a  favour 
I  am  unworthy  of [Offers  t0  Ws  her  foot* 

Lady.  Nay,  pray  you  rife  ; 
And  fmce  you  are  fo  humble,  Til  exalt  you  : 
You  (hall  dine  with  me  to-day  at  mine  own  table. 

Mar.  Your  ladyfnip's  table  !  I  am  not  good  enough 
To  fit  at  your  fteward's  board. 

Lady.  You  are  too  modefl : 
I  will  not  be  deny'd.  [Enter  Furnact* 

Fum.  Will  you  Hill  be  babbling, 
Till  your  meat  freeze  on  th'  table  ?    The  old  trick  ftill : 
My  art  ne'er  thought  on. 

Lady.  Your  arm,  mr.  Wellborn  : 
Nay,  keep  us  company. 

Mar.  I  was  never  fo  grac'd.  [Exeunt  Wellborn, 

Order.  So,  we  have  play'd  our      Lady,  Amble,  Marf- 
parts,  and  are  come  off  well,      all,  Woman. 
But  if  I  know  the  myflery,  why  my  lady 
Confented  to  it,  or  why  mr.  Wellborn 
DenYd  it,  may  I  perifh. 

Fum.   Would  I  had 
The  roafting  of  his  heart,  that  cheated  him, 
And  forces  the  poor  gentleman  to  thefe  fhifts. 
By  fire !  (for  cooks  are  Perfians  and  fwear  by  it) 

Of 
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Of  all  the  griping  and  extorting  tyrants 
I  ever  heard  or  read  of,  I  ne'er  met 
A  match  to  fir  Giles  Overreach. 

Watch.  What  will  you  take 
To  tell  him  fo,  fellow  Furnace  ? 

Fur?:.   Juft  as  much 
As  my  throat  is  worth,  for  that  would  be  tjie  price  on*t„ 
To  have  a  ufurer  that  ftarves  himfelf, 
And  wears  a  cloak  of  one  and  twenty  years 
On  a  fuit  of  fourteen  groats,  bought  of  the  hangman, 
To  grow  rich,  and  then  purchafe,  is  too  common  : 
But  this  fir  Giles  feeds  high,  keeps  many  fervants, 
"Who  mufl  at  his  command  do  any  outrage ; 
Rich  in  his  habit ;  vail  in  his  expences ; 
Yet  he  to  admiration  Hill  increafes 
In  wealth  and  lordfhips. 

Order.  He  frights  men  out  of  their  eftates, 
And  breaks  thro'  all  law-nets,  made  to  curb  ill  men, 
As  they  were  cobwebs.     No  man  dares  reprove  him. 
Such  a  fpirit  to  dare,  and  power  to  do,  were  never 
Lodg'd  fo  unluckily.  [Enter  A?nhle* 

A?nble.  Ha,  ha !  I  mail  burfh 

Order.  Contain  thyfelf,  man. 

Furn.  Or  make  us  partakers 
Of  your  fudden  mirth , 

Amble.  Ha,  ha  !  my  lady  has  got 
Such  a  gueft  at  her  table,  this  term-driver  Marrall, 
This  fnip  of  an  attorney. 

Furn.  What  of  him,  man? 

Amble.  The  knave  thinks  Hill  he's  at  the  cook's  mop 
in  Ram-alley, 
Where  the  clerks  divide,  and  the  elder  is  to  ch^oofe : 
And  feeds  fo  flovenly ! 

Furn.   Is  this  all? 

Amble.  My  lady 
Drank  to  him  for  fafnion's  fake,  or  to  pleafe  mr.  Well- 
As  I  live,  he  rifes  and  takes  up  a  dim,  [born* 
In  which  there  were  fome  remnants  of  a  boiFd  capon, 
And  pledges  her  ia  white  broth. 
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Turn,  Nay,  'tis  like 
The  reft  of  his  tribe. 

Amble.  And  when  I  brought  him  wine, 
He  leaves  his  ftool,  and  after  a  leg  or  two 
Moll  humbly  thanks  my  worfhip. 

Order.  Rofe  already  !  » 

Amble.    I  fhall  be  chid.  {Enter  Lady,  Well- 

Fur  n.  My  lady  frowns.  born9  Mar  rail. 

Lady.  You  wait  well. 
Let  me  have  no  more  of  this,  I  obferv'd  your  leering* 
Sirrah,  I'll  have  you  know,  whom  I  think  worthy 
To  fit  at  my  table,  be  he  ne'er  fo  mean, 
When  I  am  prefent,  is  not  your  companion. 

Order.  Nay,  fhe'll  preferve  what's  due  to  her* 

Furn.  This  refrefhing 
Follows  your  flux  of  laughter. 

Lady.  You  are  mafter 
Of  your  own  will.     I  know  fo  much  of  manners 
As  not  to  enquire  your  purpofes  ;  in  a  word, 
To  me  you  are  ever  welcome,  as  to  a  houfe 
That  is  your  own. 

Well.  Mark  that. 

Mar.  With  reverence,  fir, 
And  it  like  your  worfhip. 

Well.  Trouble  yourfelf  no  farther, 
Dear  madam ;  my  heart's  full  of  zeal  and  fervice, 
However  in  my  language  I  am  fparing. 
Come,  mr.  Marrall. 

Mar.   I  attend  your  worfhip.  [Ex.  Well.  Mar, 

Lady.  I  fee  in  your  looks  you  are  forry,  and  you 
know  me 
An  eafy  miftrefs  :  be  merry  ;  I  have  forgot  all. 
Order  and  Furnace,  come  with  me  :  I  mult  give  you 
Farther  directions. 

Order.  What  you  pleafe. 

Furn.  We  are  ready. 


Adus 


1 12     A  new  Way  to  pay  old  Debts. 
Adhis  fecundus,  Seen  a  tertia. 

Wellborn.     Marrall. 

Well.  T  Think  I  am  in  a  good  way. 

J^     Mar.  Good,  fir!  the  bell  way; 
The  certain  heft  way. 

Well.  There  are  cafualties 
That  men  are  fubjecl:  to. 

Mar.  You  are  above  'em,' 
And  as  you  are  already  worfhipful, 
I  hope  e'er  long  you  will  encreafe  in  worihip, 
And  be  right  worfhipful. 

Well.  Pr'ythee  do  not  flout  me. 
What  I  {hall  be,  I  {hall  be.     Is't  for  your  eafe, 
You  keep  your  hat  off? 

Mar.  Eafe,  and  it  like  your  worihip. 
I  hope  Jack  Marrall  mall  not  live  fo  long, 
To  prove  himfelf  fuch  an  unmannerly  beail, 
Tho'  it  hail  hazel  nuts,  as  to  be  cover'd 
When  your  worship's  prefent. 

Well.  Is  not  this  a  true  rogue,  [J, 

That  out  of  meer  hope  of  a  future  coz'nage 
Can  turn  thus  fuddenly  ?  'tis  rank  already. 

Mar.    I  know  your  worfhip's  wife,    and  needs  no 
counfel :  * 

Yet  if  in  my  defire  to  do  you  fervice, 
I  humbly  offer  my. advice  (but  flill 
Under  correction)  I  hope  I  lliall  not 
Incur  your  high  difpleafure, 

Well.  No  ;  fpeak  freely. 

Mar.  Then  in  my  judgment,  fir,  my  Ample  judgment, 
(Still  with  your  worlhip's  favour)  I  could  wifn  you 
A  better  habit,  for  this  cannot  be 
But  much  diftaflful  to  the  noble  lady 
(I  fay  no  more)  that  loves  you:  for  this  morning. 
To  me  (and  I  am  but  a  fwine  to  her) 
Before  th'  affurance  of  her  wealth  perfum'd  you, 
You  favour'd  not  of  amber. 

Well.  Do  I  now  then  i        [KiJ/es  the  end  of  his  cudgeh 

Mar, 


r J 
Hue. 
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Mar.  This  your  battoon  hath  got  a  touch  of  it. 
Yet  if  you  pleafe,  for  change,  I  have  twenty  pounds  here, 
Which,  out  of  my  true  love,  I  prefently 
Lay  down  at  your  worship's  feet :  'twill  ferve  to  buy  you 
A  riding  fuit. 

Well.  But  where's  the  horfe  ? 

Mar.  My  gelding 
Is  at  your  fervice  :  nay,  you  mall  ride  me, 
Before  your  worihip  mall  be  put  to  the  trouble 
To  walk  a  foot.     Alas !  when  you  are  lord 
Of  this  lady's  manor  (as  I  know  you  will  be) 
You  may  with  the  leafe  of  glebe-land,   call'd  Knaves- 
A  place  I  would  manure,  requite  your  vaiTal.  [acre, 

Well.  I  thank  thy  love  ;  but  mult  make  no  ufe  of  it. 
What's  twenty  pounds  ? 

Mar.  'Tis  all  that  I  can  make,  fir. 

Well.  Do'ft  thou  think,  thoM  want  cloaths,  I  could 
not  have  'em, 
For  one  word  to  my  lady  ? 

Mar.  As  I  know  not  that— 

Well.  Come,  I'll  tell  thee  a  fecret,  and  fo  leave  thee.1 
I'll  not  give  her  the  advantage,  tho'  fhe  be 
A  gallant-minded  lady,  after  we  are  married 
(There  being  no  woman  but  is  fomething  fro  ward) 
To  hit  me  in  the  teeth,  and  fay  fhe  was  forc'd 
To  buy  my  wedding  cloaths,  and  took  me  on 
With  a  plain  riding  fuit,  and  an  ambling  nag. 
No,  I'll  be  furnihVd  fomething  like  myfelf. 
And  fo  farewell ;  for  thy  fuit  touching  Knaves-acre, 
When  it  is  mine,  'tis  thine, 

Mar.  I  thank  your  worfhip.  [Exit  WelL 

How  was  I  cozen'd  in  the  calculation 
Of  this  man's  fortune  ?  my  mailer  cozen'd  too, 
Whofe  pupil  I  am  in  the  art  of  undoing  men  ; 
For  that  is  our  profemon.     Well,  well,  mr.  Wellborn, 
You  are  of  a  fweet  nature,  and  fit  again  to  be  cheated ; 
Which,  if  the  fates  pleafe,  when  you  are  poffefs'd 
Of  the  land  and  lady,  you  fans  quejiion  mall  be, 
I'll  prefently  think  of  the  means.        [Walks  by>  mujing. 
*  Enter 
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Enter  Overreach. 

Over.  Sirrah  !  take  my  horfe 
I'll  walk  to  get  me  an  appetite.     'Tis  but  a  mile  * 
And  exercife  will  keep  me  from  being  purfey. 
Ha!  Marrall !  is  he  conjuring  ?    Perhaps 
The  knave  has  wrought  the  prodigal  to  do 
Some  outrage  on  himfelf,  and  now  he  feels 
Compunction  in  his  confcience  for't :  no  matter 
So  it  be  done.     Marrall !  | 

Mar.  Sir. 

Over.  How  fucceed  we 
In  our  plot  on  Wellborn  ? 

Mar.  Never  better,  fir. 

Over.  Has  he  hang'd  or  drown'd  himfelf? 

Mar.  No,  fir,  he  lives. 
Lives  once  more  to  be  made  a  prey  to  you  ; 
And  greater  prey  than  ever. 

Over.  Art  thou  in  thy  wits  ? 
If  thou  art,  reveal  this  miracle,  and  briefly. 

Mar.  A  lady,  fir,  is  faTn  in  love  with  hirru 

Over.  With  him  !    What  lady  ? 

Mar.  The  rich  lady  Allworth. 

Over.  Thou  dolt ;  how  dar'ft  thou  fpeak  this  ? 

Mar.  I  fpeak  truth; 
And  I  do  fo  but  once  a  year  ;  unlefs 
It  be  to  you,  fir.     We  din'd  with  her  ladyftiip : 
I  thank  his  worfhip. 

Over.  His  worfliip ! 

Mar.  As  I  live,  fir, 
I  din'd  with  him,  at  the  great  lady's  table,  • 
Simple  as  I  Hand  here  ;  and  faw  when  fne  kifs'd  him  ; 
And  would,  at  his  requeft,  have  kifs'd  me  too  ; 
But  I  was  not  fo  audacious  as  fome  youths  are, 
And  dare  do  any  thing,  be  it  ne'er  fo  abfurd 
And  fad  after  performance. 

Over.  Why  thou  rafcal, 
To  tell  me  thefe  impofiibilities :    . 
Dine  at  her  table  !  and  kifs  him  !  or  thee  ! 
Impudent  varlet.     Have  not  I  myfelf, 

To  whom  great  counteffes  doors  have  oft  flew  open, 

Tea 
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Ten  times  attempted,  fince  her  hulbancTs  death, 

In  vain  to  fee  her,  tho'  I  came a  fuitor ; 

And  yet  your  good  follicitorfhip,  and  rogue— Wellborn^ 
Were  brought  into  her  prefence,  feafled  with  her. 
But  that  I  know  thee  a  dog  that  cannot  blufh, 
This  mofl  iiacredible  lye  would  call  up  one 
On  thy  butter-milk  cheeks. 

Mar.  Shall  I  not  truft  my  eyes,  fir  ? 
Or  taite  ?  I  feel  her  good  cheer  in  my  belly. 

Over.   You   mall  feel  me,   if  you  give  not  over* 
firrah  : 
Recover  .your  brains  again,  and  be  no  more  gulPd 
With  a  begger's  plot,  afMed  by  the  aids 
Of  ferving  men  and  chamber-maids ;  for,  beyond  thefe, 
Thou  never  faw'ft  a  woman ;  or  I'll  quit  you 
From  my  employments. 

Mar.  Will  you  credit  this,  yet  I 
On  my  confidence  of  their  marriage,  I  oiFer'd  Wellborn 
(I  would  give  a  crown  now,  I  durft  fay  his  worlhip)*— 
My  nagg,  and  twenty  pounds.  \Afide* 

Over.  Did  you  fo?  [Strikes  him  down* 

Was  this  the  way  to  work  him  to  defpair, 
Or  rather  to  crofs  me  ? 

Mar.   Will  your  worihip  kill  me  ? 

Over.  No,  no ;  but  drive  the  lying  fplrit  out  of  yon* 

Mar.   He's  gone. 

Over.  I  have  done  then.    Now,  forgetting 
Your  late  imaginary  feaft  and  lady, 
Know  my  lord  Lovell  dines  with  me  to-morrow  : 
Ee  careful  nought  be  wanting  to  receive  him ; 
And  bid  my  daughter's  women  trim  her  up, 
Tho'  they  paint  her,  fo  me  catch  the  lord ;  I'll  thank 
There's  a  peace,  for  my  late  blows.  ['em. 

Mar.  I  muft'yet  fuffer  : 
But  there  may  be  a  time  [JJide* 

Over.  Do  you  grumble? 

Mar.  No,  fir.  \Exeitnt% 


Aftus 
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Adtus  tertius,  Scena  prima, ' 

Lowell)    Allwoorth,    Servants. 

Low,  1T7ALK  the  horfes  down  the  hill :  fomething 

\y  in  private 

I  muft  impart  to  Allworth.  [Ex.  Servants* 

AHwj.  O  my  lord  ! 
What  facriflce  of  reverence,  duty,  watching  ; 
Altho'  I  could  put  off  the  ufe  of  ileep, 
And  ever  wait  on  your  commands  to  ferve  'em  ; 
What  danger,  tho'  in  ne'er  fo  horrid  fhapes, 
Nay  death  itfelf,  tho'  I  mould  run  to  meet  it, 
Can  I,  and  with  a  thankful  willingnefs,  fuffer^ 
But  ftill  the  retribution  will  fall  fhort 
Of  your  bounties  fhower'd  upon  me. 

Low.  Loving  youth, 
Till  what  I  purpofe  be  put  into  act, 
Do  not  o'er- prize  it :  fmce  you  have  trufted  me 
With  your  foul's  nearer!:,  nay,  her  deareft  fecret, 
Reft  confident,  'tis  in  a  cabinet  lock'd 
Treachery  mall  never  open.     I  have  found  you 
(For  fo  much  to  your  face  I  muft  profefs, 
Howe'er  you  guard  your  modefty  with  a  blufh  for't) 
More  zealous  in  your  love  and  fervice  to  me, 
Than  I  have  been  in  my  rewards* 

AHwj.  Still  great  ones, 
Above  my  merit. 

.    Low.  Such  your  gratitude  calls  'em : 
Nor  am  I  of  that  harfh  and  rugged  temper 
As  fome  great  men  are  tax'd  with,  who  imagine 
They  part  from  the  refpect  due  to  their  honours, 
If  they  ufe  not  all  fuch  as  follow  'em, 
Without  diftinction  of  their  births,  like  flaves. 
I  am  not  fo  condition'd ;  I  can  make 
A  fitting  difference  between  my  foot-boy 
And  a  gentleman,   by  wmt  compell'd  to- ferve  me. 

Allwj.  "Tis  thankfully  acknowledg'd ;  you  have  been 
More  like  a  father  to  me  than  a  mailer, 
fray  you,  pardon  the  comparifon.  Low. 
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Low.  I  allow  it; 
And  give  you  afTurance  I'm  pleas'd  in't. 
My  carriage  and  demeanor  to  your  miflrefs, 
Fair  Margaret,  fhall  truly  witnefs  for  me, 
I  can  command  my  pamon. 

Alkw,  'Tis  a  conqueft 
Few  lords  can  boaft  of  when  they  are  tempted. — Oh ! 

L~o<v.  Why  do  you  figh  ?  can  you  be  doubtful  of  me  ? 
By  that  fair  name,  I  in  the  wars  have  purchas'd, 
And  all  my  actions  hitherto  untainted, 
I  will  not  be  more  true  to  mine  own  honour, 
Than  to  my  All  worth. 

Jlhv.  As  you  are  the  brave  lord  LovelJ, 
Your  bare  word  only  given,  is  an  afTurance 
Of  more  validity  and  weight  to  me, 
Than  all  the  oaths  bound  up  with  imprecations, 
Which,  when  they  would  deceive,  moll  courtiers  practife : 
Yet  being  a  man  (for  fure  to  flile  you  more 
Would  relifh  of  grofs  flattery)  I  am  forc'd, 
Againft.  my  confidence  of  your  worth  and  virtues, 
To  doubt,   nay  more,   to  fear. 

Low.  So  young,  and  jealous! 

Allnjo.  Were  you  to  encounter  with  a  fingle  foe. 
The  victory  were  certain  :  but  to  ftand 
The  charge  of  two  fuch  potent  enemies, 
At  once  affaulting  you,   as  wealth  and  beauty,. 
And  thofe  too  feconded  with  power,   is  odds 
Too  great  for  Hercules. 

Lo<v.  Speak  your  doubts  and  fears, 
Since  you  will  nourifh  'em,  in  plainer  language, 
That  I  may  underftand  'em, . 

Allnjo.  What's  your  will, 
Though  I  lend  arms  againft  myfelf,   (provided 
They  may  advantage  you)  mufl  be  obey'd. 
My  much-lov'd  lord,   were  Margaret  only  fair, 
The  cannon  of  her  more  than  earthly  form, 
Though  mounted  high,   commanding  all  beneath  it, 
And  ramm'd  with  bullets  of  her  fparkling  eyes, 
Of  all  the  bulwarks  that  defend  your  fenfes, 
Could  batter  none,  but  that  which  guards  your  fight. 

But 
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But  when  the  well-tun' d  accents  of  her  tongue 
Make  mufick  to  you,  arid  with  numerous  founds 
AfTault  your  hearing  (fuch  as  if  Ulyffes 
Now  liv'd  again,  howe're  he  flood  the  Sirens, 
Could  not  refifl)  the  combat  muft  grow  doubtful, 
Between  your  reafon  and  rebellious  paflions. 
Add  this  too  ;  when  you  feel  her  touch,  and  breath 
Like  a  foft  weftern  wind,  when  it  glides  o'er 
Arabia,  creating  gums  and  fpices  ; 
And  in  the  van,  the  neclar  of  her  lips 
Which  you  muft  tafte,  bring  the  battalia  on, 
Well-arm'd  and  ftrongly  lin'd  with  her  difcourfe, 
And  knowing  manners  to  give  entertainment ; 
Hippolytus  himfelf  would  leave  Diana 
To  follow  fuch  a  Venus. 

Lou.  Love  hath  made  you 
Poetical,  Allworth. 

Alhv.  Grant  all  thefe  beat  off, 
(Which  if  it  be  in  man  to  do,  you'll  do  it) 
Mammon,  in  iir  Giles  Overreach,  fteps  in 
With  heaps  of  ill-got  gold  and  fo  much  land, 
To  make  her  more  remarkable,  as  would  tire 
A  faulcon's  wings  in  one  day  to  fly  over. 
O  my  good  lord !  thefe  powerful  aids,  which  would 
Make  a  rnifhapen  negro  beautiful, 
(Yet  are  but  ornaments  to  give  her  luftre, 
That  in  herfelf  is  all  perfection)    muft 
Prevail  for  her.    I  here  releafe  your  truft, 
'  Tis  happinefs  enough  for  me  to  ferve  you ; 
And  fometimes,  with  chafte  eyes,  to  look  on  her. 
Lq<v.  Why,  fhall  I  fwear  ? 
Jll-vj.  Oh,  by  no  means  my  lord  ! 
And  wrong  not  fo  your  judgment  to  the  world, 
As  from  your  fond  indulgence  to  a  boy, 
Your  page,  your  fervant,  to  refufe  a  bleffing 
Divers  great  men  are  rivals  for. 

Lot'.  Sufpend 
Your  judgment  till  the  trial.     How  far  is  it 
To  Overreach's  houfe  ? 

dllw^  At  the  moll,  fome  half  hour's  riding  ; 
You'll  foon  be  there.  Lcru' 
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Lov.  And  you  the  fooner  freed 
From  your  jealous  fears. 

Alhw.  Oh  that  I  durft  but  hope  it !  {Exeunt* 


A<ftus  tertius,    Scena  fecunda. 

Overreach^  Greedy ,  Mar  rail. 

Overreach,   O  Pare  for  no  coft*  let  my  dreflers  crack; 

^j         with  the  weight 
Of  curious  viands. . 

Greedy.  Store  indeed' s  no  fore>  fir. 

Over.  That  proverb  fits  your  ftomach,  mr.  Greedy,} 
And  let  *io  plate  be  feen  but  what's  pure  gold, 
Or  fuch  whofe  workmanfhip  exceeds  the  matter 
That  it  is  made  of;  let  my  choicefl  linen 
Perfume  the  room  ;  and  when  we  wafh,  the  water 
With  precious  powders  mix'd>  to  pleafe  my  lord, 
That  he  may  with  envy  wifh  to  bathe  fo  ever. 

Mar,  'Twill  be  very  chargeable. 

Over.  Avant,  you  drudge. 
Now  all  my  labour'd  ends  are  at  the  ftake, 
Is't  time  to  think  of  thrift  ?  Call  in  my  daughter. 
And,  mailer  Jufticej  iince  you  love  choice  difhes, 
And  plenty  of  'em 

Greedy.  As  I  do  indeed>  fir> 
Almoft  as  much  as  to  give  thanks  for  'em* 

Over.  I  do  confer  that  province,  with  my  power 
Of  abfolute  command  to  have  abundance* 
To  your  belt  care. 

Greedy.  I'll  pun&ually  difcharge  it, 
And  give  the beft  directions.— Now  ami 
In  mine  own  conceit  a  monarch,  at  the  leafr. 
Arch-prefident  of  the  boil'd*  the  roaft,  the  bak'd  \ 
For  which  I  will  eat  often  and  give  thanks> 
When  my  belly's  brac'd  up  like  a  drum,  and  that's  pure 
juftice. 

Over.  It  muft  be  fo*    Should  the  foolifh  girl  f  rove 

modcft>  \Exit  Greedy. 

z  She 
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She  may  fpoil  all ;  fhe  had  it  not  from  me, 
But  from  her  mother  :  I  was  ever  forward, 
As  fhe  mull  be,  and  therefore  I'll  prepare  her. 
Alone,  and  let  your  women  wait  without,  Margaret* 
Marg.  Your  pleafure,  fir  ? 
0<ver.  Ha,  this  is  a  neat  drefTmg  ! 
Thefe  orient  pearls,  and  diamonds  well  pac'd  too  ! 
The  gown  affe&s  me  not ;  it  fhould  have  been 
Embroider'd  o'er  and  o'er  with  flowers  of  gold ; 
But  thefe  rich  jewels  and  quaint  fafhion  help  it. 
And  how  below  ?  fince  oft  the  wanton  eye 
The  face  obferv'd,  defcends  unto  the  foot ; 
Which  being  proportion'd,  as  your's  is, 
Invites  as  much  as  perfect  white  and  red, 
Though  without  art.     How  like  you  your  new  woman, 
The  lady  Downfalls  ? 

Marg.  Well  for  a  companion ; 
Not  as  a  fervant. 

Over.  Is  flie  humble,    Meg  ? 
And  careful  too,  her  lady  (hip  forgotten? 
Marg.  I  pity  her  fortune. 
Over.  Pity  her  !  trample  on  her. 
I  took  her  up  in  an  old  tatter'd  gown, 
(E'en  flarv'd  for  want  of  two-penny  chops)  to  ferve  thee; 
And  if  I  underfland  fhe  but  repines 
To  do  thee  any  duty,  though  ne'er  fo  fervile, 
I'll  pack  her  to  her  Knight,  where  I  have  lodg'd  him, 
Into  the  Counter;  and  there  let  'em  howl  together. 

Marg.  You  know  your  own  ways ;  but  for  me,  I  blufh 
When  I  command  her,  that  was  once  attended 
With  perfons  not  inferior  to  myfelf 
In  birth. 

Over.  In  birth  I  Why  art  thou  not  my  daughter, 
The  bleft  child  of  my  induflry  and  wealth  ? 
Why  foolifh  girl,  was't  not  to  make  thee  great, 
That  I  have  ran,  and  ftill  purfue  thofe  ways 
That  hale  down  curfes  on  me,  which  I  mind  not  ? 
Part  with  thefe  humble  thoughts,  and  apt  thyfelf 
To  the  noble  flate  I  labour  to  advance  thee; 
Or,  by  my  hopes  to  fee  thee  honourable, 

I  will 
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I  will  adopt  a  ftranger  to  my  heir, 

And  throw  thee  from  my  care  ;  do  not  provoke  me. 

Marg.   I  will  not,  fir ;  mould  me  which  way  you 
pleafe. 

Over.  How,  interrupted  ?  \Enter  Greedy* 

Greedy.  'Tis  mater  of  importance. 
The  cook,  fir,  is  felf-will'd,   and  will  not  learn 
From  my  experience.     There's  a  fawn  brought  in,  fir, 
And,   for  my  Kfe,   I  cannot  make  him  roafl  it, 
With  a  Norfolk  dumpling  in  the  belly  of  it : 
And,  fir,  we  wife  men  know,  without  the  dumpling 
'Tis  not  worth  three  pence. 

Over.  Would  it  were  whole  in  thy  belly 
To  fluff  it  out ;  cook  it  any  way,   pry'thee,    leave  me. 

Greedy.  Without  order  for  the  dumpling  ? 

Over.  Let  it  be  dumpl'd 
Which  way  thou  wilt ;  or,  tell  him,   I  will  fcald  him 
In  his  own  cauldron. 

Greedy.  I  had  loft  my  ftomach, 
Had  I  loft  my  miftrefs's  dumpling ;  I'll  give  ye  thanks 
for't. 

Over.  But  to  our  bufinefs,  Meg ;  you  have  heard  who 
dines  here.  [Exit  Greedy. 

Marg.  I  have,  fir. 

Over.  'Tis  an  honourable  man, 
A  lord,   Meg,  and  commands  a  regiment 
Of  foldiers ;  and  what's  rare,  is  one  himfelf  j 
A  bold  and  underftanding  one ;  and  to  be 
A  Lord,  and  a  good  leader  in  one  volume, 
Is  granted  unto  few,  but  fuch  as  rife  up 
The  kingdom's  glory.  [Eater  Greedy, 

Greedy.  I'll  refign  my  office, 
If  I  be  not  better  obey'd. 

Over.  'Slight,  art  thou  frantick  ? 

Greedy.  Frantick  !  'twould  make  me  frantick,  and  ftark 
mad, 
Were  I  not  a  Juftice  of  Peace,  and  Quorum  too, 
Which  this  rebellious  Cook  cares  not  a  ftraw  for. 
There  are  a  dozen  of  woodcocks—— 

Over.  Make  thyfelf 
Vol.  VIII.  F  Thirteen, 
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Thirteen,  the  bakers  dozen. 

Greedy^  I  am  contented, 
■So  they  may  be  drefs'd  to  my  mind  ;  he  has  found  Out 
A  new  device  for  fauce>  and  will  not  dim  'em 
With  toaft  and  butter.    My  father  was  a  taylor  ; 
And  my  name,  though  a  Juffice,  Greedy  Woodcock; 
And,  e'er  I'll  fee  my  lineage  fo  abus'd, 
I'll  give  up  my  commiffiom     j 

GW.  Cook,  rogue,  obey  him. 
I  have  given  the  word,  pray  you  now  remove  yourfelf 
To  a  collar  of  brawn,  and  trouble  me  no  farther. 

Greedy.  I   will*  and  meditate  what  to  eat  at  dinner. 

\Exit  Greedy* 

Over.  And,  as  I  faid,  Meg,  when  this  gull  difturb'd 
us ; 
This  honourable  lord*  this  colonel, 
I  would  have  thy  hufband. 

Marg.  There's  too  much  difparity 
Between  his  quality  and  mine  to  hope  it. 

Over*  I  more  than  hope  it,  and  doubt  not  to  effect  it$ 
Be  thou  no  enemy  to  thyfelf ;  my  wealth 
Shall  weigh  his  titles  down,  and  make  you  equals. 
Now  for  the  means  to  affure  him  thine,  obferve  me  j 
Remember  he's  a  courtier*  and  a  foldier, 
And  not  to  be  trifled  with ;  and  therefore  when 
He  comes  to  woo  you,  fee  you  do  not  coy  it. 
Thi3  mincing  modefty  hath  fpoil'd  many  a  match 
By  a  firft  refufal,  in  vain  after  hop'd  fori 

Marg.  You'll  have  me,  fir,  preferve  the  diilance  that 
Confines  a  virgin  ? 

Over.  Virgin  me  no  virgins. 
J  will  have  you  lofe  that  name,  (3r  you  lofe  me ; 
I  will  have  you  private*  Hart  not,  I  fay  private, 
If  thou  art  my  true  daughter,  not  a  baftard, 
Thou  wilt  venture  alone  with  one  man,  though  h^  cam^ 
Like  Jupiter  to  Semele,  and  come  off  too : 
And  therefore  *  when  he  kiffes  you,  kifs  clofe. 

Marg.  I  have  heard  this  is  the  (trumpets  fafhion,  fir* 

Which  I  mufr.  never  learn  * 

Over.  Ltarn  any  thing, 

And 
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And  from  any  creature  that  may  make  thee  great ; 
From  the  devil  himfelf. 

Marg.  This  is  but  devilifh  do&rine  ! 
Over.  Or  if  his  blood  grow  hot,  fuppofe  he  offdr 
beyond  this ;  do  you  not  flay  till  it  cool, 
But  meet  it  with  ardor  ?  if  a  couch  be  near* 
Sit  down  on't>  and  invite  him, 
Marg.  In  your  own  houfe, 
Your  own  houfe,  fir  ?  for  heaven's  fake !  What  are  yoVL 

then  ? 
Or,  what  mall  I  be,  fir  ? 

Over.  Stand  not  on  form  : 
Words  are  no  fubftances. 

Marg.  Though  you  could  difpenfe 
With  your  own  honour ;  call  afide  religion* 
The  hopes  of  heaven*  t>r  fear  of  hell :  excufe  me. 
In  worldly  policy,  this  is  not  the  way 
To  make  me  his  wife  :  his  whore,  I  grant,  it  may  do.. 
My  maiden^ honour  fo  foon  yielded  up, 
Nay  proftituted,  cannot  but  affure  him, 
I  that  am  light  to  him  will  not  hold  weight 
When  tempted  by  others  :  fo  in  judgment, 
When  to  his  lull  I  have  given  up  my  honour, 
He  mull,  and  will  forfake  me. 
Over.  How !  forfake  thee  ? 
Do  I  wear  a  fword  for  famion  r  or  is  this  arm 
Shrunk  up,  or  wither'd?  does  there  live  a  man 
Of  that  large  lift  I  have  encountered  with, 
Can  truly  fay  I  e'er  gave  inch  of  ground, 
Not  purchas'd  with  his  blood,  that  did  oppofe  me  ? 
Forfake  thee  when  the  thing  is  done  ?  he  dares  not* 
Give  me  but  proof,  he  has  enjoy'd  thy  perfon, 
Though  all  his  captains,  echo's  to  his  will, 
Stood  arm'd  by  his  fide  to  jultify  the  wrong, 
And  he  himfelf  in  the  head  of  his  bold  troop, 
Spite  of  his  lordfhip,  and  colonellhip, 
Or  the  judge's  favour,  I  will  make  him  render 
A  bloody  and  a  ftricl  account,  and  force  him 
Sy  marrying  thee,  to  cure  thy  wounded  honour; 
I  have  faid  it.  \Enter  MarralL 

F  2  jtftarh 
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Mar.  Sir,  the  man  of  honour's  come, 
Newly  alighted. 

Over.  In,  without  reply, 
Arid  do  as  I  command,  or  thou  art  loft,        [Exit  Marg. 
Is  the  loud  mufick,  I  gave  order  for, 
Ready  to  receive  him  I 

Mar.   'Tis,  fir. 

Over.  Let  'em  found 
A  princely  welcome.     Roughnefs,  a  while  leave  me  j 
For  fawning  now,  a  ftranger  to  my  nature, 
Muft  make  way  for  me.  [Loud  mujick. 

Enter  Lovcll,  Greedy,  Mlvoorthy  Marrall. 
Lov.  Sir,  you  meet  your  trouble. 

Over,  What  you  are  pleas'd  to  ftile  fo,  is  an  honour 
Above  my  worth  and  fortunes. 

Allvo,  Strange  !  fo  "humble. 

Over,  A  juftice  of  peace,  my  lord.      [Prefents  Greedy 
-Lot).  Your  hand,  good  fir.  to  him. 

Greedy.  This  is  a  lord  ;  and  fome  think  this  a  favour; 
But  I  had  rather  have  my  hand  in  my  dumpling.    [Afide. 

Over,  Room  for  my  lord. 

Lov.  I  mifs,  fir,  your  fair  daughter 
To  crown  my  welcome. 

Over.  May  it  pleafe  my  lord 
To  tafte  a  glafs  of  Greek  wine  firft,  and  fuddenly 
She  fhall  attend,  my  lord 

Lov,  You'll  be  obey'd,  fir.     [Ex.  omnes  frteter  Over. 

Over.  'Tis  to  my  wifh ;  as  foon  as  come,  afk  for  her ! 
Why,  Meg !  Meg  Overreach — how !  tears  in  your  eyes? 
Hali !  dry  'em  quickly,  or  I'll  dig  'em  out. 
Is  this  a  time  to  whimper  ?  meet  that  greatnefs 
That  flies  into  thy  bofom ;  think  what  'tis 
For  me  to  fay,  my  honourable  daughter: 
And  thou,  when  I  ftand  bare,  to  fay,  put  on ; 
Or,  father  you, forget  yourfelf ;  no  more, 

But  be  inflru&ed,  or  expert. He  comes. 

[Enter  Lov  ell.  Greedy,  Marrall,  they  falute, 
A  black-brow'd  girl,  my  lord. 

Lov.  As  I  live,  a  rare  one ! 

Jflvj*  He's  took  already  ;  I  am  16ft. 

Over. 
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Over.  That  kifs 
Came  twanging  off,  I  like  it ;  quit  the  room.  [The reft  ojfm 
A*little  balhful,  my  good  lord,  but  you,  * 

I  hope,  will  teach  her  boldnefs. 

Lov.  I  am  happy 
In  fuch  a  fcholar  :  but     ■    «■ 

Over.  I  am  pail  learning, 
And  therefore  leave  you  to  yourfelves :  remember—— 
[to  his  daughter*     Exit  Overreach. 

Lov.  You  fee,  fair  lady,  your  father  is  folicitous 
To  have  you  change  the  barren  name  of  virgin 
Into  a  hopeful  wife. 

Marg.  His  hafte,  my  lord, 
Holds  no  power  o^er  my  will. 

Lov.  But  o'er  your  duty 

Marg.  Which  forc'd  too  much,  may  break. 

Lov.  Bend  rather,  fweeteft  : 
Think  of  your  years. 

Marg.  Too  few  to  match  with  yours  : 
And  choicefl  fruits  too  foon  pluck'd,  rot  and  wither, 

Lov.  Do  you  think  I  am  old? 

Marg.  I  am  fure,  I  am  too  young. 

Lov.  I  can  advance  you. 

Marg.  To  a  hill  of  forrow ; 
Where  every  hour  I  may  expedt  to  fall, 
But  never  hope  firm  footing.     You  are  noble  ; 
I  of  low  defcent,  however  rich  ; 
And  tiffues  match'd  with  fcarlet  fuit  but  ill. 

0  my  good  lord,  I  could  fay  more,  but  that 

1  dare  not  trull  thefe  walls. 

Lov.  Pray  you  trull  my  ear  then.  [Enter  Ov.  lijlemng, 

Over.  Clofe  at  it !  whifpering  !  this  is  excellent! 
And  by  their  poilures,  a  confent  on  both  parts.     [Enter 

Greedy.  Sir  Giles,  fir  Giles  !  Greedy. 

Over.  The  great  fiend  Hop  that  clapper  ! 

Greedy.  It  'mufl  ring  out,  fir,  when  my  belly  rings 
noon. 
The  bak'd- meats  are  run  out,  the   roaft  turn'd  powder.. 

Over.  I  fliall  powder  you. 

Greedy.  Beat  me  to  dull  I  care  not; 

F  3  In 
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In  fuch  a  caufe  as  this,  I'll  die  a  martyr. 

Over.  Marry  and  fhall:  you  Barathrum  of  the  fliam'- 
'  bles.  [Strikes  him* 

Greedy.  How!  flrike   a  juftice  of  peace?  'tis   petty- 
treafon 
Edwardi  quinto  ;  but  that  you  are  my  friend, 
I  would  commit  you  without  bail  or  mainprize. 

Over.  Leave  your  bawling,  fir,  or  I  fhall  commiDyou 
Where  you  mail  not  dine  to  day  :  diilurb  my  lord 
When  he  i§  in  difcourfe  ? 

Greedy.   Is't  a  time  to  talk 
When  we  mould  be  munching  ? 

Lov.  Ha  !  I  heard  fome  noife. 

Over,  Mum,  villain  ;  vanifh :  ihall  we  break  a  bargain 
Almoil  made  up  ?  [fhrufts  Greedy  off* 

Lo<v.  Lady,  I  underftand  you  ; 
And  reft  molt  happy  in  your  choice.     Believe  it, 
I'll  be  a  careful  pilot  to  direct 
Your  yet  uncertain  bark  to  a  port  of  fafety. 

Marg.  So  ihall  your  honour  fave  two  lives,  and  bind 
Your  Haves  for  ever.  [m 

Lov.  I  am  in  the  aft  rewarded, 
Since  it  is  good ;  howe'er  you  muft  put  on 
An  amorous  carriage  towards  me,  to  delude 
Your  &btle  father. 

Marg.  I  am  prone  to  that. 

Lov.  Now  break  we  off  our  conference.— —Sir  Giles, 
Where  is  fir  Giles  ? 

Enter  Overreach,  and  the  reft. 

Over.  My  noble  lord;  and  how 
Does  your  lordihip  find  her  •? 

Lov.  Apt,  fir  Giles,  and  coming, 
V^nd  I  like  her  the  better. 

Over.  So  do  I  too. 

Lov.  Yet  mould  we  take  forts  at  the  firft  aflault, 
'Twere  poor  in  the  defendant.     I  mufl  confirm  her 
With  d  love-letter  or  two,  which  I  mull  have 
peliver'd  by  my  page,  and  you  give  way  to't. 

Over.  With  all  my  foul:— r~3  towardly  gentleman  ! 

Your 
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Your  hand,  good  mr.  Allworth,  know  my  houfe 
Is  ever  open  to  you. 

AUvj.  'Twas  lliut  till  now.  [Afide. 

Over.  Well  done,  well  done,  my  honourable  daugh- 
Th'art  fo  already  :  know  this  gentle  youth,  [ter  i 

And  cherifh  him,  my  honourable  daughter* 

Mart  I  (hall  with  my  belt  care. 

[Noife  within  at  of  a  coach. 

Over.  A  coach ! 

Greedy.  More  ftopa 
Before  we  go  to  dinner  (  O  my  guts !       [Enter  Lady  and 

Lady.  I£  I  find  welcome,  Wellborn., 

You  fhare  in  it  $  if  not,  I'll  back  again, 
Now  I  know  your  ends  *  for  I  come  arm'd  for  all 
Can  be  objected. 

Lov.  How  !  the  lady  Allworth ! 

Over.  And  thus  attended  ! 

Mar.  No,  I  am  a  dolt;     [Love// fa lutes  the  Lady,  the 
The  fpirit  of  lyes  had  enterM  me.       Ladyfalutes  Mar§* 

Over.  Peace,  patch, 
'Tis  more  than  wonder,  an  aftonimment 
That  does  poffefs  me  wholly. 

Lov.  Noble  lady, 
This  is  a  favour  to  prevent  my  vifit, 
The  fervice  of  my  life  can  never  equal. 

Lady*  My  lord,  I  laid  wait  for  you,  and  mudi  hop'd 
You  would  have  made  my  poor  houfe  your  firft  inn  : 
And  therefore  doubting  that  you  might  forget  me, 
Or  too  long  dwell  here,  having  fuch  ample  caufe, 
In  this  unequalPd  beauty,  for  your  ftay  ; 
And  fearing  to  truft  any  but  myfelf 
With  the  relation  of  my  fervice  to  you, 
I  borrow' d  fo  much  from  my  long  reftraint, 
And  took  the  air  in  perfon  to  invite  you. 

Lov.  Your  bounties  are  fo  great,  they  rob  me,  madam,, 
Of  words  to  give  you  thanks. 

Lady.  Good  fir  Giles  Overreach.  [Salutes  him* 

How  do'ft  thou,  Marrall  ?  Lik'd  you  my  meat  fo  ill, 
You'll  dine  no  more  with  me  ? 

¥  4  Greedj\ 
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Greedy,  I  will  when  you  pleafe, 
And  it  like  your  ladyfhip. 

Lady.  When  you  pleafe,  mr.  Greedy  ; 
If  meat  can  do  it,  you  fhall  be  fatisfied  : 
And  now,  my  lord,  pray  take  into  your  knowledge 
This  gentleman  \   howe'er  his  outfide's  coarfe,    [Prefents 
His  inward  linings  are  as  fine  and  fair  Wellborn. 

As  any  man's.     Wonder  not  I  fpeak  at  large  : 
And  howfoe'er  his  humour  carries  him 
To  be  thus  accouter'd  ;  or  what  taint  foever 
For  his  wild  life  have  ftuck  upon  his  fame  ; 
He  may  e'er  long  with  boldnefs  rank  himfelf 
With  iome  that  have  contemn'd  him      Sir  Giles  Over- 
If  I  am  welcome,  bid  him  fo.  [reach, 

Over    My  nephew ! 
He  hath  been  too  long  a  ftranger :  'faith  you  have. 
Pray  let  it  be  mended.     [Lovell  conferring  <witb  Wellborn. 

Mar.  Why,  fir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
This  is  rogue  Wellborn,  monfter,  prodigy, 
That  fhould  hang,  or  drown  himfelf,  no  man  of  wor- 
Much  lefs  your  nephew.  [ftnp» 

Over.  Well,  firrah,  we  fhall  reckon 
For  this  hereafter. 

Mir.  I'll  not  lofe  my  jeer, 
Tho'  I  be  beaten  dead  for  it. 

Welt.  J  .et  my  filence  plead 
In  my  excufe,  my  lord,  till  better  leifure 
Offer  itfelf  to  hear  a  full  relation 
Of  my  poor  fortunes. 

Lov.  I  would  hear  and  help  'em. 

Over.  Your  dinner  waits  you. 

L&tf.  Fray  you  lead,  we  follow. 

Lady.  Nay,  you  are  my  gueft ;  come,  dear  mr.  Well- 
born *  [Exeunt.     Manet  Greedy. 

Greedy.    Dear  mr.  Wellborn !  fo  fhe  faid ;    heav'n  ! 
heav'n ! 
If  my  bdly  would  giveme  leave,  I  could  ruminate 
All  day  on  this  :  I  have  granted  twenty  warrants 
To  have  him  committed,  from  all  prifons  in  the  fhire. 
To  Nottingham  jail !   And  now,  dear  mr.  Wellborn  ! 
And  my  good  nephew  f- But  I  play  the  fool  To 
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To  fland  here  prating,  and  forget  my  dinner. 

Are  they  fee,  Marrall?  [Enter  MarralL 

Mar.  Long  fince  ;  pray. you  a  word,  fir. 

Greedy.  No  wording  now.       ■  -  : 

Mar.  In  troth,  J  mull :  my  mafter^ 
Knowing  you  are  his  good  friend,  makes  bold  with  you, 
And  does  intreat  you,  more  guefls  being  come  in 
Than  he  expected,  efpecially  his  nephew. 
The  table  being  too  full,  you  would  excufe  him, 
And  fup  with  him  an  the  cold  meat. 

Greedy.  How  !  no  dinner 
After  all  my  care  ? 

Mar.  'Tis  but  a  penance  for 
A  meal;  befides,  you  broke  your  fail. 

Greedy.  That  was 
But  a  bit  to  flay  my  flomach.  A  man  in  commifFion 
Give  place  to  a  tatterdemallion  ! 

Mar.  No  bug  words,  fir  ; 
Should  his  worfhip  hear  you  — 

Greedy.  Lofe  my  dumpling  too  ? 
And  butter'd  toails  and  woodcocks  ? 

Mar.  Come,  have  patience. 
If  you  will  difpenfe  a  little  with  your  worfhip, 
And  fit  with  the  waiting -woman,  you'll  have  dumpling, 
Woodcock,  and  butter'd  toafls  too. 

Greedy.  This  revives  me  : 
I  will  gorge  there  fufficiently. 

Mar.  This  is  the  way,  fir.  [Exeunt. 


Acflus  tertius,  Scena  tertia. 

Overreach  as  from  dinner. 
Over,  QHE's  caught !    O  woman !    me  neglect  my 

And  all  her  compliments  apply'd  to  Wellborn  f 
The  garments  of  her  widow-hood  laid  by, 
She  now  appears  as  glorious  as  the  fpring. 
Jrlex  eyes  fix'd  on  him  ;  in  the  wine  fhe  drinks, 

F  s  H* 
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He  being  her  pledge,  me  fends  him  burning  kiffes, 
And  fits  on  thorns,  till  ihe  be  private  with  him. 
She  leaves  my  meat  to  feed  upon  his  looks ; 
And,  if  in  our  difcourfe  he  be  but  nam'd, 
From  her  a  deep  figh  follows.     But  why  grieve  I 
At  this  ?  It  makes  for  me,  if  fhe  prove  his, 
All  that  is  her's  is  mine,  as  I  will  work  him. 

Enter  Marrall. 
Mar.   Sir,  the  whole  board  is  troubled  at  your  rifing. 
Over.  No  matter,  I'll  excufe  it ;  pr'ythee  Marrall, 
Watch  an  occafion  to  invite  my  nephew 
To  fpeak  with  me  in  private. 

Mar.  Who  ?  the  rogue, 
The  lady  fcorn'd  to  look  on  ? 

Over.  You  are  a  wag.  [Enter  Lady  and  Wellborn. 

Mar.  See,  fir,  fhe  comes,  and  cannot  be  without  him. 
Lady.  With  your  favour,  fir,  after  a  plenieous  dinner, 
I  fhall  make  bold  to  walk  a  turn  or  two 
In  your  rare  garden. 

Over.  There's  an  arbor  too, 
If  your  ladyfhip  pleafe  to  ufe  it. 

Lady.  Come,  mr.  Wellborn.    [Ex.  Lady  and  Wellborn, 
Over.  Grofier  and  groffer  f  now  I  believe  the  poet 
Fain"d  not,  but  was  hiflorical,  when  he  wrote 
Pafiphae  was  enamour'd  of  a  bull : 
This  lady's  luffs  more  monftroiis.     My  good  lord, 
Excufe  my  manners. 

[Enter  Lovell,  Margaret^  and  the  rejf. 
Lov.  There  needs  none,  fir  Giles ; 
I  may  e'er  long  fay  father,  when  it  pleafe 
My  deareft  miiireis  to  give  warrant  to  it. 

Over.  She  mall  feal  to  it,  my  lord,    and  make  me 
.  Marg.  My  lady  is  returned .  EMPPy> 

Enter  Wellborn  and  the  Lady*. 
Lady.  Provide  my  coach, 
I'll  inilantly  away  :  my  thanks,  fir  GileSj 
For  my  entertainment. 
Over.  'Tis  your  noblenefe 

To  think  it  fuch. 

%ady\ 
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Lady.  I  mull  do  you  a  farther  wrong. 
In  taking  away  your  honourable  guefl. 

Lov.  I  wait  on  you,  madam  :  farewell,  good  fir  Giles. 

Lady.  Good  mrs.  Margaret :  nay,  come  mr.  Wellborn^ 
T  mud  not  leave  you  behind,  in  footh,  I  mull  not. 

Over.  Rob  me  not,  madam,  of  all  joys  at  once. 
Let  my  nephew  flay  behind :  he  fhall  have  my  coach, 
And,  after  fome  fmall  conference  between  us* 
Soon  overtake  your  ladyfhip. 

Lady.  Stay  not  long,  fir, 

Lov.  This  parting  kifs.  You  mail  every  day  hear  from. 
By  my  faithful  page.  [me,, 

dlkws  'Tis  a  fervice        \Ex.  LoveUyLady,  Athuorthr 
I  am  proud  of.  Margaret,  Marrall. 

Over.  Daughter,  to  your  chamber.     You  may  won- 
der, nephew, 
After  fo  long  an  enmity  between  us, 
I  fhall  defire  your  friendship. 

Well.  So  I  do,  fir. 
'Tis  flrange  to  me. 

Over.  But  I'll  make  it  no  wonder,. 
And  what  is  more,  unfold  my  nature  to  you. 
We  wordly  men,  when  we  fee  friends  and  kinfmen* 
Pall  hope,  funk  in  their  fortunes,  lend  no  hand 
To  lift  'em  up,  but  rather  fet  our  feet 
Upon  their  heads,  to  prefs  'em  to  the  bottom  j 
As  I  muft  yield,  with  you  I  praclis'd  it : 
But  now  I  fee  you  in  a  way  to  rife, 
I  can  and  will  affiil  you.     This  rich  lady 
(And  I  am  glad  oft)  is  enamour'd  of  you ; 
'Tis  too  apparent,,  nephew  ~ 

Well.  No  fuch  thing  : 
Companion  rather,  fir. 

Over.  Well,  in  a  word, 
Becaufe  your  flay  is  fhort,  I'll  have  you  feen 
No  more  in  this  bale  fhape ;  nor  fhall  fhe  lay, 
She  married  you  like  a  begger,  or  in  debt. 

Well.  He'll  run  into  the  noofe,  and  fave  my  labour, 

Over.  You  have  a  trunk  of  rich  cloaths,  not  far  hence, 

F6  & 
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In  pawn  ;  I  will  redeem  'em  :  and,  that  no  clamor 
May  taint  your  credit  for  your  debts, 
You  (hall  have  a  thoufand  pounds  to  cut  'em  off, 
And  go  a  freeman  to  the  wealthy  lady. 

Well.  Tliis  done,  fir,  out  of  love,  and  no  ends  elfe— 

Over.  As  it  is,  nephew. 

Well,  Binds  me  ftill  your  fervant. 

Over,    No  compliments ;  you  are  ftay'd  for :    e'er 
you've  fupp'd 
You  mail  hear  from  me.     My  coach,  knaves,  for  my 

nephew  : 
To-morrow  I  will  vifityou. 

WelL  Here's  an  uncle 
In  a  man's  extreams !  how  much  they  do  belie  you 
That  fay  you  are  hard-hearted  ! 

Over.  My  deeds,  nephew, 
Shall  fpeak  my  love ;  what  men  report  I  weigh  not. 

[Exeunt* 


Adtus  quartus,  Scena  prima, 

Lovell.     Allnvorth. 

Io-x/.,'TniS  well.    Give  me  my  cloak:  I  now  dif- 

\  charge  you 

From  farther  fervice.     Mind  your  own  affairs; 
I  hope  they  will  prove  fuccefsful. 

Allvo.  What  is  bleft 
With  your  good  wifh,  my  lord,  cannot  but  profper* 
Let  after-times  report,  and  to  your  honour, 
How  much  I  (land  engag'd ;  for  I  want  language 
To  fpeak  my  debt :  yet  if  a  tear  or  two 
Of  joy,  for  your  much  goodnefs,  can  fupply 
My  tongue's  defecls,  1  could- 

Lov.  Nay,  do  not  melt : 
This  ceremonial  of  thanks  to  me's  fuperfluous, 

Over.  within.  Is  my  lord  ftirring  ? 
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Lo<v.  'Tishe!  Oh,  here's  your  letter !     [Enter  Over- 
let  him  in.  Qreedy%Mar* 

Over.  A  good  day  to  my  lord. 

Lov.  You  are  an  early  rifer, 
Sir  Giles. 

Over.  And  reafon,  to  attend  your  lordfhip. 

Lov.  And  you  too,  mr.  Greedy,  up  fo  foon  ? 

Greedy.  In  troth,  my  lord,  after  the  fun  is  up 
I  cannot  fleep ;  for  I  have  a  foolifh  flomach 
That  croaks  for  breakfaft.    With  your  lordfhip's  favour, 
I  have  a  ferious  queftion  to  demand 
Of  my  worthy  friend  fir  Giles. 

Lo<v.  Pray  you  ufe  your  pleafure. 

Greedy.  How  far,  fir  Giles,  and  pray  you  anfwer  me 
Upon  your  credit,  hold  you  it  to  be 
From  your  manor-houfe  to  this  of  my  lady  Allworth's  I 

Over.  Why,  fome  four  miles. 

Greedy.  How!  four  miles !  good  fir  Giles. 
Upon  your  reputation  think  better ; 
For  if  you  do  abate  but  one  half  quarter 
Of  five,  you  do  yourfelf  the  greateft  wrong 
That  can  be  in  the  world  :  for  four  miles  riding 
Could  not  have  rais'd  fo  huge  an  appetite 
As  I  feel  gnawing  on  me. 

Mar.  Whether  you  ride, 
Or  go  a  foot,  you  are  that  way  ftill  provided, 
And  it  pleafe  your  worlhip. 

Over.  How  now,  firrah  !  prating 
Before  my  lord  ?  no  difference  ?  go  to  my  nephew, 
See  all  his  debts  difcharg'd,  and  help  his  wormip 
To  fit  on  his  rich  fuit. 

Mar.  I  may  fit  you  too  ; 
Tofs'd  like  a  dog  ftill  ?  [Exit  Marrall 

Lov.  I  have  writ  this  morning 
A  few  lines  to  my  miftrefs,  your  fair  daughter. 

Over.  'Twill  fire  her,  for  fhe's  wholly  your's  already, 
Sweet  mr.  Allworth,  take  my  ring  ;  'twill  carry 
To  her  prefence,  I  dare  warrant  you ;  and  there  plead 
For  my  good  lord,  if  you  fhall  find  occafion. 
That  done,  pray  ride  to  Nottingham  j  get  a  licence, 

Still 
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Still  by  this  token.     I'll  have  it  difpatch'd, 

And  fuddenly,  my  lord  ;  that  I  may  fay, 

My  honourable,  nay,  right  honourable  daughter.  ' 

Greedy.  Take  my  advice,  young  gentleman  ;  get  your 
breakfaft. 
*Tis  unwholfome  to  ride  falling.     I'll  eat  wkh  you  % 
And  eat  to  purpofe. 

Over.  Some  fury's  in  that  gut : 
Hungry  again!  Did  you  not  devour  this  morning, 
A  fnield  of*  brawn,  and  a  barrel  of  Colchefter  oyllers  ? 

Greed.  Why  that  was,  fir,  only  to    fcour   my   Ho-  s 
mach, 
A  kind  of  preparative.     Come,  gentlemen, 
I  will  not  have  you  feed  like  the  hangman  of  Fluming, 
Alone,  while  I  am  here. 

Lov.  Hafte  your  return. 

Alhv.  I  will  not  fail,  my  lord. 

Greedy.  Nor  I,  to  line 
My  chriftmafs  coffer.  [Exeunt  Greedy  and  Allvocrth* 

Over.  To  my  wifh,  we're  private. 
I  come  not  to  make  offer  with  my  daughter 
A  certain  portion  i  that  were  poor  and  trivial : 
In  one  word  I  pronounce  all  that  is  mine, 
In  lands,  or  leafes,  ready  coin,  or  goods, 
With  her,  my  lord,  ccmes  to  you  ;  nor  mail  you  have 
One  motive  to  induce  you  to  believe 
I  live  too  long,  fince  every  year  I'll  add 
Something  unto  the  heap,  which  (hall  be  yours  too^ 

Lov.  You  are  a  right  kind  father. 

Over.  You  fhall  have  reafoa 
To  think  me  fuch.  How  do  you  like  this  feat  f 
It  is  well  wooded,  and  well  water'd,  the  acres 
Fertile  and  rich ;  would  it  not  ferve  for  change 
To  entertain  your  friends  in  a  furnmer's  progrefs  r^ 
What  thinks  my  noble  lord  ?  ' 

Lov.  'Tis  a  wholfome  air, 
And  well-built ;  and  me  that's  rriflrefs  of  it 
Worthy  the  large  revenue.. 

Over.  She  the  miftrefs  ? 
It  may  be  fo  for  a  time  ;  but  let  my  lord 
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Say  only,  that  he  but  like  it,  and  would  have  it, 
I  fay  e'er  long  'tis  his, 

Lo<v.  ImpoiTible. 

Over.  You  do  conclude  too  fail ;  not  knowing  me, 
Nor  the  engines  that  I  work  by.    'Tis  not  alone 
The  lady  Allworth's  lands ;  for  thofe  once  Wellborn's* 
{As  by  her  doatage  on  him  I  know  they  w  illbe,) 
Shall  foon  be  mine.     But  point  out  any  man's 
In  all  the  (hire,  and  fay  they  lie  convenient 
And  ufeful  for  your  lordfhip,  and  once  more 
I  fay  aloud,  they  are  yours. 

Low.  I  dare  not  own 
What's  by  unjuft  and  cruel  means  extorted  ; 
My  fame  and  credit  are  more  dear  to  me, 
Than  fo  to  expofe  'em  to  be  cenfur'd  by 
The  publick  Voice. 

Over.  You  run,  my  lord,  no  hazard ; 
Your  reputation  fhall  itand  as  fair 
In  all  good  mens  opinions  as  now : 
Nor  can  my  a&ions,  tho'  condemn'd  for  ill, 
Caft  any  foul  afperiion  upon  yours. 
For  tho'  I  do  contemn  report  myfelf, 
As  a  mere  found ;  I  ftill  will  be  fo  tender 
Of  what  concerns  you  in  all  points  of  honour,, 
That  the  immaculate  whitenefs  of  your  fame, 
Nor  your  unquefcion'd  integrity, 
Shall  e'er  be  fullied  with  one  taint  or  fpot, 
That  may  take  from  your  innocence  and  candor. 
All  my  ambition  is  to  have  my  daughter 
Right  honourable ;  which  my  lord  can  make  her : 
And  might  I  live  to  dance  upon  my  knee, 
A  young  lord  Lovell,  born  by  her  unto  you, 
I  write  nil  ultra  to  my  proudeft  hopes. 
As  for  poiTemons,  and  annual  rents, 
Equivalent  to  maintain  you  in  the  port 
Your  noble  birth  and  prefent  Hate  require, 
I  do  remove  that  burthen  from  your  moulders, 
And  take  it  on  mine  own  :  for  tho'  I  ruin 
The  country  to  fupply  your  riotous  waile, 
The  fcourge  of  prodigals,  want  mail  never  find  you. 

Lov, 
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Lov .  Are  you  not  frighted  with  the  imprecations 
And  curfes  of  whole  families,  made  wretched 
By  your  fmifter  practices  ? 

Over.  Yes,  as  rocks  are 
When  foamy  billows  fplit  themfelves  againfl 
Their  flinty  ribs ;  or  as  the  moon  is  movM, 
When  wolves  with  hunger  pin'd,  howl  at  her  brightnefs. 
I  am  of  a  folid  temper,  and  like  thefe 
Steer  on  a  conftant  courfe  :  with  mine  own  fword, 
If  call'd  into  the  field,  I  can  make  that  right, 
Which  fearful  enemies  murmur'd  at  as  wrong. 
Now  for  thofe  other  piddling  complaints, 
Breath'd  out  in  bitternefs ;  as  when  they  call  me 
Extortioner,  Tyrant,  Cormorant,  or  Intruder 
On  my  poor  neighbour's  right,  or  grand  Inciofer 
Of  what  was  common,  to  my  private  ufe  ; 
Nay,  when  my  ears  are  piere'd  with  widows  cries, 
And  undone  orphans  wafh  with  tears  my  threfhold, 
I  only  think  what  'tis  to  have  my  daughter 
Right  honourable  ;  and  'tis  a  powerful  charm 
Makes  me  infenfible  of  remorfe,  or  pity, 
Or  the  leaf!  iting  of  confeience. 

Level/.  I  admire 
The  toughnefs  of  your  nature. 

Over.  'Tis  for  you, 
My  lord,  and  for  my  daughter,  I  am  marble ; 
Nay  more,  if  you  will  have  my  character 
In  little,  I  enjoy  more  true  delight 
In  my  arrival  to  my  wealth,  thefe  dark 
And  crooked  ways,  than  you  mall  e'er  take  pleafure 
In  fpending  what  my  induilry  hath  compafs'd. 
My  hafte  commands  me  hence  :  in  one  word  therefore, 
Is  it  a  match  ? 

Love//.  I  hope,  that  is  pad  doubt  now. 

Over.  Then  reft  fecure ;  not  the  hate  of  all  mankind 
here, 
Nor  fear  of  what  can  fall  on  me  hereafter, 
Shall  make  me  ftudy  aught  but  your  advancement 
One  ftory  higher.     An  earl !  if  gold  can  do  it. 
Difpute  not  my  religion,  nor  my  faith, 

Though 
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Though  I  am  born  thus  headlong  by  my  will ; 
You  may  make  choice  of  what  belief  you  pleafe, 
To  me  they  are  equal  j  fo,  my  lord,  good  morrow. 

[Exit. 

Lowell.  He's  gone  ;  I  wonder  how  the  earth  can  bear 
Such  a  portent  1  I,  that  have  liv'd  a  foldier, 
And  flood  the  enemy's  violent  charge  undaunted, 
To  hear  this  Mafphemous  beaft,  I'm  bath'd  all  over 
In  a  cold  fweat  ;  yet*  like  a  mountain  he, 
Confirm' d  in  atheiftical  affertions, 
Is  no  more  fhaken,  than  Olympus  is 
When  angry  Boreas  loads  his  double  head 
With  fudden  drifts  of  fnow.    [Enter  Amble,  Lady,  Worn, 

Lady.  Save  you,  my  lord. 
Eiihirb  I  not  your  privacy  ? 

Lowell.  No,  good  madam  ; 
For  your  own  fake- J  am  glad  you  came  no  foonery 
Since  this  bold,  bad  man,  fir  Giles  Overreach, 
Made  fuch  a  plain  difcovery  of  himfelf, 
And  read  this  morning  fuch  a  devilifh  matins, 
That  I  mould  think  it  a  fin,  next  to  his, 
But  to  repeat  it. 

Lady.  I  ne'er  prefs'd,  my  lord, 
On  others  privacies ;  yet,  againft  my  will, 
Walking,  for  health's  fake,  in  the  gallery 
Adjoining  to  our  lodgings,  I  was  made 
(So  loud  and  vehement  he  was)  partaker 
Of  his  tempting  offers. 

Lowell.  Fleaie  you  to  command 
Your  fervants  hence,  and  I  mall  gladly  hear 
Your  wifer  counfel. 

Lady.  'Tis,  my  lord,  a  woman's, 
But  true,  and  hearty.— Wait  in  the  next  room, 
But  be  within  call :  yet  not  fo  near  to  force  me. 
To  whifper  my  intents. 

Amb.  We  are  taught  better 
By  you,  good  madam. 

Worn.  And  well  know  our  diftance. 

Lady.  Do  fo,  and  talk  not :  'twill  become  your  breed- 
ing,   j  [Exeunt  Amble  and  Woman. 

Now 
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Now,  my  good  lord,  if  I  may  ufe  my  freedom, 
As  to  an  honoured  friend 

Lowll,  You  leffen  elfe 
Your  favour  to  me. 

Lady,  I  dare  then  fay  thus; 
As  you  are  noble,  (hcwe'er  common  men 
Make  fordid  wealth  the  obia;t  and  fole  end 
Of  their  indubious  aims)  'twill  not  agree 
With  thofe  of  eminent  blood  (who  are  engaged 
More  to  prefer  their  honours,  than  to  encreafe 
The  'Hate  left  to  'em  by  their  ahceftbrs) 
To  ftudy  large  additions  to  their  fortunes, 
And  quite  negle 61  their  births :  though  I  muft  grant 
Riches  well  got  to  be  a  ufe/ul  fervant, 
But  a  bad  mailer. 

Lowell.  Madam,  'tis  confeffed  \ 
But  what  infer  you  from  it  ? 

Lady,  This,  my  lord  ; 

That  as  all  wrongs,  though  thruft  into  one  fcale, 

Slide  of  themfelves  off,  when  right  fills  the  other, 

And  cannot  bide  the  trial :  fo  all  wealth 

(I  mean  ill  acquir'd)  cemented  to  honour 

By  virtuous  ways  atchiev'd,  and  bravely  purchas'd, 

Is  but  as  rubbage  pour'd  into  a  river, 

(Howe'er  intended  to  make  good  the  bank)      / 

Rend'ring  the  water  that  was  pure  before, 

Polluted  and  unwholfome.     I  allow 

The  heir  of  fir  Giles  Overreach,  Margaret, 

A  maid  well  qualified,  and  the  richefl  match 

Our  north  part  can  boafl  of;  yet  me  cannot 

With  all  that  fhe  brings  with  her  fill  their  mouths, 

That  never  will  forget  who  was  her  father ; 

Or  that  my  hufband  All  worth's  lands,  and  Wellborn's 

(How  wrung  from  both  needs  now  no  repetition) 

Were  real  motives,  that  more  work'd  your  lordfhip 

To  join  your  families,  than  her  form  and  virtues^ 

You  may  conceive  the  reH. 

Lowell.  I  do,  fweet  madam; 

And  long  fince  have  confider'd  it.     I  know, 

The  fum  of  all  that  makes  a  jufl  man  happy, 

Confifts. 
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Confifts  in  the  well  chufing  of  his  wife  : 
And  there,  well  to  discharge  it,  does  require 
Equality  of  years,    of  birth  or  fortune  ; 
For  beauty  being  poor,  and  not  cried  up 
By  birth  or  wealth,  can  truly  mix  with  neither. 
And  wealth,  where  there's  fuch  difference  in  years. 
And  fair  defcent,  mull  make  the  yoke  uneafy  : 
But  I  come  nearer. 

Lady.  Pray  you  do,  my  lord. 

Lowell.  Were  Overreach's  'ftates  thrice  centupPd ;  hte 
daughter 
Millions  of  degrees  much  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
{However  I  might  urge  prefidents  to  excufe  me) 
I  would  not  fo  adulterate  my  blood 
By  marrying  Margaret ;  and  fo  leave  my  iffue 
Made  up  of  feveral  pieces,  one  part  fcarlet, 
And  the  other  London-  blue.     In  my  own  tomb 
I  will  interr  my  name  firft. 

Lady.  I  am  glad  to  hear  this.    #  [Jjtde* 

Why  then,  my  lord,   pretend  you  marriage  to  her  i 
Diffimulation  but  ties  falfe  knots 
On  that  ftreight  line,  by  which  you  hitherto 
Have  me'afur'd  all  your  actions  ? 

Lowell.  I  make  anfwer, 
And  aptly,  with  aqueftion.     Wherefore  have  you* 
That  iince  your  hufband's  death,  have  livM  a  ftricl: 
And  chafte  nun's  life,  on  the  fudden  given  yourfelf 
To  vifits  and  entertainments  ?  Think  you,  madam, 
*T is  not  grown  publick  conference?   or  the  favours 
Which  you  too  prodigally  have  thrown  on  Wellborn, 
Being  too  referv'd  before,  incur  not  cenfure  ? 

Lady.  I  am  innocent   here,  and  on  my  life  I  fweaf 
My  ends  are  good. 

Lowell,  On  my  foul  fo  are  mine 
To  Margaret ;   but  leave  both  to  the  event : 
And  fince  this  friendly  privacy  does  ferve 
But  as  an  offer'd  means  unto  ourfelves 
To  fearch  each  other  farther ;   you  having  mown 
Your  care  of  me,  I  my  refpeft  to  you  j 

Deny 
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Deny  me  not,  but  flill  in  chafte  words,  madam, 
An  afternoon's  difcourfe. 

Lady,  So  I  mall  hear  you.  [Exeunt, 


A&us  quartus,  Scena  fecunda. 

Tapeivell,  Froth. 

Tapwell.  T   TNdone,  undone!  this  was  your  counfel, 
\^J  Froth. 

Froth.  Mine  !  I  defy  thee  :   did  not  mailer  Marrall 
(He  has  marr'd  all  I  am  fure)  llri&ly  command  us 
(On  pain  of  fir  Giles  Overreach's  difpleafure) 
To  turn  the  gentleman  out  of  doors  ? 

Tap.  'Tis  true ; 
But  now  he's  his  uncle's  darling,  and  has  got 
Matter  Jufiice  Greedy  (fmce  he  nll'd  his  belly) 
At  his  commandment,  to  do  anything; 
Woe,  woe  to  us. 

Froth.  He  may  prove  merciful. 

Tap .  Troth,  we  do  not  deferve  it  at  his  hands : 
Tho'  he  knew  all  the  paiTages  of  our  houfe  ; 
As  the  receiving  of  ftol'n  goods,  and  bawdry, 
When  he  was  rogue  Wellborn,  no  man  would  believe 

him, 
And  then  his  information  could  not  hurt  us  * 
But  now  he  is  right  worlhipful  again, 
Who  dares  but  doubt  his  teftimony  ?  Methinks 
I  fee  thee,  Froth,  already  in  a  cart 
For  a  clofe  bawd  ;  thine  eyes  e'en  pelted  out 
With  dirt  and  rotten  eggs ;  and  my  hand  hifftng 
(If  I  'fcape  the  halter)  with  the  letter  R 
Printed  upon  it. 

Froth.  Would  that  were  the  worft,  ! 
That  were  but  nine  day's  wonder :  as  for  credit 
We  have  none  to  lofe  ;  but  we  mall  lofe  the  money 
He  owes  us,  and  his  cuftom  j  there's  the  hell  on't. 

Tap. 
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Tap.  He  has  fummon'd  all  his  creditors  by  the  drum, 
And  they  fwarm  about  him  like  fo  many  foldiers 
On  the  pay-day  ;  and  has  found  fuch  a  new  way 
To  pay  his  old  debts,  as,  'tis  very  likely, 
He  mall  be  chronicl'd  for  it. 

froth.  He  defences  it 
More  than  ten  pageants.     But  are  ydu  fure  his  worfhip 
Comes  this  way  to  my  lady's  ? 

\_A  cry  within,  hra<ve  mr.  Wellborn* 

Tap.  Yes,  I  hear  him. 

Froth.  Be  ready  with  your  petition,  and  prefent  it 
To  his  good  grace. 

[Enter  Wellborn  in  a  rich  habit,  Greedy,  Order,  Fur- 
nace,  and  three  Creditors ;  Tapwell  kneeling,  delivers 
his  bill  of  debt . 

Wellb,  How's  this !  petition'd  too  ? 
But  note  what  miracles,  the  payment  of 
A  little  trafh,  and  a  rich  fuit  of  clothes 
Can  work  upon  thefe  rafcals.     I  ihall  be, 
I  think,  prince  Wellborn. 

Mar.  When  your  worfhip's  married 
You  may  be 1  know  what  I  hope  to  fee  you. 

Wellb.  Then  look  thou  for  advancement. 

Mar.  To  be  known 
Your  worfhip's  bailiff  is  the  mark  IJhoot  at. 

Wellb.  And  thou  malt  hit  it. 

Mar.  Pray  you,  fir,  difpatch 
Thefe  needy  followers,  and  for  my  admittance 

[This   interim,    Tapvoell  and  Froth  flattering  and 
bribing  yujiice  Greedy . 
(Provided  you'll  defend  me  from  fir  Giles, 
Whofe  fervice  I  am  weary  of )  I'll  fay  fomething 
You  fhall  give  thanks  for. 

Wellb.  Fear  me  not,  fir  Giles. 

Greedy.  Who  ?    Tap  well  ?     I    remember  thy    wife 
brought  me 
Laft  new  year's  tide,  a  couple  of  fat  turkies. 

Tap.  And  fhall  do  every  Chriftmas,  let  your  worfhip 
But  ftand  my  friend  now,  ■ 

Greedy \ 
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Greedy.  How!  with  mr.  Wellborn  ? 
I  can  do  any  thing  with  him,  on  fuch  terms. 


"m 


See  you  this  honeft  couple  ?  they  are  good  fouls 
As  ever  drew  out  foflet,  have  they  not 
A  pair  of  honeft  faces  ? 

Wellh..  I  overheard  you, 
V^nd  the  bribe  he  promis'd  ;  you  are  coufen'd  in  'em  1 
For  of  all  the  fcum  that  grew  rich  by  my  riots, 
This  for  a  moil  unthankful  knave,  and  this 
For  a  bafe  bawd  and  whore,  have  worfl  deferv'd  ; 
And  therefore  fpeak  not  for  them.  By  your  place 
You  are  rather  to  do  me  juftice,  lend  me  your  ear, 
Forget  his  turkies,  and  call  in  his  licence, 
And  at  the  next  fair  111  give  you  a  yoke  of  oxen 
Worth  all  his  poultry. 

Greedy.  I  am  chang'd  on  the  fudden 
In  my  opinion.— -Come  near,  nearer,  rafcal. 
And  now  I  view  him  better,  did  you  e'er  fee 
One  look  fo  like  an  arch-knave  ?  his  very  countenance,, 
Should  an  underftanding  judge  but  look  upon  him, 
Would  hang  him,  tho'  he  were  innocent. 

Tap.  and  Froth.  Worfhipful  fir. 

Greedy.  No  ;  though  the  great  Turk  came  inftead  of" 
turkies,   . 
To  beg  my  favour*  I  am  inexorable  : 
Thou  haft  an  ill  name :  befides  thy  mufty  ale, 
That  hath  deftroy'd  many  of  the  king's  liege  people, 
Thou  never  had'ft  in  thy  houfe  to  flay  mens  ftomachs  • 
A  piece  of  Suffolk  cheefe,  or  gammon  of  bacon, 
Or  any  efculent,  as  the  learned  call  it, 
For  their  emolument ;  but  fheer  drink  only. 
For  which  grofs  fault,  I  here  do  damn  thy  licence, 
Forbidding  thee  ever  to  tap  or  draw  ; 
For  inftantly,  I  will  in  mine  own  perfon 
Command  the  conftable  to  pull  down  thy  fign  ; 
And  do  it  before  I  eat 

Froth.  No  mercy  ? 

Greedy.  Vanim. 
If  I  fhew  any,  may  my  promL*d  oxen  gore  me* 

Tap, 
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7W/>.  Unthankful  knaves  are  ever  fo  rewarded. 

\Exeunt  Greedy )  Tapvuel)  Froth. 

Weill*  Speak ;  what  are  you  \ 

\ ,  Creditor.  A  decay'd  vintner,  fir> 
That  might  havethriv'd,  but  that  your  worihip  broke  me 
With  trufting  you  with  mufkadine  and  eggs> 
And  five  pound  {uppers,  with  your  after-drinkings, 
When  you  lodged  upon  the  Bankfide. 

Weill.  I  remember. 

4 .  Cred.  I  have  not  been  hafty,  nor  e'er  laid  to  arreft 
-  you. 

And  therefore,  fir     ■  ™< 

Weill.  Thou  art  an  honeft  fellow  I 
I'll  fet  thee  up  again ;  fee  his  bill  paid,  ] 

'What  are  you  ■? 

.2.  Gred.  A  taylor  once,  but  now  mere  botcher* 
I  gave  you  credit  for  a  fuit  of  clothes, 
Which  was  all  my  flock,  but  you  failing  in  payment,1 
I  was  remov'd  from  the  ihop-board,  and  confin'd 
Under  a  ftalL 

Weill.  See  him  paid ;  and  botch  no  more. 
2.  Cred.  I  afk  no  intereft,  fir. 
Weill.  Such  taylors  need  not ; 
If  their  bills  are  paid  in  one  and  twenty  years, 
They  are  feldom  lofers.— O,  I  know  thy  face, 
Thou  wert  my  furgeon :  you  muft  tell  n6  tales* 
Thofe  days  are  done.     I  will  pay  you  in  private 
Order.  A  royal  Gentleman  ! 
Furn.  PvOyal  as  an  Emperor  ! 
He'll  prove  a  brave  mailer  :  my  good  lady  knew 
To  chufe  a  man* 

Weill.  See  all  men  elfe  difcharg'd  "; 
And  fince  old  debts  are  cleared  by  a  new  way, 
A  little  bounty  will  not  mifbecome  me ; 
There  is  fomething,  honell  cook,for  thy  good  breakfafts, 
And  this  for  your  refpecl;  take't,  'tis  good  gold, 
And  I  able  to  fpare  it. 

Order.  You  are  too  munificent* 
Furn.  He  was  ever  fo. 
Weill.  Pray  you  on  before. 

3,  Cred, 
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3.  Cred.  Heaven  blefs  you. 

Mar.  At  four  o'clock  the  reft  know  where  to  meet 
me.  [^Exeunt  Order •,  Furnace,  Creditors. 

Weill.  Now,  mr.  Marrall,  what's  the  weighty  fecret 
You  promis'd  to  impart  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  time  nor  place 
Allow  me  to  relate  each  circumftance  5 
This  only  in  a  word  :  I  know  fir  Giles 
Will  come  upon  you  for  fecurlty 

For  his  thoufand  pounds ;  which  you  muft  not  confenf  to. 
As  he  grows  in  heat  (as  I  am  fure  he  will) 
Be  you  but  rough,  and  fay  he's  in  your  debt 
Ten  times  the  fum,  upon  fale  of  your  land  : 
I  had  a  hand  in't  (I  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame) 
When  you  were  defeated  of  it. 

Wellb.  That's  forgiven. 

Mar.  I  {hall  deferve  then ; urge  him  to  produce 

The  deed  in  which  you  pafs'd  it  over  to  him, 
Which  I  know  hell  have  about  him  to  deliver 
To  the  lord  Lovell,  with  many  other  writings, 
And  jSrefent  monies.     I'll  inftruct  you  farther, 
As  I  wait  on  your  worfliip  :  if  I  play  not  my  part 
To  your  full  content,  and  your  uncle's  much  vexation, 
Hang  up  Jack  Marral. 

Wellb.  I  rely  upon  thee.  [Exeunt, 


A&us  quartus,  Scena  ultima. 

Allworth)  Margaret  I 

^7/w.TT7Hether  to  yield  the  firft  praife  to  my  lord's 
VV     Unequal' d  temperance,  or  your  conftant 
fweetnefs, 
That  I  yet  live,  (my  weak  hands  faften'd  on 
Hope's  anchor,  fpite  of  all  florms  of  defpair) 
I  yet  reft  doubtful. 

Marg.  Give  it  to  lord  Lovell ; 
For  what  in  him  was  bounty,  in  me's  duty. 

I  make 
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I  make  but  payment  of  a  debt,  to  which 
My  vows,  in  that  high  office  regifter'd, 
Are  faithful  witneffes. 

All*w.  'Tis  true,  my  deareil ; 
Yet  when  I  call  to  mind,  how  many  fair  ones 
Make  wilful  fhipwreck  of  their  faiths  and  oaths 
To  God  and  man,  to  fill  the  arms  of  greatnefs  $ 
And  you,  rife  up  no  lefs  than  a  glorious  ftar, 
To  the  amazement  of  the  world,  thus  hold  out 
Againft  the  ftern  authority  of  a  father, 
And  fpurn  at  honour,  when  it  comes  to  court  you  f 
I  am  fo  tender  of  your  good,  that  faintly, 
With  your  wrong,  I  can  wifh  myfelf  that  right 
You  yet  are  pleas'd  to  do  me. 

Marg.  Yet,  and  ever. 
To  me  what's  title,  when  content  is  wanting  ? 
Or  wealth,  rak'd  up  together  with  much  care, 
And  to  be  kept  with  more  ;  when  the  heart  pines* 
In  being  difpofieft  of  what  Jt  longs  for 

Beyond  the  Indian  mines ;  or  the  fmooth  brow 
Of  a  pleas'd  fire,  that  flaves  me  to  his  will  ? 

And  fo  his  ravenous  humour  may  be  feailed 

By  my  obedience,  and  he  fee  me  great, 

Leaves  to  my  foul  nor  faculties  nor  power 

To  make  her  own  election. 
All<vo.  But  the  dangers 

That  follow  the  repulfe. 

Marg.  To  me  they  are  nothing : 

Let  Allworth  love,  I  cannot  be  unhappy. 

Suppofe  the  worft,  that  in  his  rage  he  kill  me  ; 

A  tear  or  two  by  you  dropt  on  my  hearfe, 

In  forrow  for  my  fate,  will  call  back. life 

So  far  as  but  to  fay,  that  I  die  yours, 

I  then  (hall  reft  in  peace.     Or  mould  he  prove 

So  cruel,  as  one  death  would  not  fufiice 

His  thirft  of  vengenance;  but  with  ling'ring  torment^ 

In  mind  and  body,  I  muft  wafte  to  air, 

In  poverty  join'd  with  banifhment :  fo  you  fhare 

In  my  afflictions,  which  I  dare  not  wifh  you^ 

So  high  I  prize  you,  I  could  undergo  'em 

Vol.  VIII.  G  With 
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With  fuch  patience  as  mould  look  down 
With  fcorn  on  his  worft  malice. 

All™.  Heaven  avert 
Such  trials  of  your  true  affect  ion  to  me. 
Nor  will  it  unto  you,  that  are  all  mercy, 
.Shew  fo  much  rigor.     But  iince  we  muft  run 
Such  defperate  hazards,  let  us  do  our  beft 
To  fleer  between  'em. 

Marg.  Your  lord  Vours,  and  fure  5 
And  tho'  but  a  young  actor,  fecond  me, 
In  doing  to  the  life  what  he  has  'plotted,      [Enter  Over. 
The  end  may  yet  prove  happy  :  now,  my  All  worth. 

Allvj.  To  your  letter,  and  put  on  a  feeming  anger. 

Marg.  I'll  pay  my  lord  all  debts  due  to  his  title. 
And  when  with  terms,  not  taking  from  his  honour, 
He  does  folicit  me,  I  {hall  gladly  hear  him  : 
But  in  this  peremptory,  nay,  commanding  way, 
T 'appoint  a  meeting,  and  without  my  knowledge ; 
A  prieft  to  tye  the  knot,  can  ne'er  be  undone 
Till  death  unloofe  it,  is  a  confidence 
In  his  lordfhip  will  deceive  him. 

Alive.  I  hope  better, 
Good  lady. 

Marg.  Hope,  fir,  what  you  pleafe  :  for  me 
I  muft  take  a  fafe  and  fecure  courfe ;  I  have 
A  father,  and  without  his  full  confent, 
Tho'  all  lords  of  the  land  kneel'd  for  my  favour, 
I  can  grant  nothing. 

Over.  I  like  this  obedience. 
But  whatsoever  my  lord  writes,  muft,  and  fhall  be 
Accepted  and  embrac'd.     Sweet  mr.  Allworth, 
You  fhew  yourfelf  a  true  and  faithful  fervant 
To  your  good  lord,  he  has  a  jewel  of  you. 
How !  frowning,  Meg !  are  thefe  looks  to  receive 
A  meffenger  from  my  lord  ?  what's  this  r  give  me  it. 

Marg.  A  piece  of  arrogant  paper,  like  th'  infcriptions, 
{Overreach  reads  the  letter.] 
Fair  miftrefs)  from  your  fervant  learn9  all  joys 
'That  voe  can  hope  for  >  if  defer  Sd,  prove  toys  ; 
therefore  this  infant  y  and  in  private  meet 
A  hufbattd)  that  will  gladly  at  your  feet  LaJ 
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Lay  dowort  his  honours y  tendering  them  to  you 
With  all  content,  the  church  being  paid  her  due. 

Over.  Is  this  the  arrogant  piece  of  paper  ?  foolt 
Will  you  ftill  be  one  ?  In  the  name  of  madnefs,  what 
Could  his  good  honour  write  more  to  content  you  ? 
Is  there  aught  elfe  to  be  wifh'd  after  thefe  two 
That  are  already  offer'd  ?  Marriage  firft, 
And  lawful  pleafure  after  :  What  would  you  more  ? 

Marg.  Why,  fir,  I  would  be  marry'd  like  your  daugh- 
Not  hurry'd  away  i'th'  night  I  know  not  whither,     [ter, 
Without  all  ceremony  :  no  friends  invited 
To  honour  the  folemnity. 

All™.  An't  pleafe  your  honour, 
(For  fo  before  to-morrow  I  mull  ftile  you) 
My  lord  defires  this  privacy  in  refpedt 
His  honourable  kinfmen  are  far  off, 
And  his  defires  to  have  it  done,  brook  not 
So  long  delay  as  to  expect  their  coming ; 
And  yet  he  Hands  refolv'd,  with  all  due  pomp, 
As  running  at  the  ring,  plays,  mafques,  and  tilting, 
To  have  his  marriage  at  court  celebrated 
/When  he  has  brought  your  Honour  up  to  London, 

Over.  He  tells  you  true ;  'tis  the  fafhion,  on  my  know^ 
ledge : 
Yet  the  good  lord,  to  pleafe  your  peevifhnefs, 
Muft  put  it  off,  forfooth !  and  lofe  a  nigh", 
In  which  perhaps  he  might  get  two  boys  on  thee* 
Tempt  me  no  farther  ;  if  you  do,  this  goad 
Shall  prick  you  to  him. 

Marg.  I  could  be  contented, 
Were  you  but  by  to  do  a  father's  part, 
And  give  me  in  the  church. 

Over.  So  my  lord  have  you, 
What  do  I  care  who  gives  you  ?  iince  my  lord 
Does  purpofe  to  be  private,  I'll  not  crofs  him. 
.1  know  not,  mr.  All  worth,  how  my  lord 
May  be  provided,  and  therefore  there's  a  purfe 
Of  gold  :  'twill  ferve  this  night's  expence  ;  to -morrow 
111  furnifh  him  with  any  fums.     In  the  mean  time 
Ufe  my  ring  to  my  chaplain ;  he  is  beneficed 

G2  At 
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At  my  manor  of  Gotam,  and  call'd  parfon  Well-do : 
'Tis  no  matter  for  a  licence,  I'll  bear  him  out  in't. 
Marg.  With  your  favour,  fir,  what  warrant  is  your 
ring  ? 
He  may  fuppofe  I  got  that  twenty  ways 
Without  your  knowledge,  and  then  to  be  refus'd, 
Were  fuch  a  ftain  upon  me—  -  if  you  pleafe,  fir, 
Your  prefence  would  do  better. 

0<ver.   Still  perverfe  ? 
I  fay  again,  I  will  not  crofs  my  lord, 

Yet  I'll  prevent  you  too. Paper  and  ink  there. 

AIIvj.  I  can  furnifh  you. 

Over.  I  thank  you,  I  can  write  then.  [Writes  on 

AIIvj.  You  may,  if  you  pleafe,  put  out  his  book, 

the  name  of  my  lord, 
In  refpeft  he  comes  difguis'd,  and  only  write, 
Marry  her  to  this  gentleman. 

Over.  Well  advis'd.  [Margaret  kneels. 

'Tis  done  :  away my  blefling,  girl,  thou  hall  it. 

Nay,  no  reply begone,  good  mr.  Allworth ; 

This  mail  be  the  beft  night's  work  you  ever  made. 

AIIvj.  I  hope  fo,  fir.     [Ex.  Allworth  and  Margaret* 
Over.  Farewell.     Now  all's  cock-fure. 
Methinks  I  hear  already  knights  and  ladies 
Say,  fir  Giles  Overreach,  how  is  it  with 
Your  honourable  daughter  ?  has  her  honour 
Slept  well  to-night  ?  or,  will  her  honour  pleafe 
To  accept  this  monkey,  dog,  or  paroquet  ? 
(This  is  ftate  in  ladies  5)  or  my  eldeft  fon 
To  be  her  page,  and  wait  upon  her  trencher  ?. 

My  ends,  my  ends  are  compafs'd  ! then  for  Wellborn 

And  the  lands ;  were  he  once  married  to  the  widow  — 

I  have  him  here I  can  fcarce  contain  myfelf, 

I  am  fo  full  of  joy  1  nay,  joy  all  over !  [Exit. 
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Adtus  quintus,   Scena  quinta. 

LtroelL    Lady,    Amble. 

Lady.  \y  Y  this  you  know  how  ftrong  the  motives  were 

|J  That  did,  my  lord,  induce  me  to  difpenfe 
A  little  with  my  gravity,  to  advance 
(In  perfonating  fome  few  favours  to  him) 
The  plots  and  projects  of  the  down -trod  Wellborn. 
Nor  ihall  I  e'er  repent  (altho'  I  fuffer 
In  fome  few  men's  opinions  for't)  the  aclion. 
For  he  that  ventured  all  for  my  dear  hufband, 
Might  juftly  claim  an  obligation  from  me, 
To  pay  him  fuch  a  courtefy :  which  had  I 
Coyly,  or  ovex-^curioufly  deny'd, 
It  might  have  argu'd  me  of  little  love 
To  the  deceas'd. 

Lo*v.  What  you  intended,  madam, 
For  the  poor  gentleman,  hath  found  good  fuccefs ; 
For,  as  I  underftand,  his  debts  are  paid, 
And  he  once  more  furnifh'd  for  fair  employment : 
Ihitall  the  arts  that  I  have  us'd  to  raife 
The  fortunes  of  your  joy  and  mine,  young  All  worthy 
Stand-yet  in  fuppofition,  tho'  I  hope,  well. 
For  the  young  lovers  are  in  wit  more  pregnant, 
Than  their  years  can  promife ;  and  for  their  defires, 
On  my  knowledge,  they  are  equal. 

Lady.  Tho'  my  wifhes 
Are  with  yours,  my  lord,  yet  give  me  leave  to  feat 
The  building,  tho' well  grounded.    To  deceive 
Sir  Giles  (that's  both  a  lion  and  a  fox 
In  his  proceedings)  were  a  work  beyond 
The  ftrongeft  undertakers  ;  not  the  trial 
Of  two  weak  innocents. 

Lov,  Defpair  not,  madam : 
Hard  things  are  compafs'd  oft  by  eafy  means  i 
And  judgment,  being  a  gift  deriv'd  from  heaven, 
Tho'  fometimes  lodg'd  i'th'  hearts  of  wordly  men 
(That  ne'er  confider  from  whom  they  receive  it) 
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Forfakes  fuch  as  abufe  the  giver  of  it. 
Which  is  the  reafon,  that  the  politick 
And  cunning  ftatefman,  that  believes  he  fathoms 
The  counfels  of  all  kingdoms  on  the  earth, 
Is  by  fimplicity  oft  overreach'd. 

Lady.  May  he  be  fo  ;  yet  in  his  name  to  exprefs  It, 
Is  a  good  omen. 

Lo<v.  May  it  to  myfelf 
Prove  fo,  good  lady,  in  my  fuit  to  you  : 
What  think  you  of  the  motion  ? 

Lady.  Troth,  my  lord, 
My  own  unworthinefs  may  anfwer  for  me; 
For  had  you,  when  that  I  was  in  my  prime, 
My  virgin-flower  uncropp'd, ,  prefented  me 
With  this  great  favour,  looking  on  my  lownefs 
Not  in  a  glafs  of  felf-love,  but  of  truth, 
I  could  not  but  have  thought  it  as  a  blefling 
Far,  far  beyond  my  merit. 

Lv<v.  You  are  too  modeft, 
And  undervalue  that  which  is  above 
My  title,  or  whatever  I  call  mine. 
I  grant,  were  I  a  Spaniard,  to  marry 
A  widow  might  difparage  me ;  but  being 
A  true  born  Englifhman,  I  cannot  find 
How  it  can  taint  my  honour :  nay,  what's  more> 
That  which  you  think  a  blemifh,  is  to  me 
The  faireft  luftre.     You  already,  madam, 
Have  given  fure  proofs  how  dearly  you  can  cherini 
A  hufband  that  deferves  you  :  which  confirms  me, 
That  if  I  am  not  wanting  in  my  care 
To  do  you  fervice,  you'll  be  ftill  the  fame 
That  you  were  to  your  Allworth.    In  a  word, 
Our  years,  our  flates,  our  births  are  not  unequal  % 
You  being  defcended  nobly  and  ally'd  fo, 
If  then  you  may  be  won  to  make  me  happy, 
But  join  your  lips  to  mine,  and  that  fhall  be 
A  folemn  contract. 

Lady.  I  were  blind  to  my  own  good, 

Should  I  refufe  it  >  yet,  my  lord,  receive  me 

,* ,  As 
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As  fuch  a  one,  the  ftudy  of  whofe  whole  life 
Shall  know  no  other  objeft  but  to  pleafe  you* 

Lov.  If  I  return  not,  with  all  tendernefs, 
Equal  refpeft  to  you,  may  I  die  wretched. 

Lady,  There  needs  no  proteftation,  my  lord, 
To  her  that  cannot  doubt.—- .You  are  welcome,  fir. 
Now  you  look  like  yourfelf*  [Enter  Wellbornl 

Well.  And  will  continue 
Such  in  my  free  acknowledgement,  that  I  am 
Your  creature,  triadam,  and  will  never  hold 
My  life  mine  own,  when  you  pleafe  to  command  it» 

Low.  It  is  a  thankfulnefs  that  well  becomes  you  * 
You  could  not  make  choice  of  a  better  fhape 
To  drefs  your  mind  in. 

Lady.  For  me,  I  am  happy, 
That  my  endeavours  profper'd.     Saw  you  of  late 
Sir  Giles,  your  uncle  ? 

Well.  I  heard  of  him,  madam, 
By  his  miniiler,  Marrall :  he's  grown  into  ftrange  paf- 

fions 
About  his  daughter.     This  laft  night  he  look'd  for 
Your  lordfhip  at  his  houfe  ;  but  miffing  you, 
And  Ihe  not  yet  appearing,  his  wife  head 
Is  much  perplexed  and  troubTd* 

Lo<v.  It  may  be, 
Sweet  heart,  my  pro-    [Enter  0<ver.  'with  diftraBed  looks 9 
je&  took.  driving  in  Marrall  before  him* 

Lady.    I  ftrongly  hope. 

Over.  Ha!  find  her,  booby  ;  thou  huge  lump  of  no- 
thing, 
I'll  bore  thine  eyes  out  elfe. 

Well.  May  it  pleafe  our  lordfhip, 
For  fome  ends  of  mine  own,  but  to  withdraw 
A  little  out  of  fight,  tho'  not  of  hearing,  - 
You  may  perhaps  have  fport. 

Low.  You  fhall  direft  me.  [Steps  ajidel 

Over.  I  mail  fol  fa  you,  rogue  ! 

Mar.  Sir,  for  what  caufe 
Do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

G  4  Over* 


352     <A  new  Way  to  pay  old  Debts. 

Over,  Caufe,  Have !  why,  I  am  angry, 
And  thou  a  fubjecl  only  fit  for  beating  ; 
And  fo  to  cool  my  choler.     Look  to  the  writing  $ 
Let  but  the  feai  be  broke  upon  the  box, 
That  has  flepp'd  in  my  cabinet  thefe  three  years, 
I'll  rack  thy  foul  for't. 

Mar.  I  may  yet  cry  'quittance  ; 
Tho'  now  I  fuffer,  and  dare  not  refill.  \dfe£e. 

Over.  Lady,  by  your  leave,  did  you  fee  my  daughy* 
.  ter,  lady  ? 
And  the  lord  her  huiband  ?  Are  they  in  your  houfe  ? 
If  they  are,  difcover,  that  I  may  bid  'em  joy  ; 
And  as  an  entrance  to  her  place  of  honour, 
See  your  ladyfhip  on  her  left  hand,  and  make  cour'tfics 
When  fhe  nods  on  you  -,  which  you  mull  receive 
As  a  fpecial  favour. 

Lady.  When  1  know,  fir  Giles, 
Her  Hate  requires  fuch  ceremony,  I  fhall  pay  it ; 
But  in  the  mean  time,  as  I  am  myfelf, 
I  give  you  to  underfland,  I  neither  know, 
Nor  care  where  her  honour  is. 

Over.  When  you  once  fee  her 
Supported,  and  led  by  the  lord  her  hufband, 
You'll  be  taught  better. Nephew. 

Well.  Sir. 

Over.  No  more  ! 

Well.  'Tis  all  I  owe  you. 

Over.  Have  your  redeem'd  rags 
Made  you  thus  infolent  ? 

Well.  Infolent  to  you  ?  \Infcorn» 

Why,  what  are  you,  fir,,  unlefs  in  your  years, 
At  the  bell,  more  than  myfelf  ? 

Over.  His  fortune  f wells  him : 
'Tis  rank,  he's  married. 

Lady.  This  is  excellent ! 

Over.  Sir,  in  calm  language,  (tho'  I  feldom  ufe  it) 
I  am  familiar  with  the  caufe  that  makes  you 
Bear  up  thus  bravely  ;  there's  a  certain  buz 
Of  a  RoVn  marriage  ;  Do  you  hear  ?  of  a  Horn  marriage  : 

In 
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In  which  'tis  fajd  there's  fomebody  hath  been  couzen'd. 
I  name  no  parties. 

Well.  Well,  fir,  and  what  follows? 

Over.  Marry  this,    fmce  you  are    peremptory,   rt- 
member, 
Upon  mere  hope  of  your  great  match,  I  lent  you 
A  thou'fand  pounds : ,  put  me  in  good  fecurity, 
And  fuddenly,  by  mortgage  or  by  flatute, 
Of  fome  of  your  new  poileiTions,  or  I'll  have  you 
Dragg'd,  in  your  lavender  robes,  to  the  goal;  you  know 

me, 
And  therefore  do  not  trifle* 

Well.  Can  you  be 
So  cruel  to  your  nephew,  now  he's  in 
The' way  to  rife  ?  Was  this  the  courtefy 
You  did  me  in  pure  love,  and  no  ends  elfe  * 

Over.  End  me  no  ends ;  engage  the  whole  eftate, 
And  force  your  fpoufe  to  fign  it ;  you  mall  have 
Three  or  four  thoufand  more  to  roar,  and  fwagger, 
And  revel  in  bawdy  taverns. 

Well.  And  beg  after ; 
Mean  you  not  fo  ? 

Over.  My  thoughts  are  mine,  and  free. 
Shall  I  have  fecurity  ? 

Well.  No,  indeed,  you  fhall  not : 
Nor  bond,  nor  bill,  nor  bare  acknowledgment ; 
Your  great  looks  fright  not  me. 

Over.  But  my  deeds  fhall. 
Out-brav'd  !  [They  both  draw,  the  fervmits 

Lady.  Help,  murder!  murder!  enter. 

Well.  Let  him  come  on, 
With  all  his  wrongs  and  injuries  about  him, 
Arm'd  with  his  cut- throat  pra&ifes  to  guard  him ; 
The  right  that  I  bring  with  me,  will  defend  me, 
And  punifh  his  extortion. 

Over.  That  I  had  thee 
But  fingle  in  the  field! 

Lady.  You  may  ;  but  make  not 
My  houfe  your  quarrelling  fcene. 

Over.  Were't  in  a  church, 
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By  heaven  and  hell,  I'll  do't. 

Mar.  Now  put  him  to 
The  fhewing  of  the  deed. 

Well.  This  rage  is  vain,  fir  ; 
For  fighting  fear  not,  you  fhall  have  your  hands  full 
Upon  the  leaft  incitement ;  and  whereas 
You  charge  me  with  a  debt  of  a  thouiand  pounds ; 
If  there  be  law,  (howe'er  you  have  no  confcience) 
Either  reftore  my  land,  or  I'll  recover 
A  debt,  that's  truly  due  to  me  from  you, 
In  value  ten  times  more  than  what  you  challenge. 

Over.  I  in  thy  debt !  oh  impudence  !  did  I  not  purchafe 
The  land  left  by  thy  father  ?  that  rich  land, 
That  had  continued  in  Wellborn's  name 
Twenty  defcents;  which,  like  a  riotous  fool, 
Thou  didft  make  fale  of?  Is  not  here  enclos'd  - 
The  deed  that  does  confirm  it  mine  ? 

Mar.  Now,  now. 

Well.  I  do  acknowledge,  none ;  I  ne'er  pafs'd  o'er 
Any  fuch  land ;  I  grant,  for  a  year,  or  two, 
You  had  it  in  trufl ;  which  if  you  do  difcharge, 
Surrendering  the  poflemon,  you  mall  eafe 
Yourfelf,  and  me,  of  chargeable  fuits  in  law  \ 
Which,  if  you  prove  not  honeil,  (as  I  doubt  it] 
Mull  of  neceflity  follow. 

Lady.   In  my  judgment 
He  does  advife  you  welL 

Over.  Good,  good!  confpire 
With  your  new  Jhufband,  lady ;  fecond  him 
In  his  difhonefl  practices ;  but  when 
This  manor  is  extended  to  my  ufe,. 
You'll  fpeak  in  an  humbler  key,  and  fue  for  favour* 

Lady.  Never :  do  not  hope  it. 

Well.  Let  defpair  firft  feize  me. 

Over.  Yet  to  fhut  up  thy  mouth,  and  make  thee  give 
Thyfelf  the  lye,  the  loud  lyet  I  draw  out 
The  precious  evidence  ;  if  thou  canft  forfwear 
Thy  hand  and  feal,  and  make  a  forfeit  of  [Opens  the  box* 
Thy  ears  to  the  pillory  :  fee,  here's  that  will  make  ^ 
My  intereit  clear*— ~ -Hah  [ 

z  •  Lady* 
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Lady,  A  fair  skin  of  parchment ! 

Well.  Indented,  I  confefs,  and  labels  too ; 
But  neither  wax,  nor  v/ords.    How!  thunder-ftruck 
Not  a  fyllable  to  infult  with  ?  my  wife  uncle, 
Is  this  your  precious  evidence  ?  is  this  that  makes 
Your  intereft  clear  ? 

Over.  I  am  o'erwhelm'd  withswonderl 
What  prodigy  is  this  ?  what  fubtle  devil 
Hath  raz'd  out  the  infcription  ?  the  wax 
Turn'd  into  duft,  the  reft  of  my  deeds  whole, 
As  when  they  were  deliver'd ;  and  this  only 
Made  nothing !  do  you  deal  with  witches,  rafcal  t 
There  is  a  ftatute  for  you,  which  will  bring 
Your  neck  in  a  hempen  circle  ;  yes,  there  is. 
And  now  'tis  better  thought ;  for,  cheater,  knav^r 
This  juggling  mail  not  fave  you. 

Well.  To  fave  thee 
Would  begger  the  flock  of  mercy. 

Over.  MarralL 

Mar.  Sir. 

Over.  Thor  the  witnefles  are  dead,      [flattering  iml 
Your  teftimony 

Help  with  an  oath  or  two  ;  and  for  thy  matter, 
Thy  liberal  mafter,  my  good  honeft  fervant, 
I  know,   you  will  fwear  any  thing  to  dafh 
This  cunning  flight:  befides,  I  know  thou  art 
A  publick  notary,  and  fuch  fland  in  law 
For  a  dozen  witneffes  ;  the  deed  being  drawn  too 
By  thee,  my  careful  Marrall,  and  deliver'd 
When  thou  wer't  prefent,  will  make  good  my  title>^ 
Wilt  thou  not  fwear  this  ? 

Mar.  I  !  no  I  affure  you.. 
I  have  a  confcience,  not  fear'd  up  like  yours  $ 
I  know  no  deeds. 

Over.  Wilt  thou  betray  me? 

Mar.  Keep  him 
From  ufing  of  his  hands,  111  ufe  my  tongue 
To  his  no  little  torment. 

Over.  Mine  own  varlet 
Rebel  againfl;  me  ? 

G  6  U&& 
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Mar.  Yes,  and  uncafe  you  too. 
Theideot;  the  patch;  theflave;  the  booby; 
The  property  fit  only  to  be  beaten 
For  your  morning  exercife ;  your  football,  or 
Th'  unprofitable  lump  of  flefh ;  your  drudge 
Can  now  anatomize  you,  and  lay  open 
All  your  black  plots,   and  level  with  the  earth 
Your  hill  of  pride ;  and  with  thefe  gabions  guarded, 
Unload  my  great  artillery,  and  make, 
Nay  pulverize  the  walls  you  think  defend  you. 
Lady.  How  he  foams  at  the  mouth  with  rage  ! 
Well.  To  him  again. 

Over.  Oh  that  I  had  thee  in  my  gripe,  I  would  tear 
thee 
Joint  after  joint ! 

Mar.  I  know  you  are  a  tearer. 
But  I'll  have  firft  your  fangs  par'd  off ;  and  then 
Come  nearer  to  you ;  when  I  have  difcover'd, 
And  made  it  good  before  tie  judge,  what  ways 
And  devilifh  pradlifes  you  us'd  to  couzen 
With  an  army  of  whole  families,  who  yet  live, 
And,  but  enroll'd  for  foldiers,  were  able 
To  take  in  Dunkirk. 
Well.  All  will  come  out. 
Lady.  The  better. 

Over.  But  that  I  will  live,  rogue,  to  torture  thee^ 
And  make  thee  wifh,  and  kneel  in  vain  to  die  ; 
Thefe  fwords  that  keep  thee  from  me,  mould  fix  here, 
Although  they  made  my  body  but  one  wound, 
But  I  would  reach  thee. 

Lav.  Heaven's  hand  is  in  this, 
One  ban-dog  worry  the  other.  \JJide.- 

Over.  I  play  the  fool, 
And  make  my  anger  but  ridiculous. 
There  will  be  a  time,  and  place,  there  will  be,  cowards, 
When  you  ihall  feel  what  I  dare  do. 

Well  I  think  fo  : 
You  dare  do  any  ill,  yet  want  true  valour 

To  be  honefl:  and  repent, 

Over'l 


A  new  Way  to  pay  old  Debts.    1 57 

Over.  They  are  words  I  know  not, 
Nor  e'er  will  learn.     Patience,  the  [Enter  Greed? 

begger's  virtue,  and  par/on  Well-do* 

Shall  find  no  harbour  here.— After  thefe  ftorms 
At  length  a  calm  appears.     Welcome,   moft  welcome ; 
There's  comfort  in  thy  looks ;  Is  the  deed  done  ? 
Is  my  daughter  married  ?  fay  but  fo,  my  chaplain, 
And  I  am  tame. 

Well-do.  Married  ?  yes,  I  allure  you. 

Over.  Then  vanifh  all  fad  thoughts;  there's  more 
gold  for  thee. 
My  doubts  and  fears  are  in  the  titles  drown'd 
Of  my  right  honourable,,  right  honourable  daughter. 

Greedy.  Here  will  be  feafting  at  leaft  for  a  month  I 
I  am  provided :  empty  guts,  croak  no  more ! 
You  fhall  be  fluff 'd  like  bag-pipes,  not  with  wind, 
But  bearing  dimes. 

Over.  Inflantly  be  here  ?  \Whifpering  to  Well-do^ 

To  my  wifti,  to  my  wifh.    Now  you  that  plot  againft  me, 
And  hop'd  to  trip  my  heels  up ;  that  contemn'd  me  ; 

[Loud  mujick: 
Think  on't,  and  tremble.  They  come,  I  hear  the  mufick. 
A  lane  there  for  my  lord. 

Wellb.  This  fudden  heat 
May  yet  be  cool'd,  fir. 

Over.  Make  way  there  for  my  lord. 

[Enter  Allvjorth  and  Margaret: 

Marg.  Sir,  firft  your  pardon,  then  your  bleffing  with 
Your  full  allowance  of  the  choice  I  have  made. 
As  ever  you  could  make  ufe  of  your  reafon,     [Kneeling\ 
Grow  not  in  pafiion  ;  iince  you  may  as  well 
Call  back  the  day  that's  paft,  as  untie  the  knot. 
Which  is  too  ftrongly  faften'd.  Not  to  dwell 
Too  long  on  words,  this  is  my  hufband. 

Over.  How  ! 

Allvj.  So  I  affure  you;  all  the  rites  of  marriage 
With  every  circumftance  are  paft.    Alas !  fir, 
Altho'  I  am  no  lord,  but  a  lord's  page, 
Your  daughter  and  my  lov'dvwife  mourns  not  for  it. 

And 
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And  for  right  honourable  fon-in-law,  you  may  fay 
Your  dutiful  daughter. 

Over.  Devil !  are  they  married  ? 

Well-do.  Do  a  father's  part,  and  fay,  heav'n  give  'em 

j°y- 

Over.  Confufion  and  ruin!  fpeak,  and  fpeak  quickly, 
Or  thou  art  dead. 

Well-do,  They  are  married. 

Over.  Thou  had'ft  better 
Have  made  a  contract  with  the  king  of  fiends 
Than  thefe. My  brain  turns  f 

We  I  I -do.  Why  this  rage  to  me  ? 
Is  not  this  your  letter,  fir  ?  and  thefe  the  words  ? 
Marry  her  to  this  gentleman. 

Over.  It  cannot : 
Nor  will  I  e'er  believe  it  :  'sdeath  I  will  not. 
That  I,  that  in  all  paffages  I  touched  J 

At  worldly  profit,  have  not  left  a  print 
Where  I  have  trod  for  the  moft  curious  Search 
To  trace  my  footfleps,  mould  be  gull'd  by  children  I 
BafrTd  and  fool'd,  and  all  my  hopes  and  labours 
Defeated,  and  made  void. 

We  I  lb.  As  it  appears 
You  are  fo,  my  grave  uncle. 

Over.  Village  nurfes 
Revenge  their  wrongs  with  curfes ;  I'll  not  wafte 
A  fyllable,  but  thus  I  take  the  life 
Which  wretched  I  gave  to  thee.  [Offers  to  kill  Margaret. 

Lovell.  Hold,  for  your  own  fake  f 
Though  charity  to  your  daughter  hath  quite  left  you* 
Will  you  do  an  a£t5  though  in  your  hopes  loft  here,. 
Can  leave  no  hope  for  peace,  or  reft  hereafter  ? 
Confider ;  at  the  bell  you're  but  a  man, 
And  cannot  fo  create  your  aims,  but  that 
They  may  be  crofs'd. 

Over.  Lord  !   thus  I  fpit  at  thee, 
And  at  thy  counfel ;  and  again  defire  thee, 
And  as  thou  art  a  foldier,  if  thy  valour 
Dares  ftiew  itfelf,  where  multitude  and  example 

Lead 
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Lead  not  the  way,  let's  quit  the  houfe,  and  change 
Six  words  in  private. 
Lowell.   I  am  ready. 
Lady.  Stay,  fir. 
Conteft  with  one  diftra&ed  ? 

Wellb.  You'll  grow  like  him, 
Should  you  anfwer  his  vain  challenge. 

Over.  Are  you  pale  ? 
Borrow  his  help,  though  Hercules  call  it  odds, 
I'll  ftand  againft  both,  as  I'm  hem'd  in  thus. 
Since,  like  the  Libyan  lion  in  the  toil, 
My  fury  cannot  reach  the  coward  hunters, 
And  only  fpends  itfelf,  I'll  quit  the  place  ; 
Alone  I  can  do  nothing  :  but  I  have  fervants 
And  friends  to  fecond  me  ;    and  if  I  make  not 
This  houfe  a  heap  of  afhes  (by  my  wrongs, 
What  I  have  fpoke  I  will  make  good)  or  leave 
One  throat  uncut,  if  it  be  poflible,. 

Hell  add  to  my  ami&ions !  [Exit  Overreach^ 

Mar.  Is't  not  brave  fport  ? 

Greedy.  Brave  fport  ?  I  am  fure  it  has  ta'en  away  my 
flomach ; 
I  do  not  like  the  fauce. 

Alkw.  Nay,  weep  not,  dearelr,  [To  Marg* 

Though  it  exprefs  your  pity  ;   what's  decreed 
Above,  we  cannot  alter. 

Lady.  His  threats  move  me 
No  fcruple,  madam. 

Mar.  Was  it  not  a  rare  trick, 
(And  it  pleafe  your  worfhip)  to  make  the  deed  nothing  > 
I  can  do  twenty  neater,  if  you  pleafe, 
To  purchafe  and  grow  rich  j  for  I  will  be 
Such  a  folkitor,  and  fteward  for  you, 
As  never  worihipful  had. 

Wellb*  I  do  believe  thee. 
But  firft  difcover  the  quaint  means  you  us'd 
To  rkze  out  the  conveyance. 
Mar.  They  are  myfleries 
Not  to  be  fpoke  in  publick  :  certain  minerals 
Incorporated  in  the  ink  and  wax. 


1 60      A  new  Way  to  pay  old  Debts. 

Befides,  he  gave  me  nothing,  but  ftill  fed  me 
With  hopes  and  blows ;  and  that  was  the  inducement 
To  this  Conundrum.     If  it  pleafe  your  worlhip 
To  call  to  memory,  this  mad  beafl  once  caus'd  me 
To  urge  you,  or  to  drown,  or  hang  yourfelf ; 
111  do  the  like  to  him,  if  you  command  me. 

Wei  lb.  You  are  a  rafcal  ;  he  that  dares  be  falfe 
To  a  mailer,  tho'  urijuft,  will  ne'er  be  true 
To  any  other :  look  not  for  reward, 
Or  favour  from  me  :  I  will  fhun  thy  fight 
As  I  would  do  a  Bafilifk's.     Thank  my  pity, 
If  thou  keep  thy  ears ;  howe'er  I  will  take  order 
Your  pradlice  mall  be  filenc'd. 

Greedy.  I'll  commit  him, 
If  you'll  have  me,  fir. 

Wellb.  That  were  to  little  purpofe; 
His  confcience  be  his  prifon  j  not  a  word, 
But  inftantly  be  gone. 

Order.  Take  this  kick  with  you, 

Amb.  And  this. 

Furn.  If  that  I  had  my  cleaver  here, 
I  would  divide  your  knave's  head. 

Mar.  This  is  the  haven 
Falfe  fervants  ftill  arrive  at.  [Exit  Mar.  epter  Over. 

Lady.  Come  again! 

Lowell.  Fear  not,  I  am  your  guard. 

Wellb.  His  looks  are  ghaftly. 

Welldo.  Some  little  time  I  have  fpent  under  your  fa* 
vours 
In  phyfical  ftudies,  and,  if  my  judgment  err  not, 
He's  mad  beyond  recovery  :  but  obferve  him, 
And  look  to  yourfelves. 

Over.  Why  is  not  the  whole  world 
Included  in  myfelf  ?  to  what  ufe'then 
Are  friends  and  fervants  ?  fay  there  were  a  fquadron 
Of  pikes,  lined  through  with  mot,  when  I  am  mounted 
Upon  my  injuries,  mall  I  fear  to  charge  'em  ? 
No  :  I'll  through  the  battalia,  and  that  routed, 

\FhuriJhing  his  ftword  unjbeathed* 

I'll  fall  to  execution.— -Ha !  I  am  feeble ; 

Some 
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Some  undone  widow  fits  upon  mine  arm, 
And  takes  away  the  ufe  oft ;  and  my  fword 
Glew'd  to  my  fcabbard  with  wrong'd  orphans  tears 
Will  not  be  drawn.     Ha !  what  are  thefe  ?  fure  hang* 

men, 
That  come  to  bind  my  hands,  and  then  to  drag  me 
Eefore  the  judgment  feat.     Now  they  are  new  flrapd$ 
And  do  appear  like  furies,  with  fteel  whips 
To  fcourge  my  ulcerous  foul  :  fhall  I  then  fall 
Ingloriouily,  and  yield  ?  no  ;  fpite  of  fate 
I  will  be  forc'd  to  hell  like  to  myfelf ; 
Though  you  were  legions  of  accurfed  fpirits> 
Thus  would  I  fly  among  you.  ■  ■  - 

Wellb'.  There's  no  help  ; 
Difarm  him  firft,  then  bind  him. 

Greedy.  Take  a  mittimus 
And  carry  him  to  Bedlam. 

Lowell.  How  he  foams ! 

We  I  lb.  And  bites  the  earth. 

Wdldo.  Carry  him  to  fome  dark  room, 
There  try  what  art  can  do  for  his  recovery, 

Marg.  O  my  dear  father!     [They  force  Overreach  off* 

All*w.  You  muft  be  patient,  miilrefs. 
*     Lowell.  Here  is  a  prefident  to  teach  wicked  men, 
That  when  they  leave  religion,  and  turn  atheifls, 
Their  own  abilities  leave  'em.  Pray  you  take  comfort; 
I  will  endeavour  you  fhall  be  his  guardians 
In  his  diffraction :  and  for  your  land,  mr.  Wellborn, 
Be  it  good,  or  ill  in  lav/,  I'll  be  an  umpire 
Between  you,  and  this,  th'undoubted  heir 
Of  fir  Giles  Overreach :  for  me,  here's  the  anchor 
That  I  muft  fix  on. 

Jll<w.  What  you  fhall  determine, 
My  lord,  I  will  allow  of. 

We  lib.  'Tis  the  language 
That  I  fpeak  too  ;  but  there  is  fomething  elfe 
Befide  the  repofTefhon  of  my  land, 
And  payment  of  my  debts,  that  I  muft  prattife. 
I  had  a  reputation,  but  'twas  loft 
In  my  loofe  courfe;  and  till  I  redeem  it 

Some 
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Some  noble  way,  I  am  but  half  made  up . 

It  is  a  time  of  a&ion  ;  if  your  lordihip 

Will  pleafe  to  confer  a  company  upon  me 

In  your  command,  I  doubt  not  in  my  fervice 

To  my  king  and  country,  but  I  ihall  do  fomething 

That  may  make  me  right  again. 

LovelL  Your  fuit  is  granted, 
And  you  lovM  for  the  motion. 

Wellh,  Nothing  wants  then 
But  your  allowance.  [To  the  pit  ^ 


The   EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  by  Wj&  l  l  b  o  r  n  . 

inUT your  allowance*— ~dnd,  in  that,  our  all 
*^   Is  comprehended;   it  being  known f  nor  we, 
Nor  he  that  wrote  the  Comedy,  can  be  free, 
Without  your  Manumiflion ;  which  if  you 
Grant  (willingly,  as  a  fair  favour  due 
To  the  Poefs  and  our  labours,  as  you  may, 
(For  we  defpair  not,  Gentlemen,  of  the  Play  ;J 
We  jointly  Jh  all  prof efs,  your  grace  hath  might 
To  teach  us  aSiion,  and  him  how  to  write. 
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PROLOGUE. 


ygFT  E  R  twice  putting  forth  to  fea,  his  fame 
wSl    Shipwreck"*  din  either ,  andjris  once  known  name.* 

In  two years  filence  buried,  perhaps  loft 
Tt/je  general  opinio?: ;  at  our  coft 
(  A zealous  facrifice  to  Neptune  made 
For  good fuccefs  in  his  uncertain  trade) 
Our  author  weighs  up  anchors,  and  once  more 
For  faking  the  fecurity  ofthefhore, 
Kefolqjes  to  prove  his  fortune  .   What  'twill  btf 
Is  not  in  him,  or  us  to  prophefie ; 
You  only  can  affure  us,     Tet  he  prafd 
This  little  in  his  ahfence  might  be  /aid, 
Defgning  ?ne  his  orator.     He  fubmits 
To  the  grave  cenfure  of  thofe  abler  wits 
His  weaknefs  5  nor  dares  he  profefs  that  when 
The  critics  laugh,  heUl  laugh  at  them  again. 
( $tra?7ge  fetf-love  in  a  writer !  J  He  would  know 
His  errors  as  you  find  ''em,  and  beftow 
His  future  ftudies  to  reform  from  this, 
What  in  a?iother  might  be  judged  amifs. 
And  yet  defpair  not,  gentlemen  ;  though  he  fear 
His  ftrengths  to-pleafe,  we  hope  that  you  Jhall  hear 
Some  things  fo  writ,  as  you  may  truly  fay, 
He  hath  not  quite  forgot  to  make  a  play, 
As  ^tis  with  malice  rumoured.  His  intents 
Are  fair*,  and  though  he  want  the  compliments 
Of  wide-mouth"*  d  promifers,,  who  fill  engage 
(Before  their  works  are  brought  upon  the  ft  age) 
Their  par  aft  es  to  proclaim  ''em  :  This  la  ft  birth 
Delivered  without  noife,  ?nay  yield  fuch  mirth. 
As  ballanc'd  equally,  will  cry  down  the  boa  ft 
Of  arrogance,  and  regain  his  credit  loft. 

Drama- 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


ALphonfo,  King  of  Naples. 
General  of  Milan. 
Se<verino9  a  nobleman  banifh'd. 
Montedaro,  his  brother-in-law,  difguifed. 
Durazzo,  the  guardian. 
Caldoro,  his  ward,  in  love  with  Oalifte. 
Adorio,  belov'd  by  Call  fie. 
Camillo,      *\ 

Lentuk,       v   Neapolitan  gentlemen, 
Donato,       J 
Cario,  fervantto  Adorio. 
Claudio,  fervant  to  Severino* 
Captains. 
Servants. 
Banditti. 

Jolantre^  wife  to  Se<verino. 
Califie,  her  daughter. 
Myrtilla,  Ca lifters  maid. 
Xlalipfoy  the  confident  of  Jolantre, 
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Actus  Primus.     Scena  Prima. 

iiW*r   Durazzo,    Camillo,    Lentulo,    and  Donato  $    two 

fernjants. 

[ELL  meofhisexpene.es?  Which  of  you 
Stands  bound  for  a  gazet  ?    he  fpends 

his  own ; 
And  you  impertinent  fools,  or  knaves, 
(make  choice 
Of  either  title,  which  your  figniorfhips  pleafe) 
To  meddle  in't.-— 

Cam.  Your  age  gives  privilege  to  this  harfh  language, 
Dur.  My  age  !  do  not  ufe  - 

That  word  again ;  if  you  do,  I  fhall  grow  young 
And  fwinge  you  foundry:  I  would  have  you  know, 
Tho'  I  write  fifty  odd,  I  do  not  carry 
An  almanack  in  my  bones  to  predeclare 


What  weather  we  ihall  have  j  nor  do  I  kneel 


In 
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In  adoration  at  the  fpring  and  fall 

Before  my  doctor,  for  a  dofe  or  two 

Of  his  reftoratives,  which  are  things,  I  take  it, 

You  are  familiar  with. 

Cam.  This  is  from  the  purpofe. 

Dur.  I  cannot  cut  a  caper,  or  groan  like  you 
When  I  have  done,  nor  run  away  fo  nimbly 
Out  of  the  field.     But  bring  me  to  a  fence-fchool, 
And  crack  a  blade  or  two  for  exercife^ 
Ride  a  barb'd  horfe,  or  take  a  leap  after  me, 
Following  my  hounds  or  hawks,  (and  by  your  leave, 
At  a  gamefom  miftrefs)  and  you  mail  confefs 
I  am  in  the  May  of  my  abilities, 
And  you  in  your  December. 

Lent.  We  are  glad  you  bear  your  years  fo  well. 

Dur.  My  years !  No  more  of  years ;  if  you  do,  at 
your  peril. 

Cam.  We  defire  not 
To  prove  your  valour. 

Dur.  'Tis  your  fafeft  courfe. 

Cam.  But  as  friends  to  your  fame  and  reputation, 
Come  to  inftruct  you  ;  your  too  much  indulgence 
To  the  exorbitant  wafte  of  young  Caldoro, 
Your  nephew  and  your  ward,  hath  render' d  you 
But  a  bad  report  among  wife  men  in  Naples. 

Dur.  Wife  men !—  in  your  opinion ;  but  to  me, 
That  underftand  myfelf  and  them,  they  are 
Hide-bounded  money-mongers :  they  would  have  me 
Train  up  my  ward,  a  hopeful  youth,  to  keep 
A  merchant's  book,  or  at  a  plough,  and  clothe  him 
In  canvas  or  coarfe  cotton  ;  while  I  fell 
His  woods,  grant  leafes,  which  he  muft  make  good 
When  he  comes  to  age,  or  be  compell'd  to  marry 
With  a  caft  whore  and  three  baflards :  let  him  know 
No  more  than  how  to  cypher  well,  or  do 
His  tricks  by  the  fquare  root ;  grant  him  no  pleafure 
But  coyts  and  nine-pins  ;  fuffer  him  to  converfe 
With  none  but  clowns  and  coblers,  as  the  Turk  fays ; 
Poverty,  old  age,  and  aches  of  all  feafons 
Light  on  fuch  heathenifh  guardians. 

Don, 
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Don.  You  do  worfe 
To  the  ruin  of  his  'Itate,  under  your  favour, 
In  feeding  his  loofe  riots, 

Dur.  Riots !  what  riots  ? 
He  wears  rich  clothes,  I  do  fo ;  keeps  horfes,  games,  and 

wenches ; 
9Tis  not  amifs,  foat  be  done  with  decorum  : 
In  an  heir  'tis  ten  times  more  excufable 
Than  to  be  over-thrifty.     Is  there  aught  elfe 
That  you  can  charge  him  with  ? 

Cam.  With  what  we  grieve  for, 
And  you  will  not  approve, 

Dur.  Out  with  it,  man. 

Cam.  His  rafh  endeavour,  without  your  confent, 
To  match  himf elf  into  a  family 
Not  gracious  with  the  times. 

Dur.  'Tis  ftill  the  better  : 
By  this  means  he  fhall  'fcape  court- viiitants, 
And  not  be  eaten  out  of  houfe  and  home 
In  a  fummer  progrefs.     But  does  he  mean  to  marry  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  fir,  to  marry. 

Dur.  In  a  beardlefs  chin 
'Tis  ten  times  worfe  than  wenching.     Family  \  whofe 
family  ? 

Cam.  Signior  Severino's 

Dur.  How  !  not  he  that  kill'd 
The  brother  of  his  wife  (as  it  is  rumourM) 
Then  fled  upon  it ;  fmce  profcrib'd,  and  chofen 
Captain  of  the  Banditti ;  the  king's  pardon 
On  no  fuit  to  be  granted  ? 

Lent.  The  fame,  fir. 

Dur.  This  touches  near.     How  is  his  love  return'd 
By  the  faint  he  worfhips  ? 

Don.  She  affecls  him  not,  but  doats  upon  another. 

Dur.  Worfe  and  worfe. 

Cam.  You  know  him,  young  Adorio. 

Dur.  A  brave  gentleman  I  What  proof  of  this! 

Lent.  I  dogg'd  him  to  the  church ; 
Where  he,  jiot  for  devotion,  as  I  guefs, 

But 
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But  to  make  his  approaches  to  his  miflrefs, 
Is  often  feen . 

Cam.  And  would  you  ftand  conceaFd 
Among  thefe  trees,  for  he  muft  pafs  this  green, 
The  mattins  ended,  as  me  returns  home, 
You  may  obferve  the  paiTages. 

Dur.  I  thank  you.     This  torrent  mull  be  ftopt. 
Enter  Adorio,  Califte9  Mir  till  a,  and  Caldoro  mujftei* 

Don.  They  come, 

Cam.  Stand  clofe. 

Califi.  I  know  I  wrong  my  modefly. 

Ador.  And  wrong  me, 
In  being  fo  importunate  for  that 
I  neither  can  nor  mufl  grant. 

Califi.  A  hard  fentence  !   and,  to  increafe  my  mifery* 
by  you 
(Whom  fond  affe&ion  hath  made  my  judge) 
Pronounc'd  without  companion.     Alas !  fir. 
Did  I  approach  you  with  unchafte  defires, 
A  fullied  reputation  ;  were  I  deform1  d, 
As  it  may  be  I  am,  tho7  many  affirm 
I  am  fomething  more  than  handfome 

Dur.  I  dare  fwear  it. 

Califi.  Or  if  I  were  no  gentlewoman,  but  bred  coarfely. 
You  might  with  fome  pretence  of  reafon  flight 
What  you  mould  fue  for. 

Dur.  Were  he  not  an  eunuch, 
He  would,  and  fue  again  ;  I  am  fure  I  mould. 
Pray  look  in  my  collar,  a  flea  troubles  me  : 
Heyday !  there  are  a  legion  of  young  Cupids 
At  barley-break  in  my  breeches. 

Cali ft.  Hear  me,  fir  ;  tho'  you  continue,  nay  increafe 
your  fcom, 
Only  vouchfafe  to  let  me  underfland 
What  my  defects  are  ;  of  which  once  convinced, 
I  will  hereafter  filence  my  harfh  plea, 
And  fpare  your  farther  trouble. 

Ador.  I'll  tell  you,  and  bluntly,  as  my  ufual  manner  is> 
Tho*  I  were  a  woman-hater,  which  I  am  not, 
Eut  love  the  fex,  for  my  ends ;  take  me  with  you  i 

Vol.  VIII.  H  If 
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If  in  my  thought  I  found  one  taint  or  blemifh 

In  the  whole  fabrick  of  your  outward  features, 

I  would  give  myf elf  the  lye.      You  are  a  virgin 

Poffefs'd  of  all  your  mother  could  wifh  in  you  : 

Your  father  Severino's  dire  difafier 

In  killing  of  your  uncle,  which  I  grieve  for, 

In  no  part  taking  from  you.     I  repeat  it ; 

A  noble  virgin,  for  whofe  grace  and  favours 

Th'Italian  princes  might  contend  as  .rivals ; 

Yet  unto  me  (a  thing  far,  far  beneath  you, 

A  noted  libertine  I  profefs  myfelf ) 

In  your  mind  there  does  appear  one  fault  fo  grofs, 

Nay,  I  might  fay  unpardonable,  at  your  years, 

If  juftly  you  confider  it,  that  I  cannot, 

Asyoudefire,  affect  you. 

Califi.  Make  me  know  it,  I'll  foon  reform  it. 

J  dor.  Would  you  would  keep  your  word. 

Califi,  Put  me  to  the  tell. 

Ador.  I  will     You  are  too  honeft, 
And,  like  your  mother,  too  ilridl  and  religious, 
And  talk  too  foon  of  marriage:   I  fhall  break, 
If  at  that  rate  I  purchafeyou.     Can  I  part  with 
My  uncurb'd  liberty,  and  on  my  neck 
"W  ear  fuch  a  heavy  yoke  ?    hazard  my  fortunes, 
With  all  th' expected  joys  my  life  can  yield  me, 
For  one  commodity  before  I  prove  it  ? 
Venus  forbid  on  both  fides ;  let  crook' d  hams, 
Paid  heads,  declining  ihoulders,  furrow'd  cheeks 
Ee  aw'd  by  ceremonies :  if  you  love  me 
I'the  way  young.people  mould,  I'll  fly  to  meet  it, 
And  we  11  meet  merrily. 

Califi.  'lis  flrange  fuch  a  man  can  ufe  fuch  language. 

Ador.  In  my  tongue  my  heart 
Speaks  freely,  fair  one  !  Think  upon't,  a  clofe  friend 
Or  private  miflrefs,  is  court-rhetorick  ; 
A  wife,  mere  ruflick  folecifm.     So  goodmorrow. 

Cam.  How  like  you  this  r 

[Ador io  offers  to  go,  is  fi aid  by  Caldoro* 

Bur.  A  well-bred  gentleman  ! 

I  am  now  thinking,  if  e'er  in  the  dark, 

Or 
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Of  drunk,  I  met  his  mother  :  he  mull  have 
Some  drops  of  my  blood  in  him  ;  for  at  his  years 
I  was  much  of  his  religion. 

Cam.  Out  upon  you  ! 

Don.  The  colt's  tooth  flill  in  your  mouth  ? 

Dur.  What  means  this  whifpering  ? 

A  dor.  You  may  perceive  I  feek  not  to  difplaiit  yOUs 
Where  you  defire  to  grow  :  for  farther  thanks, 
'Tis  needlefs  compliment. 

Cald.  There  are  fome  natures 
Which  bluili  to  owe  a  benefit,  if  not 
Receiv'din  corners ;  holding  it  an  impairing 
To  their  own  worth,  mould  they  acknowledge  it, 
1  am  made  of  other  clay,  and  therefore  muft 
Trench  {o  far  on  your  leiiure,-  as  to  win  you 
To  lend  a  patient  ear,  while  I  profefs 
Before  my  glory,  tho'  your  fcorn,  CaMe, 
How  much  I  am  your  fervant. 

Ador.  My  defigns  are  not  fo  urgent,  but  they  can 
difpenfe 
With  fo  much  time. 

Cam.   Pray  you  now  obferve  your  nephew, 

Dur.  How  he  looks !  like  a  fchool-boy  that  had  play'd 
the  truant, 
And  went  to  be  breech'd. 

Cald.  Madam ! 

Calift.  A  new  affiiclion  ! 
Your  fuit  offends  as  much  as  his  repulfe, 
It  being  not  to  be  granted. 

Mirt.  Hear  him,  madam. 
His  forrow  is  not  perfonaied  ;  he  deferves 
Your  pity,  not  contempt. 

Dur.  He  has  made  the  maid  his ; 
And  as  the  mafier  of  the  art  of  love 
Wifely  affirms,  it  is  a  kind  of  paffage 
To  the  miftreis's  favour. 

Cald.  I  come  not  to  urge 
My  merit  to  deferve  you,  fince  you  are, 
Weighed  truly  to  your  worth,  above  all  value  ! 
Much  left  to  argue  you  of  want  of  judgment 

H  2  For 
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For  following  one  that  with  wing'd  feet  flies  from  you ; 

While  I  -at  all  parts  (without  boaft)  his  equal, 

In  vain  purfue  you  ;  bringing  thofe  flames  with  me, 

Thofe  lawful  flames,  (for,  madam,  know,  with  other 

1  never  fhall  approach  you)  which  Adorio, 

In  fcorn  of  Hymen  and  religious  rites, 

With  atheiftical  impudence  contemns, 

And  in  his  loofe  attempt  to  undermine 

The  fortrefs  of  your  honour,  feeks  to  ruin 

All  holy  altars  by  clear  minds  erected 

To  virgin-honour. 

Dur.  My  nephew  is  an  afs  ■; 
What  a  devil  hath  he  to  do  with  virgin-honour, 
Altars,  or  lawful  flames  ?  when  he  fliould  tell  her 
They  are  fuperftitious  nothings,  and  fpeakto  the  purpofe, 
Of  the  delight  to  meet  in  the  old  dance 
Betwen  a  pair  of  fheets ;  my  grandame  calPd  it 
The  peopling  of  the  world. 

Calijl.  How,  gentle  fir  ?  to  vindicate  my  honour,  that 
is  needlefs  ; 
I  dare  not  fear  the  worfl:  afperfion  malice 
Can  throw  upon  it. 

Cald.    Your  fweet  patience,    lady,    and  more   than 
dove-like  innocence  renders  you 
Infenfible  of  an  injury,  for  which 
I  deeply  fufFer.     Can  you  undergo 
The  fcorn  of  being  refus'd  ?  I  muft  confefs 
If  makes  for  my  ends ;  for  had  he  embraced 
Your  gracious  offers  tender'd  him,  I  had  been 
In  my  own  hopes  forfaken  ;  and  if  yet 
There  can  breathe  any  air  of  comfort  in  me, 
To  his  contempt  I  owe  it :  but  his  ill 
No  more  fhall  make  way  for  my  good  intents, 
Than  virtue^  powerful  in  herfelf,  can  need 
The  aids  of  vice. 

A/or.  You  take  that  licence,  fir,  which  yet  I  never 
granted. 

Cald.  I'll  force  more>  nor  will  I  for  mine  own  ends 

undertake  it* 

(As  I.  will  make  apparent)  but  to  do 

A  juftice 
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A  juflice  to  yourfex,  with  mine  own  wrong 

And  irrecoverable  lofs. — -To  thee  I  turn, 

Thou  goatifh  ribauld,  in  whom  lull  is  grown 

Defenfible,  the  laft  defcent  to  hell, 

Which  gapes  wide  for  thee :  Look  upon  this  lady,, 

And  on  her  fame,  (if  it  were  poffrble. 

Fairer  than  fhe  is)  and  if  bafe  defires 

And  beaftly  appetite  will  give  thee  leave, 

Confider  how  fhe  fought  thee,  how  this  lady 

In  a  noble  way  defir'd  thee :  Was  fhe  fafhion'd 

In  an  inimitable  mould,  (which  nature  broke, 

The  great  work  perfected)  to  be  made  a  flave 

To  thy  libidinous  twines,  and  when  commanded 

To  be  us'd  as  phyfick  after  drunken  forfeits  ? 

Mankind  mould  rife  againft  thee  :  what  even  now 

I  heard  with  horror,  fhew'd  like  blafphemy, 

And  as  fuch  I  will  punifh  it.      [He  fit 'ikes  Adorio^  the  reft 

Galift.  Murder  !  make  in>  they  all  draw* 

Mir.  Help  ! 

Dur.  After  a  whining  prologue,  who  would  have 
look'd  for 
Such  a  rough  cataftrophe  ?  nay,  come  on,  fear  nothing  ; 
Never  till  now,  my  nephew.     And  do  you  hear,  fir, 
(And  yet  I  love  thee  too)  if  you  take  the  wench  now^ 
1*11  have  it  polled  firft,  then  chronicled, 
Thou  wert  beaten  to't. 

Ador.  You  think  you  have  fhewn 
A  memorable  mafler-piece  of  valour 
In  doing  this  in  publick  \  and  it  may 
Perhaps  defence  her  fhoe-ltring  for  a  favour : 
Wear  it  without  my  envy  ;  but  expect 
For  this  affront,  when  time  ferves,  I  fhall  call  you 
To  a  ftrict  account.  [Exeunt* 

Dur.  Hook  on,  follow  him  harpies, 
You  may  feed  upon  this  bufinefs  for  a  month, 
Jf  you  manage  it  handfomely  :  when  two  heirs  quarrel, 
The  fword-men  of  the  city  fhortly  after 
Appear  in  plum,  for  their  grave  confultations 
In  taking  up  the  difference  ; 

Some  I  know  make  a  fet  living  on't.     Nay,  let  him  go, 

H  3  Thou 
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Thou  art  m after  of  the  field  ;  enjoy  thy  fortune 

With  moderation  :  for  a  flying  foe, 

Difcreet  and  provident  conquerors  build  up 

A  bridge  of  gold.     To  thy  miilrefs,.  boy  :  if  I  were 

I'thy  fnirt,  how  I  could  nick  it  I 

Cald.  You  Hand,  madam,  as  you  were  rooted,  and  I 
more  than  fear 
My  pafhon  hath  offended :   I  perceive 
The  rofes  frighted  from  your  cheeks,  and  palenefs 
T'ufurp  their  room ;  yet  you  may  pleafe  to  afcribe  it 
To  my  excefs  of  love,  and  boundlefs  ardor 
To  do  you  right ;  for  myfelf  I  have  done  nothing, 
I  will  not  curfe  my  ftars,  howe'er  affur'd 
To  me  you  are  loft  for  ever  :  for  fuppofe 
Adorio  ilain,  and  by  my  hand,  my  life 
Is  forfeited  to  the  law  ;  which  I  contemn, 
So  with  a  tear  or  two  you  would  remember 
I  was  your  martyr,  and  died  in  your  fervice. 

Caliji.  Alas,  you  weep  !  and  in  my  juft  companion 
Of  what  you  fuller,  I  were  more  than  marble, 
Should  1  not  keep  you  company  :  you  have  fought 
My  favours  nobly,  and  I  am  juilly  punihVd 
In  wild  Adorio"' s  contempt  and  fcorn 
.For  mv  ingratitude  ;  it  is  no  better 
Fo  your  defervings :  Yet  fuch  is  my  fate, 
Tho'  I  would,  I  cannot  help  it.     O  Calcioro ! 
In  our  mifplac'd  affection  I  prove 
Too  foon,  and  with  dear-bought  experience,  Cupid 
Is  blind  indeed,   and  hath  miftook  his  arrows. 
If  it  be  poiTible,  learn  to  forget, 
And  yet  that  punifhment  is  too  light ;    to  hate 
A  thankleis  virgin  :  practife  it ;  and  may 
Your  due  confideration  that  I  am  fo, 
In  your  imagination  difperfe- 
Lothfome  deformity  upon  this  face 
That  hath  bewitch'd  you.     More  I  cannot  fay, 
But  that  I  truly  pity  you,  and  wifh  you 
A  better  choice,  which  in  my  prayers  (Caldoro) 
I  ever  will  remember.  [Ex.  Calif  e%  Mirtilla* 

Dur. 
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Dur.  *Tis  a  fweet  rogue :  why,  how  now,  thunder- 
fbruck  ? 

Cald.  I  am  not  fo  happy  :  Oh  that  I  were  but  mailer 
of  myfelf, 
You  foon  mould  fee  me  nothing.. 

Dur.   What  would  you  do  ? 

Cald.  With  one  ftab  give  a  fatal  period 
To  my  woes  and  life  together. 

Dur.  For  a  woman  !  better  the  kind  were  loft,  and 
generation  maintained  a  new  way. 

Cald.  Pray  you, .  fir,  forbear  this  profane  language.. 

Dur.  Pray  you,  be  you  a  man, 
And  whimper  not  like  a  girl :  all  mail  be  well,,' 
As  I  live  it  ihall ;  this  is  no  heclick  fever, 
But  a  love-fick  ague,  eafy  to  be  cur'd,  /  . 

And  I'll  be  your  phyfician,   fo  you  fubfcribe. 
To  my  directions.     Firft,  you  rnuft  change 
This  city,  whoriih  air,  for  'tis  infecled, 
And  my  potions  will  not  work  here,   I  mufi:  have  you* 
To  my  country -villa :  rife  before  the  fun, 
Then  make  a  breakfaft  of  the  morning-dew 
Serv'd  up  by  nature  on  fome  grafly  hill : 
You'll  find  it  ne&ar,  and  far  more  cordial 
Than  cullifes,  cock-broth,  or  your  diftillations 
Of  a  hundred  crowns  a  quart. 

Cald.  You  talk  of  nothing. 

Dur.  This  ta'en  as  a  preparative  to  ftrengthen 
Your  queafy  ftomach,  vault  into  your  faddle  ; 
With  all  this  flem  I  can  do  it  without  a  ftirrup  : 
yiy  hounds  uncoupled,  and  my  huntfmen  ready, 
You  ihall  hear  fuch  muiick  from  their  tunable  mouths, 
That  you  will  fay,  the  viol,  harp,  theorbo, 
Ne'er  made  fuch  ravifhing  harmony,  from  the  groves 
And  neighbouring  woods,  with  frequent  iterations,. 
Enamour'd  of  the  cry,  a  thoufand  echo's 
Repeating  it. 

Cald.   What's  this  to  me  ? 

Dur.  It  (hall  be,  and  you  give  thanks  for't.     In  the 
afternoon 
(For  we  will  have  variety  of  delights) 

H4  We'll 
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We'll  to  the  field  again,  no  game  fhall  rife 

But  we'll  be  ready  for't ;  if  a  hare,  my  greyhounds 

Shall  make  a  courfe  ;  for  the  pye  or  jay,  a  fparhawk 

Flies  from  the  fill ;  the  crow  fo  near  purfued, 

Shall  be  compelPd  to  feek  protection  under 

Our  horfes  bellies ;  a  hearn  put  from  her  fiege, 

And  a  piflol  mot  .off  in  her  breech,  fhall  mount 

So  high,  that,  to  your  view,  {he'll  feem  to  foar 

Above  the  middle  region  of  the  air. 

A  call  of  haggard  falcons,  by  me  man'd* 

Eying  the  prey  at  nrll,  appear  as  if 

They  did  turn  tail,  but  with  their  labouring  wings 

Getting  above  her,  with  a  thought  their  pinions 

Cleaving  the  purer  element,  make  in, 

And  by  turns  bind  with  her  ;  the  frighted  fowl, 

Lying  at  her  defence  upon  her  back, 

With  her  dreadful  beak  a  while  defers  her  death, 

But  by  degrees  forc'd  down,  we  part  the  fray, 

And  feafl  upon  her. 

Cald.  This  cannot  be,  I  grant,  but  pretty  paftime, 

Dur.  Fretty  pallime,  nephew ! 
'Tis  royal  fport.  Then  for  an  evening  flight, 
A  tiercel  gentle,  which  I  call  my  mailers, 
As  he  were  fent  a  menenger  to  the  moon, 
In  fuch  a  place  flies,  as  he  feems  to  fay, 
See  me,  or  fee  me  not  :  the  partridge  fprung, 
He  makes  his  Hoop  ;  but  wanting  breath,  is  forc'd 
To  cancelier  j  then  with  fuch  fpeed,  as  if 
He  carried  light' ning  in  his  wings,  he  flrikes 
The  trembling  bird  ;  who  even  in  death  appears 
Proud  to  be  made  his  quarry. 

Cald.  Yet  all  this  is  nothing  to  Calille.  [night 

Dur.  Thou  lhalt  find  twenty  CaliHes  there,  for  every 
A  frefh  and  lully  one  ;  I'll  give  thee  a  ticket, 
In  which  my  name,  Durazzo's  name  fubfcrib'd, 
My  tenants  nut-brown  daughters,  wholfome  girls, 
At  midnight  fhall  contend  to  do  thee  fervice. 
I  have  bred  them  up  to't;  mould  their  fathers  murmur, 
Their  leafes  are  void  ;  for  that  is  a  main  point 
In  my  indentures :  and  when  we  make  our  progrefs 

There 


The  Guardian.  177 

There  is  no  entertainment  perfect,  if 
This  laft  dim  be  not  ofFer'd. 

Cald.  You  make  me  fmile. 

Dur.  I'll  make  thee  laugh  outright.  My  horfes,  knaves! 
'Tis  but  fix.  lhort  hours  riding  :  yet  e'er  night 
Thou  malt  be  an  alter'd  man, 

Cald.  I  wifh  I  may,  fir.  [ExwnU 

Enter  Jolantre,  CallJIe,  Calypfo,  Mirtilla. 

jfol.  I  had  fpies  upon  you  minion  ;  the  relation 
Of  your  behaviour  was  at  home  before  you : 
My  daughter  to  hold  parley,  from  the  church  too^ 
With  noted  libertines  ?  her  fame  and  favours 
The  quarrel  of  their  fwords  I 

Calift.  'Twas  not  in  me  to  help  it,  madam. 

JoL  No  ?  how  have  I  liv'd? 
My  neighbours  know  my  manners  have  been  fuck, 
That  I  prefume  I  may  affirm,  and  boldly,. 
In  no  particular  action  of  my  life 
I  can  be  juiily  eenfur'd. 

Calyp.  Cenfur'd,  madam!  what  lord  or  lady   lives,! 
worthy  to  fit 
A  competent  judge  on  you  ? 

Calift.   Yet  black  detraction  will  find  faults  where 
they  are  not. 

Calyp.  Her  foul  mouth 
Is  flopp'd,  you  being  the  object.  Give  me  leave 
To  fpeak  my  thoughts,  yet  frill  under  correction  : 
And  if  my  young  lady  and  her  woman  hear, 
With  reverence,  they  may  be  edify 'd. 
You  are  my  gracious  patronefs  and  fupportrefs* 
And  I  your  poor  obferver,  nay  your  creature, 
Fed  by  your  bounties ;  and  but  that  I  know 
Your  honour  detefts  flattery,  I  might  fay 
{And  with  an  emphafis)  You  are  the  lady 
Admir'd  and  envied  at,  far,  far  above 
All  imitation  of  the  bed  of  women 
That  are,  or  ever  fhall  be.     This  is  truth ; 
I  dare  not  be  obfequious ;  and  'twould  ill 
Become  my  gravity,  and  wifdom  glean' d 
From  your  oraculous  lady  (hip,  to  ad 
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The  part  of  a  fhe-parafite. 

Jol.  If  you  do,  I  never  mall  acknowledge  you. 
Calijl.  Admirable  !  this  is  no  flattery. 
Mirt.  Do  not  interrupt  her  : 
'Tisfuch  a.pleafing  itch  to  your  lady-mother, 
That  fne  may  peradventure  forget  us, 
To  feed  on  her  own  praiies. 

Jol.  I  am  not  fo  far  in  debt  to  age,  but  if  I  would 
Liften  to  mens  bewitching  forceries, 
I  could  be  courted. 

Calyp*  Reft  fecure  of  that;  all  the  braveries  of  the  city 
run  mad  for  you, 
And  yet  your  virtue's  fucli,  not  one  attempts  you.. 
Jol.  I  keep  no  mankind  fervant  in  my  houfe^ 
In  fear  my  chaftity  may  be  fufpected  : 
,How  is  that  voic'd  in  Naples  ? 

Calyp.  With  loud  applaufe,  I  aiTure  your  honour. 
Jo/.  It  confirms  I  can  command  my  fenfual  appetites.. 
Calyp.  As  vanals  to  your  more  than  mafculine  reafon 
that  commands  'em  : 
Your  palace  ftiPd  a  nunnery  of  purenefs, 
In  which  not  one  lafcivious  thought  dares  enter,. 
Your  clear  foul  Handing  centineL 
Mirt.  Well  laid,  echo. 

Jol.  Yet  I  have  tailed  thofe  delights  which  women 
So  greedily  long  for,  know  their  titillations  ; 
And  when  with  danger  of  his  head  thy  father 
Comes  to  give  comfort  to  my  widowed  iheets„ 
As  foon  as  his  defires  are  fatisfied, 
I  can  with  eafe  forget  'em. 

Calyp.  Obferve  that, 
It  being  indeed  remarkable  :  'tis  nothing 
For  a  fimple  maid  that  never  had  her  hand 
In  the  hony-pot  of  pleafure,  to  forbear  it ; 
But  fuch  as  have  lick'd  there  often, 

And  felt  the  fweetnefs  oft 

w    Mirt.  How  her  mouth  runs  over  with  rank   imagi- 
nation ! 
Calyp.  Tf  fuch  can, 
As  I  urg'd  before,  the  kickfhaw  being  offer'd,, 

Refufe 
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Refufeto  take  it,  like  my  matchlefs  madam, 
They  may  be  fainted. 

Jo  I.  I'll  lofe  no  more  breath 
In  fruitlefs  reprehenfion ;  look  to't, 
I'll  have  thee  wear  this  habit  of  my  mind, 
As  of  my  body. 

Calyp.  Seek  no  other  preiident : 
In  all  the  books  of  Amadis  de  Gaul, 
The  Falmerins,  and  that  true  Spanifh  flory, 
The  mirror  of  knighthood,  which  I  have  read  often,. 
Read  feelingly,  nay  more,  I  do  believe  in't, 
My  lady  has  no  parallel. 

Jol.  Do  not  provoke  me. 
If  from  this  minute  thou  e'er  flir  abroad, 
Write  letter,  or  receive  one,  or  prefume 
To  look  upon  a  man,,  tho*  from  a  window, 
I'll  chain  thee  like  a  Have  in  fome  dark  corner,- 
Frefcribe  thy  daily  labour*;-  which  omitted, 
Expecl  the  ufage  of  a  fury  from  me, 
Not  an  indulgent  mother's.     Come,  Calypfo.. 

Calyp,.  Your  lady fftip's  injunctions  are  fo  eafy,- 
That  I  dare  pawn  my  credit,  my  young  lady 
And  her  woman  mall  obey  'em.       [Exetrnt  Jol.  Calyp. 

Mir  til.  You  fliall  fry  firft 
For  a  rotten  piece  of  dry  touchwood,  and  give  fire 
To  the  great  fiend's  noftrils,  when  he  fmokes  tobacco. 
Note  the  injailice,  madam ;  they  would  have  us, 
Being  young  and  hungry,  keep  a  perpetual  lent, 
And  the  whole  year  to  them  a  carnival. 
Eafy  injunctions,,  with  a  mifchief  to  you  : 
Suffer  this,,  and  fuffer  all. 

Cahift.  Not  flir  abroad ! 
The  ufe  and  pleafure  of  our  eyes  denied  us  ? 

Mirt.  InfufFerable. 

Calyp.  Nor  write,,  nor  yet  receive  an  amorous  letter  ! 

Mirt.  Not  to  be  endured. 

Calyp.  Nor  look,  upon  a  man  out  of  a  window  ! 

Mirt..  Flat  tyranny,  iriupportable  tyranny 
To  a  lady  of  your  bloc 

CAijl.  She  is  my  mother,  and  how fhould  I  decline  it? 

II  6  Mirt. 


i8o  7&?  Guardian." 

Mirt.  Run  away  from't,  take  any  courfe. 

Califi*  But  without  means,  Mirtilla,  how  fhall  we  live  ? 

Mirt.  What  a  queftion's  that  !   as  if 
A  buckfom  lady  could  want  maintenance 
In  any  place  in  the  world,  where  there  are  men, 
Wine,  meat,  or  money  furring. 

Califi.   Be  you  more  model!, 
Or  feek  fome  other  miflrefs :  Rather  than 
In  a  thought,  or  dream,  I  will  confent  to  aught 
That  may  take  from  my  honour,  I'll  endure 
More  than  my  mother  can  impofe  upon  me. 

Mirt.  I  grant  your  honour  is  a  fpecious  drernng, 
But  without  converfation  of  men, 
A  kind  of  nothing.    I  will  not  perfuade  you 
To  difobedience  :  yet  my  confeflbr  told  me 
(And  he  you  know  is  held  a  learned  clerk) 
When  parents  do  enjoin  unnatural  things, 
Wife  children  may  evade  'em .  •  She  may  as  well 
Command  when  you  are  hungry,  not  to  eat, 
Or  drink,  or  ileep  ;  and  yet  all  thefe  are  eafy 
Compar'd  with  the  not  feeing  of  a  man. 
But  I  perfuade  no  farther,  as  to  you 
There  is  no  fuch  neceiftty ;  you  have  means 
To  fhun  you  mother's  rigour, 

Califi.  Lawful  means  ? 

Mirt.  Lawful,  and  pleaiing  too.  I  will  not  urge 
Caldoro's  loyal  love,  you  being  averfe  to't, 
Make  tryal  of  Adorio. 

Califi.  And  give  up  my  honour  to  his  \xxiX  ? 

Mirt.  There's  no  iuch  thing 
Intended,  madam  :  in  a  few  words,'  write  to  him, 
What  flavifh  hours  you  fpend  under  your  mother  ;. 
That  you  defire  not  prefent  marriage  from  him, 
But  as  a  noble  gentleman  to  redeem  you    . 
From  the  tyranny  you  fuifer.     With  your  letter 
Prefent  him  fome  rich  jewel ;  you  have  one, 
In  which  the  rape  of  Proferpine,  in  little, 
Js  to  the  life  exprefs'd.     Ill  be  the  meffenger 
With  any  hazard,  and  at  my  return, 
Yield  you  a  good  account  oft. 
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Califi.  'Tis  a  bufinefs  to  be  confider'd  of. 

Mirt.  Confideration,  when  the  converfe  of  your 
lover  is  in  queflion, 
Is  of  no  moment.    If  flie  would  allow  you 
A  dancer  in  the  morning  to  well  breathe  you, 
A  fongfter  in  the  afternoon,  a  fervant 
To  air  you  in  the  evening  ;  give  you  leave 
To  fee  the  theatre  twice  a  week,  to  mark 
How  the  old  aclors  decay,  the  young  fprout  up^ 
A  fitting  obfervation,  you  might  bear  it ; 
But  not  to  fee,  or  talk,  or  touch  a  man, 
Abominable ! 

Calift.  Do  not  my  blufhes  fpeak 
How  willingly  I  would  anient  ? 

Mirt.  Sweet  lady, 
Do  fomething  to  deferve  'em,  and  blufli  after.    [Exeunt. 


Adtus  fecundus,  Scena  prima* 

Enter  Jolantre  and  Calypfo.. 

Jol.    AND  are  thefe  Frenchmen,  as  you  fay,  fucli 
_/\         gallants  ? 

Calyp.  Gallant  and  aclive  ;  their  free  breeding  knows 
The  Spaniih  and  Italian  precifenefs,  [not 

Practis'd  among  us.     What  we  call  immodeft, 
With  them  is  ftil'd  bold  courtfhip  :  they  dare  fight 
Under  a  velvet  enfign  at  fourteen. 

Jol.  A  petticoat  you  mean. 

Calyp.   You  are  i'th'  right : 
Let  a  miftrefs  wear  it  under  an  armor  of  proof,. 
They  are  not  to  be  beaten  off. 

Jol.   You  are  merry,  neighbour. 

Calyp.  I  fool  to  make  you  f o ;  pray  you  obferve  'em. 
They  are  the  forwarded  monfieurs ;   born  phyficians 
For  the  malady  of  young  wenches,  and  ne'er  mifs ; 
I  owe  my  life  to  one  of  'em,  when  I  was 
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A  raw  young  thing  not  worth  the  ground  I  trod  onr 
And  long'd  to  dip  my  bread  in  tar,  my  lips 
As  blue  asTalt  water,  he  came  up  roundly  to  me, 
And  cur'd  me  in  an  inftant ;  Venus  beprais'd  for't. 
Enter  Alphonfo,  General \  M(mteclaroy  attendants ,.  and 

Captain, 
yol.  They  come,  leave  prating. 
Calyp.-  I  am  dumb,,  an't  like  your  honour. 
Alph.  We  will  not  break  the  league  coniirm'd  be- 
tween us, 
And  your  great  mafter  :  the  pafTage  of  his  army 
Thro'  all  our  territories  lies  open  to  him  ; 
Only  we  grieve  that  your  defign  for  Rome 
Commands  fuch  hafter  as  it  denies  us  means 
To  entertain  you,  as  your  worth  defervesy 
And  we  would  eladiv  tender. 

Gen.  Royal  Alphonfo,  the  king  my  mailer,-  your  con- 
federate,. 
Will  pay  the  debt  he  owe?r  in  fact,,  which  I 
Want  words  t'exprefs.    I  muft  remove  to-night  y 
And  yet,  that  your  intended  favours  may  not 
Be  loft,-  I  leave  this  gentleman  behind  me,, 
To  whom  you  may  vouchfafe  'em,  I  dare  fay,, 
Without  repentance.     I  forbear  to  give 
Your  majefty  his  character ;  in  France 
He  was  prefident  for  arts  and  arms,.       \_AIphonfo  receives 
Without  a  rival,,  and  may  prove  in  Naples     Monteclaro. 
Worthy  the  imitation. 

Calyp.  Is  he  noty  madam, 
A  monfieur  in  print  ?  What  a  garb  was  there?  O  rare  I 
Then,  how  he  wears  his  clothes,  and  the  faihion  o£  'era! 
A  main  afturance  that  he  is  within 
All  excellent :  by  this,  wife  ladies  ever 
Make  their  conjectures. 

JcL  Peace,.  I  have  obferv'd  him. 
From  head  to  foot. 

Calyp.  Eye  him  again,,  all  over. 
Monte.  It  cannot,  royal  fir,  but  argue  me  * 
Of  much  prefumption,  if  not  impudencer 
To  be  a  fuitor  to  your  majefty, 

Before 
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Before  I  have  deferv'd  a  gracious  grant, 
By  fome  employment  profperouily  atchiev'd. 
But  pardon,  gracious  fir  :  when  I  left  France 
I  made  a  vow  to  a  bofom  friend  of  mine, 
(Which  my  lord  general,  if  he  pleafe,  can  witnefs) 
"With  fuch  humility  as  well  becomes 
A  poor  petitioner,  to  defire  a  boon  [He  delivers^ 

From  your  magnificence.  a  petition*- 

Calyp.  With  what  punctual  form  he  does  deliver  it.. 
Jot.  I  have  eyes ;  no  more. 

Alph.  For  Seven-no's  pardon  ?-- — -you  mufl  excufe  me r 
I  dare  not  pardon  murder. 

Monte.    His  fact,  fir,  ever  fubmitting  to  your  abler 
judgment,. 
Merits  a  fairer  name.     He  was  provok'd, 
As  by  unanswerable,  proofs  it  is  confirm'd^ 
By  Monteclaro's  ramnefs :  who,  repining, 
That  Severino  without  his  confent 
Had  married  Jplantre,,  his  fole  filler,. 
(It  being  concealed  almoft  for  thirteen  years) 
Tho'  the  gentkman>  at  all  parts ,  was  his  equal, 
Firfl  challeng'd.  him,  and  that  declined,  he  gave  him 
A  blow  in  publick.. 

Ge?t.  Not  to  be  endur'd,.  but  by  a  Have. 
Monte.  This,  great  fir,  juftly  weigh'd, 
You  may  a  little,  if  you  pleafe,  take  from. 
The  rigour  of  your  juftice,  and  exprefs 

An  a£t  of  mercy. 

Jol.  I  can  hear  no  more  ; 
This  opens  an  old  wound,,  and  makes  a  new  one. 
Would  it  were  cicatnVd  -T  wait  me. 

Calyp.   As  your  fhadow.  [Ex.  yd.  Calyp* 

Alph.  We  grant  you  thefe  are  glorious  pretences, 
Revenge  appearing  in  the  fhape  of  valour, 
Wi^ich  wife  kings  muft  diilinguifh.     The  defence 
Of  reputation,  now  made  a  bawd 
To  murder ;  every  trifle  falily  ftil'd 
An  injury,  and  not  to  be  determined 
But  by  a  bloody  duel  ;  tho'  this  vice 
Hath  taken  root  and  growth  beyond  the  mountains 
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(As  France,  and  in  ftrange  fafhions  her  ape 

England  can  dearly  witnefs,  with  the  lofs 

Of  more  brave  fpirits  than  would  have  flood  the  mock 

Of  the  Turk's  army)  while  Alphonfo  lives 

It  mail  not  1iere  be  planted :  Move  me  no  farther 

In  this.     In  what  elfe  fuiting  you  to  alk, 

And  me  to  give,  expect  a  gracious  anfwer  : 

However,  welcome  to  our  court,  lord  general, 

I'll  bring  you  out  of  the  ports,  and  then  betake  you 

To  your  good  fortune. 

Gen.  Your  grace  overwhelms  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Calypfoi  and  Jolantre  <vcith  a  purfe  andaje<voeh 

Calyp.  You  are  bound  to  favour  him  :  mark  you  how 
he  pleaded 
For  my  lord's  pardon. 

Jcl.  That's  indeed  a  tye;  but  I  have  a  ftronger  on  me, 

Calyp,  Say  you  love 
His  perfon ;  be  not  afham'd  oft,  he's  a  man  $ 
For  whofe  embraces  tho'  Endymion 
Lay  deeping  by,  Cynthia  would  leave  her  orb 
And  exchange  kiffes  with  him. 

JcL  Do  not  fan 
A  fire  that  burns  already  too  hot  in  me: 
I  am  in  honour  nek,  fick  to  the  death, 
Never  to  be  recovered. 

Calyp.  What  a  coil's  here 
For  loving  a  man  ?  It  is  no  Africk  wonder. 
If  like  Pafiphae  you  doated  on  a  bull, 
Indeed  'twere  monft'rous ;  but  in  this  you  have 
A  thoufand  thoufand  precedents  to  excufe  you. 
A  feaman's  wife  may  afk  relief  of  her  neighbour 
When   her  hufhand's  bound   to  the   Indies,   and    not 

blam'd  for't ; 
And  many  more  befides  of  higher  calling, 
Tho'  I  forbear  to  name  'em.     You  have  a  huihand, 
But  as  the  cafe  Hands  with  my  lord,  he  is 
A  kind  of  no  hufband  ;  and  your  ladyfhip 
As  free  as  a  widow  can  be.     I  confefs 
If  ladies  mould  feek  change,  that  have  their  hufbands 
At  board  and  bed,  to  pay  their  marriage  duties, 
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The  furefl  bond  of  concord,  'twere  a  faulty 
Indeed  it  were  :  but  for  your  honour,  that 
Do  lie  alone  To  often,  body  of  me, 
I  am  zealous  in  your  caufe  —  let  me  take  breath. 

JoL  I  apprehend  what  thou  woud'fl  fay  :  I  want  all 
As  means  to  quench  the  fpurious  fire  that  burns  here. 

Ctdyp.  Want  means,  while  I,  your  creature,  live  ?  I 
dare  not 
Be  fo  unthankful. 

JoL  Wilt  thou  undertake  it, 
And,  as  an  earneil  of  much  more  to  come, 
Receive  this  jewel,  and  purfe  cram'd  full  of  crowns? 
How  dearly  I  am  fore't  to  buy  difhonour ! 

Calyp,  1  would  do  it  gratis,  but  'twould  ill  become 
My  breeding  to  refufe  your  honour's  bounty  ; 
Nay,  fay  no  more,  all  rhetorick  in  this 
Is  comprehended  ;  let  me  alone  to  work  him, 
He  (hall  be  yours;  that's  poor;  he  is  already 
At  your  devotion.     I  will  not  boait 
My  faculties  this  way,  but  fuppofe  he  were 
Coy  as  Adonis,  or  Hippolytus, 
And  your  defires  more  hot  than  Cytherea's, 
Or  wanton  Phedra's,  I'd  bring  him  chain'd 
To   your  embraces,   glorying  in  his   fetters.     I   have 
faid  it. 

JoL  Go  and  profper,  and  imagine  a  falary  beyond 
thy  hopes. 

Calyp.   Sleep  you 
Secure  on  either  ear,  the  burthen's  yours 
To  entertain  him,  mine  to  bring  him  hither.       [Exeunt*, 
Enter  Adorio\   Camilla,   Lentulo,   Donato. 

Don.  Your  wrong's  beyond  a  challenge,  and  you  deal 
Too  fairly  with  him,  if  you  take  that  way 
To  right  yourfelf. 

Lent.  The  lealt  that  you  can  do 
I'th'  terms  of  honour  is,  when  next  you  meet  him 
To  give  him  the  baftinado. 

Cam.  And  that  done, 
Draw  out  his  fword  to  cut  your  own  throat.     No, 
Be  ruTd  by  me,  fhew  yourfelf  an  Italian, 
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And  having  receiv'd  one  injury,  do  not  put  off" 
Your  hat  for  a  fecond  ;  there  .are  fellows  that 
For  a  few  crowns  will  make  him  fure,  and  {o 
With  your  revenge,  you  prevent  future  mifchief. 

Ador.  I  thank  you,  gentlemen,  for  your  iludied  care 
In  what  concerns  my  honour ;  but  in  that 
I'll  ileer  mine  own  courfe.    Yet,  that  you  may  know 
You  are  ilill  my  cabinet  counfellers,  my  bofom 
Lies  open  to  you :     I  begin  to  feel 
A  wearinefs,  nay,  fatiety  of  loofenefs; 
And  fomething  tells  me  here,  I  mould  repent 
-  My  harihnefs  to  Califte. 

Enter  Carioy  in  hafte. 

Cam.  When  you  pleafe,  you  may  remove  that  fcruplc- 

Ador.  I  (hall  think  on't. 

Car.  Sir,  fir,  are  you  ready  ? 

Ador.    To  do  what  ?    I  am  fure  'tis  not  yet  dihnea 
time. 

Car.  True  ;    but  I  ufher 
Such  an  unexpected  dainty  bit  for  breakfaft, 
As  yet  I  never  cook'd :  'tis  not  botargo, 
Fry'd  frogs,  potatos  marrow'd,  caveer, 
Carps  tongues,  the  pith  of  an  Engliih  chine  of  beef, 
Nor  our  Italian  delicate,,  oyl'd  mufhrooms, 
And  yet  a  drawer-on  too ;  and  if  you  mew  not 
An  appetite,  and  a  flrong  one,  I'll  not  fay 
To  eat  it,  bat  devour  it,  without  grace  too, 
(For  it  will  not  flay  a  preface)     I  am  'fham'd,. 
And  all  my  pail  provocatives  will  be  jeer'd  at. 

Ador..  Art  thou  in  thy  wits  ?  what  new-found  rarity 
Haft  thou  difcover'd? 

Car.  No  fuch  matter,  fir  ;  it  grows  in  otir  own  coun- 

Don*.  Serve  it  up,  Ltr}V 

I  feel  a  kind  of  ilomach. 

Cam.  I  could  feed  too. 

Car.  Not  a  bit  upon  a  march ;  there's  other  lettuce 

For  your  coarfe  lips ;  this  is  peculiar  only 

For  my  mailer's  palate.  I  would  give  my  whole  year's 

wages, 

*  With. 
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With  all  my  vails  and  fees  due  to  the  kitchen, 
But  to  be  his  carver. 

Ador.  Leave  your  fooling,  firrah,  and  bring  in  youj- 
dainty. 

Car.  'Twill  bring  in  itfelf,, 
It  has  life  and  fpirit  in  it,  and  for  proof,. 
Behold :  now  fall  to  boldly,  my  life  on't 
It  comes  to  be  tailed. 

Enter  Mirtilla,  with  letter  andjenjoeh 

Cam.  Ha!  Califte's  woman. 

Lent.  A  handfome  one,  by  Venus. 

Ador.  Pray  you  forbear. 
You  are  welcome  fair  one. 

Don.  How  that  blufh  becomes  her!: 

Ador.  Aim  your  defigns  at  me  r 

Mirt.  I'm  truiled,  fir, 
With  a  bufinefs  of  near  confequence*  which  I  would 
To  your  private  ear  deliver. 

Car.  I  told  you  io. 
Give  her  audience  on  your  couch,  it  is  fit  ilate 
To  a  fhe-arnbaflador. 

Ador.  Pray  you,  gentlemen, 
For  a  while  dhpofe  of  yourfelves,  I'll  flrait  attend  you. 

Exit. 

Car.  Difpatch  her  firft  for  your  honour,  the  quickly, 
doing, 
You  know  what  follows. 

Ador.  Will  you  pleafe  to  vanifli  ? —     Ex.  Cario. 

Now,  pretty  one,  your  pleafare ;  you  {hall  find  me 
Ready  to  ferve  you ;  if  you'll  put  me  to 
My  oath,  I'll  take  it  on  this  book. 

Mirt.  O  fir,  the  favour  is  too  great,  and  far  above 
My  poor  ambition  ;  I  muft  kifs  your  hand 
In  fign  of  humble  thankfulnefs. 

Ador.  So  modefl !  „ 

Mirt.    It  well  becomes  a  maid,  fir; fpare  thofe 

bleflings 
For  my  noble  miilrefs,  upon  whom  with  juilice, 
And  with  your  good  allowance,  1  might  add 
With  a  due  gratitude,  you  may  confer  'em  j 

But 
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But  this  will  better  fpeak  her  chafle  defires,       [Delivers 

Than  I  can  fancy  what  they  are,  much  lefs       the  letter. 

With  moving  language  to  their  fair  deferts 

Aptly  exprefs  'em,     Pray  you  read,  but  with 

Companion,  I  befeech  you  :  if  you  find 

The  paper  blurr'd  with  tears  fal'n  from  her  eyes, 

.While  {he  endeavoured  to  fet  down  that  truth 

Her  foul  did  dictate  to  her,  it  mull  challenge 

A  gracious  anfwer. 

Ador.     O  the  powerful  charms ! 
Bv  that  fair  hand  writ  down  here  :  not  like  thofe 
Which  dreadfully  pronoune'd  by  Circe,  changed 
Ulyfies'  followers  into  beafts ;  thefe  have 
An  oppofite  working,  I  already  feel 
But  reading  'em,  their  faving  operations, 
And  all  thofe  fenfual,  loofe,  and  bafe  defires, 
Which  have  too  long  ufurp'd  and  tyrannized 
Over  my  reafon,  of  themfelves  fall  off. 
Moil,  happy  metamorphofis !  in  which 
rI'he  film  of  error  that  did  blind  my  judgment 
And  feduced  underftanding,  is  removed. 
What  facrirke  of  thanks  can  I  return 
Her  pious  charity,  that  not  alone 
Redeems  me  from  the  worft  of  flavery, 
The  tyranny  of  my  beaftly  appetites, 
To  which  I  long  obfequiouily  have  bow'd  ; 
But  adds  a  matchlefs  favour  to  receive 
A  benefit  from  me,  nay,  puts  her  goodnefs 
In  my  protection. 

Mirt.  Transfdrm'd  !  it  is  [Ajlde. 

A  bleffed  metamorphofis,  and  works 
I  know  not  how  on  me. 

Ador.  My  joys  are  boundlefs, 
Curb'd  with  no  limits :  for  her  fake,   Mirtilla, 
Inftrudt  me  how  I  prefently  may  feal 
To  thofe  ftrong  bonds  of  loyal  love  and  fervice 
Which  never  mall  be  cancell'd. 

Mirt.  She'll  become  your  debtor,  fir,  if  you  vouch- 
to  anfwer 

Her  pure  affe&ion, 

Ador* 
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Jdor.  Anfwer  it,  Mirtilla !  with  more  than  adoration 
I  kneel  to  it. 
Tell  her,  I'll  rather  die  a  thoufand  deaths 
Than  fail  with  punctuality  to  perform 
All  her  commands. 

Mirt.  I  am  loft  on  this  afliirance, 
(Which,  if  'twere  made  to  me,  I  mould  have  faith  in'r, 
As  in  an  oracle.     Ah  me!)  (he  prefents  you  [Jjide. 

This  jewel,  her  dead  grandfire's  gift,  in  which 
As  by  a  true  Egyptian  heroglyphick, 
(For  fo  I  think  {he  call'd  it)  you  may  be 
Inftructed  what  her  fuit  is  you  fhould  do, 
And  fhe  with  joy  will  fuffer. 

Jdor.  Heaven  be  pleas'd  to  qualify  this  excefs  of  hap- 
With  fome  difailer,  or  I  fliall  expire  [pinefs 

With  a  furfeit  of  felicity.     With  what  art 
The  cunning  lapidary  hath  here  exprefs'd 
The  rape  of  Proferpine !  —  I  apprehend 
Her  purpofe,  and  obey  it;  yet  not  as 
A  helping  friend,  but  a  hufband,  I  will  meet 
Her  chafte  defires  with  lawful  heat,  and  warm 
Our  Hymeneal  meets  with  fuch  delights 
As  leave  no  fling  behind  'em. 

Mirt.  I  defpair  then.  \_AJide> 

Jdor.  At  the  time  appointed,  fay  wench,  I'll  attend 
And  guard  her  from  the  fyryofher  mother,  [her: 

And  all  that  dare  diflurfi  her. 

Mirt.  You  {peak  well,  and  I  believe  you. 

Jdor.  Would  you  aught  elfe } 

Mirt.  I  would  carry  fome  love-fign  to  her  ;  and  now 
I  think  on't, 
The  kind  falute  you  offer'd  at  my  entrance, 
Hold  it  not  impudence  that  I  defire  it, 
I'll  faithfully  deliver  it. 

Jdor.  O  a  kifs;  you  mud  excufe  me,  I  was  then  mine 
Now  wholly  her.'s.     The  touch  of  other  lips  [own, 

I  do  abjure  for  ever  ;  but  there's  gokl 
To  bind  thee  flill  my  advocate.  [Exit, 

Mirt.  Not  a  kifs  ?  I  was  coy  when  it  was  offered,  and 
now  juiily 

When 
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When  I  beg  one  am  deny'd.    What  fcorching  fire 
My  loofe  hopes  kindle  in  me  ?  mall  I  be 
Falfe  to  my  lady's  trull?  and  from  a  fervani; 
Rife  up  her  rival  ?  His  words  have  bewitch'd  me, 
And  fomething  I  mull  do,  but  what  ?  'tis  yet 
An  embrion,  and  how  to  eive  it  form 
Alas  !  I  know  not.  Pardon  me,  Califte, 
Jam  neareft  to  myfelf,  and  time  will  teach  me 
To  perfect  that  which  yet  is  undetermined.  [Exit* 

Enter  Claudio  and  Sever ino. 

Claud.  You  are  mailer  of  yourfelf ;  yet  if  I  may, 
As  a  try'd  friend  in  my  love  and  affection, 
And  a  fervant  in  my  duty,  fpeak  my  thoughts 
Without  offence  ;  i'th'way  of  counfel  to  you 
I  could  alledge,  and  truly,  that  your  purpofe 
For  Naples,  covered  with  a  thin  difguife, 
Is  full  of  danger. 

Sever.  Danger,  Claudio ! 
*Tis  here,  and  every  where  our  fore'd  companion  1 
The  rifing  and  the  letting  fun  beholds  us 
Inviron'd  with  it ;  our  whole  life  a  journey 
Ending  in  certain  ruin. 

Claud.  Yet  we  fliould  not,  howe'er  befieg'd,  deliver" 
up  our  fort 
Of  life,  till  it  be  fore'd. 

Sever.  'Tis  fo  indeed  by  wifeft  men  concluded,  which 
we  mould 
Obey  as  chriftians  ;  but  when  I  confider 
How  different  the  progrefs  of  our  actions 
Are  from  religion,  nay  morality, 
I  cannot  find  in  reafon,  why  we  mould 
Be  fcrupulous  that  way  only,  or  like  meteors 
Elaze  forth  prodigious  terrors,  till  our  Huff 
JBe  utterly  confum'd,  which  once  put  out, 
Would  bring  fecurity  unto  ourlelves, 
And  fafety  unto  thofe  we  prey  upon. 
O  Claudio  !  fmce  by  this  fatal  hand 
The  brother  of  my  wife,  bold  Monteclaro> 
Was  left  dead  in  the  field,  and  I  profcrib'd 
After  my  flight,  by  the  juilice  of  the  king,   - 

My 
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My  being  hath  been  but  a  living  death 
With  a  continued  torture. 

Claud,  Yet  in  that  you  do  delude  their  bloody  vio- 
lence 
That  do  purfue  your  life. 

Sever.  While   I   by  rapines  live  terrible  to  others  as 
myfelf, 
What  one  hour  can  .we  challenge  as  our  own 
(Unhappy  as  we  are)  yielding  a  beam 
Of  comfort  to  us  r   Quiet  night,  that  brings 
Reft  to  the  labourer,  is  the  outlaw's  day, 
In  which  he  rifes  early  to  do  wrong, 
And  when  his  work  is  ended,  dares  not  ileep  : 
Our  time  is  fpent  in  watches  to  intrap 
Such  as  would  fhun  us,  and  to  hide  ourfelves 
■From,  the  minifters  of  juftice,  that  would  bring  us 
To  the  correction  of  tiie  law.     O  Claudio  ! 
Is  this  a  life  to  be  prefer v'd  ?   and  at 
So  dear. a  rate  ?  But  why  hold  I  difcourfe 
On  this  fad  fubjeel  ?  iince  it  is  a  burden 
We  are  mark'd  to  bear,  and  not  to  be  ihook  ofF 
But  with  our  humane  frailty.     In  the  change 
Of  dangers  there  "s  fome  delight,  and  therefore 
I  am  refolved  for  Naples. 

Claud.    May  you  meet  there 
All  comforts  that  fo  fair  and  cliafte  a  wife 
[As  fame  proclaims  her  without  parallel) 
Can  yield  to  eafe  your  forrows. 

Sever,  I  much  thank  you  ; 
Yet  you  may  fpare  thofe  wifhes,  which  with  joy 
I  have  prov'd  certainties,    and  from  their  want 
Her  excellencies  take  luftre, 

Claud \  E'er  you  go  yet, 
Some  charge  unto  your  'fquires  not  to  flie  out 
Beyond  their  bounds,  v/ere  not  impertinent  : 
For  tho'  that  with  a  look  you  can  command  'em, 
In  your  abfence  they'll  be  headflrong.    , 

Sever.  'Tis  well  thought  on, 
I'll  touch  my  horn,  they  know  my  call. 

[Slews  biss  born. 
Claud. 
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Claud.  And  will,  as  foon  as  heard,  make  in  to't  from 
all  quarters, 
As  the  flock  to  the  fhepherd's  whittle. 

Enter  fix  Banditti \ 
1 .  What's  your  will  ? 
2-  Hail  fovereign  of  thefe  woods. 

3.  We  lay  our  lives  at  your  highnefs's  feet. 

4.  And  will  confefs  no  king, 

Nor  laws,  but  what  come  from  your  mouth  ;  and  thofe 
We  gladly  will  fubicribe  to. 

Sever.  Make  this  good 
In  my  abfence  to  my  fubftitute,  to  whom 
Pay  all  obedience  as  to  myfelf ; 
The  breach  of  this  in  one  particular 
I  will  feverely  punilh  ;  on  your  lives 
Remember  upon  whom  with  our  allowance 
You  may  fecurely  prey,  with  fuch  as  are 
Exempted  from  your  fury. 
•   Claud.  'Twere  not  amifs, 
If  you  pleafe,  to  help  their  memory  ;  befides, 
Here  are  fome  newly  initiated. 

Sever.  To- thefe  read  you  the  articles:  I  mull  be 
gone : 
Claudio,  farewell.  [Ex.  Se<v&\ 

Claud.  May  your  return  be  fpeedy* 

1 .  Silence  ;  out  with  your  table-books. 

2.  And  obferve. 

Claud.  The  cormorant  that  lives  in  expectation 
Of  a  long-wifh'd-for  dearth,  and  fmiling  grinds 
The  faces  of  the  poor,  you  may  make  fpoil  of ; 
Even  theft  to  fuch  is  juflice. 

3.  He's  in  my  tables. 

Claud.  The  grand  inclofer  of  the  commons,  for 
His  private  profit  or  delight,  with  all 
His  herds  that  graze  upon't,  are  lawful  prize. 

4.  And  we  will  bring  'em  in,  altho'  the  devil 
Stood  roaring  by  to  guard  'em, 

Claud.  If  a  ufurer, 
Greedy  at  his  own  price  to  make  a  purchafe,  1 
Taking  advantage  upon  bond,  or  mortgage, 

Prom 
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From  a  prodigal,  pafs  through  our  territories* 
I'the  way  of  cuftom,  or  of  tribute  to  usy 
You  may  eafe  him  of  his  burden, 

2.  Wholfome  doctrine. 

Claud.  Builders  of  iron  mills,  that  grub  up  forefta 
With  timber  trees  for  fhipping. 

i .  May  we  not  have  a  touch  at  lawyers  ? 

Claud.  By  no  means  ;  they  may 
Too  foon  have  a  gripe  at  us  ;  they  are  angry  hornets*, 
Not  to  be  jelled  with. 

3.  This  is  not  fo  well. 

Claud.    The  owners  of  dark  fhops,  that  vent  their 
wares 
With  perjuries  j  cheating  vintners  not  contented 
With  half  in  half  in  their  reckonings,  yet  cry  out 
When  they  find  their  gfcefts  want  coin>  'tis  late  and  bed- 
time ; 
Thefe  ranfack  at  your  pleafures* 

3.  How  mail  we  know  'em  ?  ; 

Claud.    If  they  walk-on  foot,   by  their  rat-coloured 
{lockings, 
And  mining  ihoes.     If  horfemen,  by  ftiort  boots^ 
And  riding  furniture  of  feveral  counties, 

2.  Not  one  of  the  leaft  efcape  us. 

Claud.  But  for  fcholara, 
Whofe  wealth  lies  in  their  heads,  and  not  their  pockety 
Soldiers  that  have  bled  in  their  country's  fervices 
The  rent-rack'd  farmer,  needy  market-folks, 
The  fweaty  labourer,  carriers  that  tranfport 
The  goods  of  other  men^  are  privileg'd ; 
But  above  above  all^  let  none  prefume  to  offer 
Violence  to  women,  for  our  king  hath  fworn, 
Who  that  way's  a  delinquent,  without  mercy 
Hangs  for't  by  martial  law. 

Omnes.  Long  live  Severing. 
And  perifh  all  fuch  cullions  as  repine  at  his  new  mo- 
narchy. 

Claud.  About  your  buiinefs, 
That  he  may  find  at  his  return  good  cauft 
To  praife  your  care  and  difcipline. 

Vol,  VIII*  i  Wnfr 
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Omnes.  We'll  not  fail,  fir.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Monteclaro  and '  Calypfo. 

Mont.  Thou  art  fure  miflaken,  'tis  not  poffible 
That  I  can  be  the  man  thou  art  employ 'd  to. 

Calyp.  Not  you  the  man  ?  you  are  the  man  of  men, 
And  fuch  another  in  my  lady's  eye, 
Never  to  be  difcover'd. 

Mont.  A  mere  ftranger  newly  arriv'd  ? 

Calyp.  Still  the  more  probable, 
Since  ladies,  as  you  know,  affedt  ftrange  dainties, 
And  brought  far  to  'em.     This  is  not  an  age 
In  which  faints  live ;  but  women,  knowing  women, 
That  underftand  their  fummum  bonum  is 
Variety  of  pleafures  in  the  touch, 
Deriv'd  from  feveral  nations  ;  and  if  men 
Would  be  wife  by  their  example- 

Mont.  As  moll  are.     'Tis  a  coupling  age  ? 

Calyf,  Why,  fir,  do  gallants  travel, 
Anfwer  that  queftion,  but  at  their  return, 
With  wonder  to  the  hearers,  to  difcourfe  of 
The  garb  and  difference  in  foreign  females  ? 
As  the  lufty  girl  of  France,  the  fober  German, 
The  plump  Dutch  fro,  the  (lately  dame  of  Spain, 
The  Roman  libertine,  and  fp'ritful  Tufcan, 
The  merry  Greek,  Venetian  courtefan, 
The  Engbfh  fair  companion,  that  learns  fomething 
From  every  nation,  and  will  flie  at  all ; 
I  fay,  again,  the  difference  betwixt  thefe 
And  their  own  country  gamefters? 

Mont.  Aptly  urg'd. 
Some  make  that  their  main  end  ;  but  may  I  aik 
Without  offence  to  your  gravity,  by  what  title,. 
Your  lady  that  invites  me  to  her  favours, 
Is  known  in  the  city  ? 
..  Calyp.  If  you  were  a  true-born  monfieur, 
You  would  do  the  bufinefs  firft,  and  afk  that  afteiv 
If  you  only  truck  with  her  title,  I  mall  hardly 
Deferve  thanks  for  my  travel ;  me  is,  fir, 
Nofiagle  ducat  trader,  nor  a  beldam 

$0 
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<*8o  frozen  up,  that  a  fever  cannot  thaw  her  ; 
-No  lionefs  by  her  -breath. 

Mont.   Leave  thefe  impertinencies,  and  come  to  th$ 
matter. 

Calyp.  Would  you  wou'd  be  as  forward 
When  you -draw  for  the  up-fhot ;  fhe  is,  fir,  a  lady, 
A  rich,  fair,  well-complexioned,  and  what  is 
Not  frequent  among  Venus'  votaries, 
Upon  my  credit,  which  good  men  have  trufted  % 
A  found  and  wholfome  Lady,  and  her  name  is 
Madona  Jolantre- 

Mont.  Jolantre  I  I  have  heard  of  htt ;  for  Chaftity 
and  beauty, 
The  wonder  of  the  age. 

Calyp.  Pray  you,  not  too  much 
Of  chaftity  ;  fair  and  free  I  do  fubfcribe  to,-  ■ 
And  To  you'll  find  her. 

Mont.  Come,  y'are  a  bafe  creature, 
And  covering  your  foul  ends  with  her  fair  nam«£ 
Give  me  juft  reafon  to  fufpedt  you  have 
A  plot  upon  my  life. 

Calyp.  A  plot !  very  fine  ! 
Nay,  'tis  a  dangerous  one,  pray  you  beware  of '% 
'Tis  cunningly  contriv'd  :   I  plot  to  bring  you 
A  foot,  with  the  travel  of  fome  forty  paces, 
To  thofe  delights,  which  a  man  not  made  of  fno# 
Would  ride  a  thoufand  miles  for.     You  fhall  be 
Receiv'd  at  a  poftern  door,  if  you  be  cautious, 
By  one  whofe  touch  would  make  old  Nefior  young, 
And  cure  his  hernia  ?  A  terrible  plot  ! 
A  kifs  then  ravifhed  from  you  by  fuch  lips 
As  flow  with  ne&ar,  a  juicy  palm  more  precious 
Than  the  fam'd'Sibilla's  bough  to  guide  you  fafc 
Through  mills  of  perfumes  to  a  glorious  room, 
Where  Jove  might  feaft.  his  Juno  ;  a  dire  plot  I 
A  banquet  I'll  not  mention,  that  is  common  ; 
But  I  inuft  not  forget  to  make  the  plot 
More  horrid  to  you.     The  retiring  bower 
So  furaifh'd,  as  might  force  the  Perfian's  envy, 
ri  he  filver  bathing-tub,  the  cambrick  rubbers, 

i  I  2  Th'exn- 
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Th'embroi&ex'd  quilt,  a  bed  of  goflamire> 
And  damaik  rofes,  a  mere  powder-plot 
To  blow  you  up  -5  andlaft,  a  bed-fellow, 
rb  whofe  rare  entertainment  all  thefe  are 
But  foils,  and  fettings-ofF. 

Mont.  No  more,  her  breath  would  warm  an  euhufch-. 

Calyp.  I  knew  I  mould  heat  you  ^  now  he  begins  to 
glow. 

Motit.  I  am  flefh  and  bloody 
And  I  were  not  man,  if  I  mould  not  run  the  hazard* 
Had  I  no  other  ends  in't.    I  have  confider'd 
Your  motion,  matron. 

Calyp.  My  plot,  fir,  on  your  life, 
For  which  1  am  defervedly  fufpe&ed 
For  a  bafe  and  dangerous  woman.     Fare  you  well>  ifr. 
I'll  be  bold  to  take  my  leave. 

Mont.  I  will  along  too. 
Come,  pardon  my  fufpicion,  I  confefs 
My  error  ;  and  eying  you  better,  I  perceive 
There's  nothing  that  is  ill  can  flow  from  you. 
J  am  ferious,  and  for  proof  of  it  I'll  purchafe 
Your  good  opinion. 

Calyp.  I  am  gentle  natur'd, 
And  can  forget  a  greater  wrong  upon 
Such  terms  of  fatisfa&ion. 

Mont.  What's  the  hour  ? 

Calyp.  Twelve. 

Monti  I'll  not  mifs  a  minute. 

Calyp ,  I  mall  find  you  at  your  lodging  I 

Mont.  Certainly,  return  my  fervice, 
And  for  me  kifs  your  lady's  hands. 

Calyp.  At  twelve  I'll  be  your  convoy,' 

Mont,  I  defire  no  better. 
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Adas  tcrtius,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Durazzo^  Caldbroy  Servants 

Pur,  VWT  Alk  theliorfes  down  the  hill,,  I  have  a  little 
\y     To  fpeak  in  private. 

Cald*  Good  fir,  no  more  anger. 

Dur.  Love  do  you  call  it  ?  Madnefs^  willful  madnejS  l 
And  fmce  I  cannot  cure  it,  I  would  have  you 
Exactly  mad.     You  are  a  lover  already, 
Be  a  drunkard  too,  and  after  turn  fmall  poet, 
And  then  you  are  mad  kat-exikene,  the  madman. 

Cald.  Such  as  are  fafe  on  more*  may  finite  at  tempefbj, 
But  I  that  am  embarqu'd,  and  every  minute 
Expert  a  fhipwreck,  relifh  not  your  mirth  i 
To  me  it  is  unfeafonable. 

Dur.  Pleafmg  viands  are  made  lharp  by  fick  palates* 
I  afFed 
A  handfome  miftrefs  in  my  grey  beard,  as  well 
As  any  boy  of  you  all  y  and  on  good  terms 
Will  venture  as  far  i'th'fire,  fo  me  be  willing 
To  entertain  me ;  but  e'er  I  would  doat 
As  you  do,  where  there  is  no  flattering  hope 
Ever  t' enjoy  her,  I  would  forfwear  wine, 
And  kill  this  letcherous  itch  with  drinking  water. 
Or  live  like  a  Carthufian  on  Poor- John, 
Then  bathe  myfelf,  night  by  night,  in  marble  dew* 
And  ufe  no  foap  but  camphire -balls. 

Cald.  You  may  (and  I  mull  fuffer  it)  like  a  rough; 
furgeon 
Apply  thefe  burning  caufticks  to  my  wounds 
Already  gangreen'd,  when  foft  unguents  would 
Better  exprefs  an  uncle,  with  fome  feeling 
Of  his  nephew's  torments. 

Duraz.  I  mall  melt,   and  cannot 
Hold  out  if  he  whimper.     O  that  this  young  fellow, 
Who  on  my  knowledge  is  able  to  beat  a  man, 
Should  be  baffTd  by  this  blind  imagin'd  boy, 
;  Or  fear  his  bird-bolts ! 

I  3.  Galir 
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Cal  J.  Y'have  put  yourfelf  already 
To  too  much  trouble  in  bringing  me  thus  fat : 
Now,  if  you  pleafe,  with  your  good  wifhes  leave  |$£ 
To  my  hard  fortunes. 

Dur.  I'll  forfake  myfelf  firft. 
Iieave  thee  ?  I  cannot,  will  not  ;  thou  malt  have 
No  caufe  to  be  weary  of  my  company, 
For  I'll  be  ufefal,  and  e'er  I  fee  thee  perifh^ 
Difpenfmg  with  my  dignity  and  candour, 
I  will  do  fomething  for  thee,  though  it  favour 
Of  the  old  'fquire  of  Troy.     As  we  ridea  we  will 
Confult  of  the  means  :  bear  up. 

Cald.  I  cannot  fink, 
Having  your  noble  aid  to  buoy  me  up  ; 
There  was  never  fuch  fuch  a  guardian. 

Dur.  How's  this  ?  flale  compliments  to  me  ?  whea 
my  work's  done, 
Commend  th'artificer,  and  then  be  thankful. 

[Exeunt* 
Enter  Califte,  (richly  habited)  and  MirtillaP  (in  her 

jftrji  gocwn.) 

Caiijl.  How  doll  thou  like  my  gown  I 

Mirt.  'Tis  rich,  and  court  like. 

Cal.  The  dreifings  too  are  they  fuitable  ? 

Mir.  I  rauft  fay  io,  or  you  might  blame  my  want  of 
'  care. 

Cal.  My  mother 
little  dreams  of  my  intended  flight,  or  that 
'fhefe  are  my  nuptial  ornaments. 

Mir.  I  hope  fo. 

Cal.  How  dully  thou  replied  !  thou  doft  not  envy 
Adcrio's  noble  change,  or  the  good  fortune 
That  it  brings  to  me  ? 

Mir.  My  endeavours  that  way  can  anfwer  for  me, 

Cal.  True,  you  have  difcharged 
A  faithful  fervant's  duty,  and  it  is 
By  me  rewarded  like  a  liberal  miftrefs : 
I  fpeak  it  not  to  upbraid  you  with  my  bounties, 
Though  they  deferve  more  thanks  and  ceremony 
grhan  you  have  yet  expreffed. 

Mi% 
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Mir*  The  miferies  which  from  your  happinefs  I  am 
fure  to  fuffer, 
Retrain  my  forward  tongue  ;  and,  gentle  madam* 
Excufe  my  weaknefs,  though  I  do  appear 
A  little  daunted  with  the  heavy  burden 
I  am  to  undergo  :  when  you  are  fafe, 
My  dangers  like  to  roaring  torrents  will 
G  ufh  in  upon  me  i  yet  I  would  endure 
Your  mother's  cruelty  ;  but  how  to  bear 
Your  abfence,  in  the  very  thought  confounds  me: 
Sincrwe  were  children,  I  have  lov'dand  ferv'd  you  ; 
I  willingly  learn'd  to  obey,  as  you 
Grew  up  to  knowledge,  that  you  might  command  me ; 
And  now  to  be  divorc'd  from  all  my  comforts, 
Can  this  be  born  with  patience  ? 

CaL  The  neceflity  of  my  ftrange  fate  commands  It ; 
but -I  vow 
By  my  Adorio's  love,  I  pity  thee. 

CaL  Pity  me,  madam  !  a  cold  charity  ; 
You  muft  do  more,  and  help  me, 

CaL  Ha  !  what  faid  you  ? 
I  muft  ?  is  this  lit  language  for  a  fervant  ? 

Mir,  For  one  that  would  continue  your  poor  iervant, 
And  cannot  live  that  day  in  which  fhe  is 
Deny'd  to  be  fo  :  Can  Mirtilla  fit 
Mourning  alone,  imagining  thofe  pleafures 
Which  you  this  bleffed  hymeneal  night 
Enjoy  in  the  embraces  of  your  lord, 
And  my  lord  too  in  being  your's,  (already 
As  fuch  I  love  and  honour  him,)  mall  a  itranger 
Sew  you  in  a  fheet  to  guard  that  maidenhead 
You  mull  pretend  to  keep  ?  (and  'twill  become  you.) 
Shall  another  do  thofe  bridal  offices 
Which  time  will  not  permit  me  to  remember, 
And  I  pine  here  with  envy  ?  Pardon  me, 
I  muft  and  will  be  pardpn'd,  for  my  paffions 
Are  in  extreams,  and  ufe  fome  fpeedy  means 
That  I  may  go  along  with  you,  and  fhare  , 

J#  $bofe  delights,  but  with  becoming  diftance  : 
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Or  by  his  life,  which  as  a  faint  you  fwear  by* 
I  will  difcover  all. 

Calift.  Thou  canft  not  be 
So  treacherous  and  cruel,  in  deftroying 
The  building  thou  hall  rais'd. 

Mirt.  Pray  you  do  not  tempt  me,  for  'tis  refolvM, 

Calift.  I  know  not  what  to  think  oft. 
In  the  difcovery  of  my  fecrets  to  her, 
I  have  made  my  Have  my  miftrefs,  I  mufl  footh  her. 
There's  no  evafion  elfe.— Prythee,  Mirtilla, 
Be  not  fo  violent,  I  am  ftrangely  taken 
With  thy  affeclion  to  me,  'twas  my  purpofe 
To  have  thee  fent  for. 

Mirt.  When  ? 

Calift.  This  very  night  j  and  I  vow  deeply,  I  fhall  b§ 
no  fooner 
In  the  defir'd  pofTeilion  of  my  lord, 
But  by  fome  of  his  fervants  1  will  have  thea 
Conveyed  unto  us. 

Mirt.  Should  you  break  ? 

Calift.  I  dare  not : 
Come,  clear  thy  looks,  for  inftantly  we'll  prepare 
For  our  departure. 

Mirt.  Pray  you,  forgive  my  boldnefs, 
Growing  from  my  excefs  of  zeal  to  ferve  you, 

Calift.  I  thank  thee  for't. 

Mirt.  You'll  keep  your  word  ? 

Calift.  Still  doubtful  ? 

Mirt.  'Twas  this  I  aim'd  at,  and  leave  the  reft  to 
fortune.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Adorio,  Camilla,  Lentulo,  Donato,  Cario> 

Servants. 

Ador.  Hafte  you  unto  my  villa,  and  take  all 
Provilion  along  with  you ;  and  for  ufe 
And  ornament,  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time 
Can  furnifh  you ;  let  my  beft  plate  be  fet  out? 
And  coftlieft  hangings,  and  if  t  be  pofflbie 
With  a  merry  dance  to  entertain  the  bride, 
Provide  an  epithalamium, 

Carl 
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Car*   Truft  me  for  belly-timber,  and  for  a  fong  J 
have 
A  paper  blurrer,  wlio  on  all  occasions, 
For  all  times,  and  all  feafons,  hath  fuch  trinkets 
Ready  i'th'deck.     It  is  but  altering 
The  names,  and  they  will  ferve  for  any  bride, 
Or  bridegroom  in  the  kingdom. 

Ador.  But  for  the  dance  ? 

Car.  I  will  make  one  myfelf,  and  foot  it  finely. 
And  fummoning  your  tenants  at  my  drefler, 
Which  is  indeed  my  drum,,  make  a  rare  choice 
Of  th'abler  youth,  fuch  as  fhall  fweat  fjfficiently, 
And  fmell  too,  but  not  of  amber,  which  you  know  is 
The  grace  of  the  country-hall. 

Ador.  About. it  Cario,  and  look  you  be  careful. 

Car.  For  mine  own  credit,  fir.  \Exit. 

Ador.  Now  noble  friends  confirm  your  loves,,  and1 
think  not 
Of  the  penalty  of  the  law,  that  does  forbid 
The  Healing  away  an  heir.     I  will  fecure  you, 
And  pay  the  breach  oft. 

Cam.  Tell  us  what  we  fhall  do,  we'll  talk  of  thafc 
hereafter. 

Ador.  Pray  you  be  careful 
To  keep  the  well-gate  of  the  city  open,. 
That  our  pafiage  may  be  free,  and  bribe  the  watch 
With  any  fum;  this  is  all. 

Don.  A  dangerous  bufinefs. 

Cam.  I'll  make  the  conflable,.  watchr  and  porter  drunk* 
Under  a  crown. 

Lent.  And  then  you  may  pafs  while  they  fnore* 
Though  you  had  done  a  murder 

Cam.  Get  but  your  miftrefs,. 
And  leave  the  reft  to  us. 

Ador.  You  much  engage  me,, 
But  I  forget  myfelf. 

Cam.  Pray  you  in  what,  fir  ?' 

Ador.  Yielding  too  much  to  my  affection,. 
Though  lawful  now,  my  wounded  reputation 
And  honour  fuffer  ;  the  difgrace  in  taking 
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A  blow  in  publick  from  Caldoro,  branded 
With  the  infamous  mark  of  coward,  in  delaying 
To  right  myfelf.  upon  my  cheek  grows  frefher  ; 
That's  firft  to  be  confider'd- 

Cam.  If  you  dare 
Truft  my  opinion,  (yet  I  have  had 
Some  practice  and  experience  in  duels) 
You  are  too  tender  that  way :  Can  you  anfwer 
The  debt  you  owe  your  honour,  till  you  meet 
Your  enemy  from  whom  you  may  exact  it  ? 
Hath  he  not  left  the  city,  and  in  fear 
Concealed  himfelf,  for  aught  I  can  imagine  I 
What  would  you  more  ? 

Ador.  I  mould  do. 

Cam.  Never  think  on't 
Till  fitter  time  and  place  invite  you  to  it. 
£  have  read  Caranza,  and  find  not  in  his  gramma? 
Of  quarrels,  that  the  injured  man  is  bound 
To  feek  for  reparation  at  an  hour  ; 
53ut  may,  and  without  lofs,  till  he  hath  fettled 
"More  ferious  occafions  that  import  him, 
?For  a  day  or  two  defer  it. 

Ador.  You'll  fubfcribe 
Your  hand  to  this  ? 

Cam.  And  juftify't  with  my  life, 
Prefume  upon't. 

Ador.  On  then,  you  fhall  overrule  me.  (Exeunt* 

Enter  Jola?itre  and  Calypfo. 

Jol.  Ill  give  thee  a  golden  tongue,  and  have  it  hung 
O'er  thy  tomb  for  a  monument.  [up 

Calyp..  I  am  not  prepar'd  yet 
To  leave  the  world  ;  there  are  many  good  pranks 
I  muft  difpatch  in  this  kind  before  I  die  : 
And  I  had  rather,  if  your  honour  pleafe, 
Have  the  crowns  in  my  purfe* 

Jol.  Take  that. 

Calyp.  Magnificent  lady ! 

May  you  live  long,  and  every  moon  love  change, 

That  I  may  have  frefh  imployment.     You  know  what 

Remains  to  be  done. 

Jol. 
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JoL  Yes,  yes,  I  will  command 
My  daughter  and  Mirtilla  to  their  chamber. 

Calyp.  And  lock  'em  up  :  fuch  liquorifh  kitlings  are  not 
To  be  trufted  with  our  cream.     E'er  I  go,  I'll  help  you 
To  fet  forth  the  banquet,  and  place  the  candid  eringo's 
Where  he  may  be  fure  to  tafte  'em.     Then  undrefs  you, 
For  thefe  things  are  cumberfome,  when  you  mould  be 

a&ive : 
A  thin  night-mantle  to  hide  part  of  your  fmock, 
With  your  pearl  embroider'd  pantorles  on  your  fcet9 
And  then  you  are  arm'd  for  fervice ;  nay,  no  trifling, 
We  are  alone,  and  you  know  'tis  a  point  of  folly 
To  be  coy  to  eat,  when  meat  is  fet  before  you.        [Ex. 

Enter  Adorio,  and  Servant. 

Adcr.  'TIs  eleven  by  my  watch,  the  hour  appointed* 
Liften  at  the  door  ;  hear' ft  thou  any  ftirring  ? 

Ser<v.  No,  fir,  all's  filent  here. 

Ador.  Some  curfed  bufmefs  keeps 
Her  mother  up.     I'll  walk  a  little  circle, 
And  fhew  where  you  fhall  wait  us  with  the  horfes, 
And  then  return.     This  ihort  delay  afflicls  me, 
And  I  prefume,  to  her  it  is  not  pleafing.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Durazzo,  Caldoro. 

Dur.  What's  now  to  be  done  ?  pr'ythee  let's  to  bed; 
I  am  afleep. 
And  here's  my  hand  on't  without  more  ado; 
By  fair  or  foul  play,  we'll  have  her  to-morrow 
In  thy  pofieflion. 

Cald.  Good  fir,  give  me  leave 
To  tafte  a  little  comfort  in  beholding 
The  place  by  her  fweet  prefence  fanclify'd. 
She  may  perhaps,  to  take  air,  ope  the  cafement^ 
And  looking  out,  a  new  ftar  to  be  gaz'd  on 
By  me  with  admiration,  blefs  thefe  eyes, 
Ne'er  happy  but  when  fhe  is  made  the  object. 

Dur.  Is  not  here  fine  fooling  ? 

Cald.  Thou  great  queen  of  love, 
Or  real  or  imagin'd,  be  propitious 
To  me  thy  faithful  votary  ;  and  I  vow 
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T'erecT:  a  ftatue  to  thee,  equal  to 
Thy  piclure  by  Apelles'  (killful  hand, 
Left  as  the  great  example  of  his  art ; 
And  on  thy  thigh  I'll  hang  a  golden  Cupid,, 
His  torches  flaming,  and  his  quiver  full, 
For  farther  honour. 

Dur.  End  this  waking  dream,  and  let's  away* 
Enter  Calift  e  and  Mirtilla* 

Calift..  Mirtilla!   - 

Cald.  'Tis  her  voice. 

Calift*  You  heard  the  horfes  footing. 

Mirt.  Certainly. 

Calift.  Speak  low,  my  lord  Adorio. 

Cald.  I  am  dumb. 

Dur.  The  darknefs  friends  us  too,  moft  honour'd 
Adorio,  yourfervant.  [madam. 

Calift.  As  you  are  fo,  I  do  command  your  filence  till 
we  are 
Farther  remov'd ;  and  let  this  kifs  arTure  you, 
(I  thank  the  fable  night  that  hides  my  bluihes) 
I  am  wholly  yours. 

Dur.  Forward,  you  micher. 

Mirt.  Madam,  think  on  Mirtilla,  [Goes  in] 

Dur.  I'll  not  now  enquire 
The  myftery  of  this,  but  blefs  kind  fortune 
Favouring  us  beyond  our  hopes  *.  yet  now  I  think  on't, 
I  had  ever  a  lucky  hand  in  fuch  fmock  night- work. 

[Exeunt* 
Enter  Adorio  and.  Servant.  > 

Ador.  This  flownefs  does  amaze  me  \  file's  not  a1ter*& 
In  her  late  refolution. 

Within  Jolantre.  Get  you  to  bed. 
And  ftSr  not  on  your  life*  till  I  command  yojfc 

Ador.  Her  mother's  voice  f  Men. 

Serv.  Here  comes  the  daughter. 

Enter  Mirtilla. 

Mirt.  Whither  fhall  I  fly  for  fuccour  ? 

Ador.  To  thefe  arms,  your  cafHe  of  defence,,  impreg- 
nable, 
<&nd  not  to  be  blown  up.     How  your  heart  beats ! 

Taka 
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Take  comfort,  dear  Caliite,  you  are  now 
In  his  protection  that  will  ne'er  forfake  you,.. 
Adorio  :  Your  chang'd  Adorio  fwears 
By  your  beft  felf,  an  oath  he  dares  not  break  ; 
He  loves  you,  loves  you  in  a  noble  way ; 
His  conftancy  firm  as  the  poles  of  heaven., 
I  will  urge  no  reply ,  filence  becomes  you. 
And  I'll  defer  the  mufick  of  your  voice 
Till  we  are  in  a  place  of  fafety . 

Mirt.  O  bleft  error !       »  [Exeunri 

Enter  Severino.. 
Sever.  *Tis  midnight :  how  my  fears  of  certain  death^ 
Being  furpris'd,  combat  with  my  ftrong  hopes 
Rais'd  on  my  chafte  wife's  goodnefs !  I  am  grown 
A  ftranger  in  this  city*  and  no  wonder, 
I  have  too  long  been  fo  unto  myfelf : 
Grant  me  a  little  truce,  my  troubled  foul,, 
I  hear  forae  footing,,  ha  ! 

Enter  Monteclaro  and  Calypfo^ 
Calyp..  This  is  the  houfe. 
And  there's  the  key ;  you'll  find  my  lady  ready 
To  entertain  you. :  'tis  not  fit  I  mould 
Stand  gaping  by  while  you  bill :  I  have  brought  you  on,., 
Charge  home,  and  come  off  with  honour.  [Exit I 

Sever.  It  makes  this  way. 

Mont.  I  am  much  troubled,,  and  know,  not  what  to. 
think 
Of  this  defign. 

Sever.  It  ftill  comes  on.. 
Mont.  The  watch  !  I  am  betray'd.. 
Sever.  Should  I  now  appear  fearful, 
It  would  difcover  me ;  there  is  no  retiring,. 
My  confidence  mull  protect  me,  I'll  appear 
As  if  I  walk'd  the  round.    Stand. 
Mont.  I  am  loft. 
Sever.  The  word  ? 

Mont.  Pray  you  forbear ;  I  am  a  ftranger^ 
And  miffing  this  darkftormy  night  my  way 
To  my  lodging,  you  fhall  do  a  courteous  office  ; 
To  guide  me  to't,. 

Severi 
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Sever.   Do  you  think  I  ftand  here  for  a  page  or  a 
porter  ? 

Mont.  Good  iir,  grow  not  fo  high, 
I  can  juftify  my  being  abroad ;  I  am        > 
No  pilfering  vagabond,  and  what  you  are 
Stands  yet  in  fuppofition  ;  and  I  charge  you. 
If  you  are  an  officer,  bring  me  before  your  captain : 
For  if  you  do  affault  me,  tho'  not  in  fear 
Of  what  you  can  do  alone,  I  will  cry  murder 
And  raife  the  ftreets. 

Sever.  Before  my  captain,  ha  ? 
And  bring  my  head  to  the  block.  Would  we  were  parted; 
I  have  greater  caufe  to  fear  the  watch  than  he. 

Mont.  Will  you  do  your  duty  ? 

Sever.  I  muft  clofe  with  him  — 
Truth,  fir,  whatever  you  are,  (yet  by  your  language 
I  guefs  you  a  gentleman)  I'll  not  ufe  the  rigour 
Of  my  place  upon  you  :  only  quit  this  itreet, 
For  your  ftay  here  will  be  dangerous,  and  good  night. 

Mont.  The  like  to  you,  fir  :  I'll  grope  out  my  way 
As  well  as  I  can.     O  damn'd  bawd !  fare  you  well,  fir.. 

Exit  Monteclaro, 

Sever.  I  am  glad  he>s  gone  ;  there  rs  a  fecret  parTage 
Unknown  to  my  wife,  thro'  which  this  key  will  guide 
To  her  defired  imbraces,  which  mufl  be,  [me 

My  prefence  being  beyond  her  hopes,  mofl  welcome. 

Enter  'Jolantre,  with  a  rich  banquet,  and  tapers ,  in  a 

chair,  behind  a  curtain. 

JoL  I  am  full  of  perplexed  thought :  imperious  blood,. 
Thou  only  art  a  tyrant :  judgment,  reafon,. 
To  whatsoever  thy  edicls  proclaim, 
With  vaffal  fear  fubferibe  againil  themfelves. 
I  am  yet  fafe  in  the  port,  and  fee  before  me, 
If  I  put  off,  a  rough  tempefluous  fea, 
The  raging  winds  of  infamy  from  all  quarters 
Alluring  my  deftruclion  ;  yet  my  luft 
Swelling  the  wanton  fails,  (my  underflanding 
Stow'd  under  hatches)  like  a  defperate  pilot 
Commands  me  to  urge  on :  My  pride,  my  pride, 
Self-love,  and  over-value  of  myfelf 
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Are  juftly  punifh'd  :  I  that  did  deny 

My  daughter's  youth,  allow'd  and  lawful  pleafures,. 

And  would  not  fufFer  in  her  thofe  delires 

She  fuck'd  in  with  my  milk,  now  in  my  waning 

Am  fcorch'd  and  burnt  up  with  libidinous  fire 

That  mull  confume  my  fame  ;  yet  full  I  throw 

More  fuel  on  it. 

Enter  Severino. 

Sever.  'Tis  her  voice,  poor  turtle  I 
She's  now  at  her  devotions,  praying  for 
Her  baniih'd  mate  :  alas,  that  for  my  guilt 
Her  innocence  mould  fufFer  !  but  I  do 
Commit  a  fecond  fin  in  my  deferring 
The  extafy  of  joy  that  will  tranfport  her 
Beyond  herfelf,  when  Ihe  flies  to  my  lips,. 
And  feals  my  welcome.     Jolantre  ! 

JoL  Ha  !  good  angels  guard  me. 

Sever.  What  do  I  behold  ? 
Some  fudden  flam  of  light' ning  ftrike  me  blinds 
Or  cleave  the  centre  of  the  earth,  that  I 
May  living  find  a  fepulchre  to  fwallow 
Me  and  my  fhame  together. 

Jo  I.  Guilt  and  horrour 
Confound  me  in  one  inftant ;  thus  furpris'd, 
The  fubtilty  of  all  wantons,  tho'  abftra&ed, 
Can  lhew  no  feeming  colour  of  excufe 
To  plead  in  my  defence. 

Sever.  Is  this  her  mourning  > 
O  killing  object !  the  imprifon'd  vapours 
Of  rage  and  forrow  make  an  earthquake  in  me  : 
This  little  world,  like  to  a  tottering  tower, 
Not  to  be  underpropp'd  -f  yet  in  my  fall 
I'll  crufh  thee  with  my  ruins.  [Draws  aptmiarc!^ 

JoL  Good  fir,  hold  :  foe  kneels. 

For,  my  defence  unheard,  you  wrong  your  juflice, 
If  you  proceed  to  execution, 
And  will  too  late  repent  it. 

Sever.  Thy  defence? — to  move  it,  adds  (could  it  re- 
ceive addition) 
Uglinefs  to  the  loathfome  leprofy 

That 
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That  in  thy  being  a  ftrumpet  hath  already 

Infe£ted  every  vein,,  and  fpreads  itfelf 

Over  this  carrion,  which  would  poifon 

Vulturs  and  dogs,  mould  they  devour  it.    Yet  to  ftamp 

The  feal  of  reprobation  on  thy  foul, 

I'll  hear  thy  impudent  lies,  borrow'd  from  hell 

And  prompted  by  the  devil  thy  tutor,  whore  ! 

Then  fend  thee  too  him.     Speak ! 

JoL  Your  Gorgon  looks         ' 
Turn  me  to  ftone,  and  a  dead  palfy  feizes 
My  filenc'd  tongue. 

Sever.  O  fate  !  that  the  difeafe 
Were  general  in  women  ;  what  a  calm 
Should  wretched  men  enjoy  !    Speak,  and  be  brief,. 
Or  thou  malt  fuddenly  feel  me.. 

JoL  Be  appeas'd,  fir, 
Until  I  have  deliver' d  reafons  for 
This  folemn  preparation. 

Sever.  On,.  I  hear  thee. 

JoL  With  patience  afk  your  memory ;  'twill  inftru£k 
you, 
This  very  day  of  the  month  feventeen  years  iince 
You  married  me. 

Sever.  Grant  it,  what  can'ft  thou  urge  from  this  £ 

JoL  That  day  fmce  your  profcription,  fir, 
In  the  remembrance  of  it  annually, 
The  garments  of  my  forrow  laid  afide,, 
I  have  with  pomp  obferv'd. 

Sever.  Alone! 

JoL  The  thought  of  my  felicity  then,  my  mifeiy  now^ 
Were  the  invited  guefts ;  imagination 
Teaching  me  to  believe  that  you  were  prefent 
And  a  partner  in  it. 

Sever.  Rare  !  this  real  banquet 
To  feafl  your  fancy.     Fiend !  could  fancy  drink  off 
Thefe  flagons  to  my  health  ?  or  th'  idol  thought,,. 
Like  Baal,  devour  thefe  delicates  ?  the  room 
Perfum'd  to  take  his  noftrils  ?  this  loofe  habit 
Which  MeiTalina  would  not  wear,,  put  on 
To  fire  his  luftful  eyes?  Wretch  !  am  I  grown 
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So  weak  in  thy  opinion,  that  it  can 

Flatter  credulity  that  thefe  grofs  tricks 

May  be  foifted  on  me  ?   Where's  my  daughter  ?  where 

The  bawd  your  woman  ?  Anfwer  me,  Califte ! 

Mirtilla !  they  are  difpos'd  of,  if  not  murder'd, 

To  make  all  fure ;  and  yet  methinks  your  neighbour^ 

Your  .whittle,  agent,  parafite  Calypfo, 

Should  be  within  call :  when  you  hem  to  ufher  in 

The  clofe  adulterer. 

JoL  What  will  you  do  ? 

Sever.  Not  kill  thee,  do  not  hope  it,  I  am  not 
So  near  to  reconcilement.     Ha  !  this  fcarf, 
Th'  intended  favour  to  your  ftallion,  now       [Binds  her* 
Is  ufeful :  do  not  itrive  ;  thus  bound  expect 
All  ftudied  tortures,  my  aiiurance,,  not 
My  jealoufy  thou  art  falfe,  can  pour  upon  thee. 
In  darknefs  howl  thy  mifchiefs ;  and  if  ranknefs 
Of  thy  imagination  can  conjure 
The  ribauld,  glut  thyfelf*  with  him : 
I  will  cry  aim,  and  in  another  room 
Determine  of  my  vengeance.     Oh  my  heart-firings  J 

[Exit,  with  tapersl 

JoL  Moft  miferable  woman  I  and  yet  fitting 
A  judge  in  mine  own  caufe  upon  myfelf, 
I  could  not  mitigate  the  heavy  doom 
My  incens'd  hufband  muft  pronounce  upon  me. 
In  my  intents  I  am  guilty,  and  for  them 
Muft  fuffer  the  fame  puniihment,  as  if 
I  had  in  fad  oiFended. 

[Calypfo  /peaks  at  the  door."] 

Cat.  Bore  my.  eyes  out 
If  you  prove  me  faulty  :  I'll  but  tell  my  lady 
What  caus'd  your  ftay,  and  inftantly  prefent  you.. 
How's  this  ?  no  lights  ?  what  new  device  ?  will  fhe  play 
At  blindmans-buff  ?    Madam ! 

JoL  Upon  thy  life  fpeak  in  a  lower  key, 

Calyp.  The.  myflery 
Of  this  fw<?et  lady  :  where  are  you  T 

JoL  Here,  fail  bound, 

Ca/yp.  By  whom  J 

W?  0 
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JgL  I'll  wliifper  that  into  thine  ear,  and  then  farewell 
for  ever 

Calyp.  How  !  my  lord  ! 
I  am  in  a  fever  :  horns  upon  horns  grow  on  him. 
Could  he  pick  no  hour  but  this  to  break  a  bargain 
Almoft  made  up  ? 

JoL  What  ihall  we  do  ? 

Calyp.  Betray  him;  I'll  inftantly  raife  the  .watch. 

JoL  And  fo  make  me  for  ever  infamous. 

Calyp.  The  gentleman,  the  rareft  gentleman  is  at  the 
door; 
Shall  he  lofe  his  labour  ?  fmce  that  you  muft  perifh, 
'Twill  mew  a  woman's  fpleen  in  you  to  fall 
Defervedly:  give  him  his  anfwer,  madam. 
I  have  on  the  fudden  in  my  head  a  ftrange  whimfy, 
But  I  will  firft  unbind  you. 

JoL  Nov/  what  follows  ? 

Cal.  I  will  fupply  your  place ;  and  bound,  give  mo 
Your  mantle,  take  my  night-gown,  fend  away 
The  gentleman  fatisiied.     I  know  my  lord 
Wants  power  to  hurt  you  :  I  perhaps  may  get 
A  kifs  by  the  bargain,  and  all  this  may  prove 
But  fome  new  love-  trick  :  if  he  mould  grow  furious' 
And  queftion  me,  I  am  refolv'd  to  put  on 
An  obirinate  filence.     Pray  you  difpatch  the  gentleman* 
His  courage  may  cool. 

JoL  I'll  fpeak  with  him  ;  but  if 
To  any  bafe  or  luilful  end,  may  mercy 
At  my  laft  gafp  for  fake  me.  [Exit. 

Calyp.  I  was  too  rafh, 

And  have  done  what  I  wiih  undone:    fay  he  fhould 

kill  me, 

I  have  run  my  head  in  a  fine  noofe,  and  I  fmell 

The  pickle  I  am  in  :  'las,  how  I  fhudder 

Still  more  and  more  !  would  I  were  a  fhe-Priapus, 

Stuck  up  in  a  garden  to  fright  away  the  crows, 

So  I  were  out  of  the  houfe;  fhe's  at  her  pleafure 

Whate'er  flie  faid,  and  I  muft  endure  the  tofture— — 

He  comes;  I  cannot  pray,  my  fears  will  kill  me. 

Enter 
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Enter  Severino,  throwing  open  the  doors  violently ',  having. 

a  knife, 

Ser.  It  is  a  deed  of  darknefs,  and  I  need 
No  light  to  guide  me  :  there  is  fomething  tells  me 
I  am  too  flow-pac'd  in  my  wreak,  and  trifle 
In  my  revenge.     All  hufh'd  ?  no  figh  nor  groan 
To  witnefs  hex  compunction  ?  can  guilt  ileep, 
And  innocence  be  open-ey'd  ?  even  now 
Perhaps  1  Tie  dreams  of  the  adulterer, 
And  in  her  fancy  hugs  him.    Wake,  thou  ftfumpe^ 
And  inftantly  give  up  unto  my  vengeance 
The  villain  that  defiles 'my  bed  ;  difcover 
Both  what  and  where  he  is,  and  fuddenly, 
That  I  may  bind  you  face  to  face,  then  few  you 
Into  one  fack,  and  from  fome  ileep  rock  hurl  yon 
Into  the  fea  together.    Do  not  play  with 
The  lightening  of  my  rage  ;  break,  flubborn  filene©* 
And  anfwer  my  demands ;  will  it  not  be  ? 
I'll  talk  no  longer ;  thus  I  mark  thee  for 
A  common  ilrumpet. 

Calyp.  Oh! 

Sever*  Thus  flab  thefe  arms 
That  have  itretch'd  out  themfelves  to  grafp  a  Srangefc. 

Calyp,  Oh  ! 

Sever.  This  is  but  an  induction  ;  I'll  draw 
The  curtains  of  the  tragedy  hereafter: 
Howl  on,  'tis  mufick  to  me.  [Exit  Spvsr* 

Calyp.  He  is  gone. 
A  kifs  and  love-tricks  I  he  hath  villainous  teeth, 
May  fublirrVd  Mercury  draw  'em.     If  all  dealers 
In  my  profefiion  were  paid  thus,  there  would  be 
A  dearth  of  cuckolds.     Oh  my  nofe  !  I  had  one, 
My  arms,  my  arms !  I  dare  not  cry  for  fear  : 
Curs'd  deiire  of  gold,  how  art  thou  punifiYd  I 

Enter  Jolantre. 

Jot.  Till  now  I  never  truly  knew  myfelf, 
Nor  by  all  principles  and  lectures  read 
In  chaftity's  cold  fchool  was  fo  inftrucled 
As  by  her  contrary.     How  bafe  and  deform' d 
Lpofe  appetite  h\  as  in  a  few  Ihort  minutes 

Thia 
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This  ftranger  hath,  and  feelingly,  deliver'^ 
Oh !   that  I  could  recall  my  bad  intentions, 
And  be  as  I  was  yeflerday,  untainted 
In  my  defires,  as  I  am  flill  in  fact 
(I  thank  his  temperance)  I  could  look  undau&teci 
Upon  my  hufband's  rage,  and  fmile  at  it ; 
So  ftrong  the  guards,  and  fure  defences  are 
Of  armed  innocence  ;  but  I  will  endure 
The  penance  of  my  fin,  the  only  means 

Is  left  to  purge  it. The  day  breaks*  Calypfo.. 

Calyp.  Here,  madam,  here., 
JoL  Hath  my  lord  vifited  thee  ? 
Calyp,  Hell  take  fuch  vifits;  thefe  flabb'd  arms,  and  tofe 
Of  my  nofe,  you  left  faft  on,  may  give  you  a  relim 
What  a  night  I  have  had  oft,  and  what  you  had  fuffered* 
Had  I  not  fupplied  your  place. 
JoL  I  truly  grieve  for't  $  did  not  my  hufband  fpeak 

to  thee  ? 
Calyp.  Yes,  I  heard  him,. 
And  felt  him,  ecce  fignum,  with  a  mifchief ; 
But  he  knew  not  me  ;  like  a  true-bred  Spartan 
With  filence  I  endur'd  ky.  he  could  not  get 
One  fy liable  from  me. 

JoL  Something  may  be  fafhion'd 
From  this  invention  :  Help  me,  I  muft  be  fudden ; 
Thou  art  free,  exchange,  quick,  quick,  now  bind  me  fure* 
And  leave  me  to  my  fortune. 
Calyp.  Pray  you  confider 
The  lofs.of  my  nofe  ;  had  I  been  but  carted  for  you, 
Tho'  wahYd  with  mire  and  chamber-lye,  I  had 
Examples  to  excufe  me  ;  but  my  nofe,  my*  nofe,  dear 
lady.  [Exit* 

Jot.  Get  off,  I'll  fend  to  thee.  : 

If  fo,  it  may  take ;  if  it  fail,.  I  mult  - 

Suffer  whatever  follows. 

Enter  Se<verinoT  with  a  taper*. 
Sever.  I  have  fearched 
In  every  corner  of  the  houfe,  yet  find  not 
My  daughter,  nor  her  maid,  nor  any  print 
Of  a  man's  footing,  which  this  wet  night  would 
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lie  eaiily  difcernM,  the  ground  being  foft, 
At  his  coming  in  or  going  out. 

JoL  'Tis  he,  and  I  am  within  hearing ;  heaven  for* 
give  this  feigning, 
1  being  forc'd  to't  to  preferve  my  life, 
To  be  better  fpent  hereafter. 

Sever.  I  begin  to  ftagger,  and  my  love  if  it  knew  how> 
Her  piety  heretofore,  and  fame  remember 'd> 
Would  plead  in  her  excufe. 

JoL  You  blefFed  guardians 
Of  matrimonial  faith,  and  juft  revengers 
Of  fuch  as  do  in  fad  offend  againfl: 
Your  facred  rites  and  ceremonies ;  by  all  titles 
And  holy  attributes  you  do  vouchfafe 
To  be  invoked,  look  down  with  faving  pity 
Upon  my  matchlefs  fufferings. 

Sever.  At  her  devotions  ?  affliftion  makes  her  repent, 

JoL  Look  down  upon  a  wretched  woman ;  and  as  I 
Have  kept  the  knot  of  wedlock,  in  the  temple 
By  the  prieft  faften'd  firm,  (though  in  loofe  wifhes 
I  yield  I  have  offended)  to  flrike  blind 
The  eyes  of  jealoufy  that  fee  a  crime 
I  never  yet  committed,  and  to  free  me 
From  the  unjuft  fufpicion  of  my  lord* 
Reftore  my  martyr'd  face  and  wounded  arms 
To  t»heirlate  ftrength  and  beauty. 

Sever.  Does  fhe  hope  to  be  cur'd  by  a  miracle  ? 

JoL  This  minute  I 
Perceive  with  joy  my  orifons  heard  and  granted  : 
You  miniflers  of  mercy,  who  unfeen, 
And  by  a  fupernatural  means  have  done 
This  work  of  heavenly  charity,  be  ever  canoniz'd  for't* 

Sever.  I  did  not  dream,  I  heard  her, 
And  I  have  eyes  too,  they  cannot  deceive  me. 
If  I  have  no  belief  in  their  affurance, 
I  mull  turn  fceptick.     Hah !  this  is  the  hand  t 
And  this  the  fatal  inftrument  :  thefe  drops 
Of  blood,  that  gunYd  forth  from  her  face  and  arms-, 
■Still  frefh  upon  the  floor  :  This  is  fomething  more 
Than  wonder  or  amazement,  I  profefs  I  am  aftonihVd-. 

■z  JoL 
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Jol.  Be  incredulous  ftill, 
And  go  on  in  your  barbarous  rage,  led  to  it 
By  your  falfe  guide,  fufpicion,  have  no  faith 
In  my  fo  long-try'd  loyalty,  nor  believe 
That  which  you  fee ;  and  for  your  fatisfa&ion, 
My  doubted  innocence  cleared  by  miracle, 
Proceed,  thefe  veins  have  now  new  blood,  if  you 
Refolve  to  let  it  out. 

Sever.  I  would  not  be  fool'd 
With  eafinefs  of  belief,  and  faintly  give 
Credit  to  this  ftrange  wonder.     'Tis  thought  on.  \Afide+ 
In  a  fitter  place  and  time,  I'll  found  this  farther. 

\Unties  her* 
T3ow  can  I  expiate  my  fin  \  or  hope, 
Tho'  now  I  write  myfelf  thy  (lave,  thefervice 
Of  my  whole  life  can  win  thee  to  pronounce 
Defpair'd  of  pardon  ?  Shall  I  kneel  ?  that's  poor, 
Thy  mercy  muft  urge  more  in  my  defence, 
Than  I  can  fancy.   Will't  thou  have  revenge  ? 
My  heart  lies  open  to  thee. 

'Jol.  This  is  needlefs  to  me,  who  in   the  duty  of  a 


wife, 


Know  I  muft  fuffer. 

Sever.  Thou  art  made  up  of  goodnefs, 
And  from  my  confidence  that  I  am  alone 
The  object  of  thy  pleafures,  until  death 
Divorce  us,  we  will  know  no  feparation. 
Without  enquiring  why  (as  fure  thou  wilt  not, 
Such  is  thy  meek  obedience)  thy  jewels 
And  choiceft  ornaments  pack'd  up,  thou  {halt 
Along  with  me  ;  and  as  a  queen  be  honour' d 
I>y  fuch  as  ftile  me  fovereign.    Already 
My  banifhment  is  repeal'd,  thou  being  prefent : 
The  Neapolitan  court  a  place  of  exile 
When  thou  art  abfent ;  my  flay  here  is  mortal, 
Of  which  thou  art  too  fenfible,  I  perceive  it. 
Come,  deareft  jolantre,  with  this  breath 
All  jealoufy  is  blown  away. 

JgL  Be  conftant.  \Exeunt* 

Adtus 
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A&us  quartus,  Scena  prima. 

A  mife  within,  as  the  fall  of  a  horfe,  — — —  then  enter, 
Durazzoy  Caldoro,  Calif  e,  Servant. 

Dur.    ¥  YELL  take  the  Humbling  jade, 
ij  Cald.  Heaven  help  the  lady. 

Ser<v.  The  horfe  hath  broke  his  neck. 

Dur.  Would  thine  were  crack'd  too, 
So  the  lady  had  no  harm.     Give  her  frdh-air, 
<?Tis  but  a  fwoon. 

Cald.  'Tis  more,  file's  dead. 

Dur. '  Examine 
Her  limbs  if  they  be  whole :  not  too  high,  not  too  high. 
You  ferrit,  this  is  no  coneyborough  for  you. 
How  do, you  find  her? 

Cald.  No  breath  of  comfort,  fir,  too  cruel  fate  I 
Had  I  ftilLpin'd  away,  and  linger'd  under 
The  modefly  of  juft  and  honeft  hopes 
After  a  long  confumption,  fleep  and  death 
To  me  had  been  the  fame  ;  but  now  as  'twere 
-  PoiTefs'd  of  all  my  wifhes,  in  a  moment 
To  have  'em  raviih'd  from  me  ?  fuffer  fhipwreck 
In  view  of  the  port  ?  and  like  a  half  ftarv'd  begger, 
No  fooner  in  companion  cloath'd,  but  coffin'd  ? 
Malevolent  deftinies,  too  cunning  in 
Wretched  Caldoro's  tortures.     O  CaliHe, 
If  thy  immortal  part  hath  not  already 
Left  this  fair  palace,  let  a  beam  of  light 
Dawn  from  thine  eye,  in  this  Cimmerian  darknefs, 
To  guide  my  making  hand  to  touch  the  anchor 
Of  hope  in  thy  recovery. 

Calif  e.  Oh! 

Dur.  She  lives,  diilurb  her  not,  fiie  is  no  right-bred 
woman 
If  (he  die  with  one  fall ;  fome  of  my  acquaintance 
Have  took  a  thoufand  merrily,  and  are  itill 
Excellent  wreftlers  at  the' dole  hug, 

Cald* 
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Cald.  Good  fir. 

Dur.  Pr'ythee  be  not  angry,  I  fhould  fpeak  thus  if 
My  mother  were  in  her  place. 

Cald.  But  had  you  heard 
The  mufick  of  the  language  which  flie  us'd 
To  me^  beJiev'd  Adorio,,  as  fhe  rode 
Behind  me ;  little  thinking  that  me  did 
Embrace  Caldoro. 

Calift.  Ah  Adorio  f 

Dur.  Leave  talking,  I  conceive  it. 

Calift.  A  re  you  fafe  ? 

Cald.  And  rais'd  like  you  from  death  to  life  to  hear  yt>fc* 

Calift.  Hear  my  defence  then,  e'er  I  take  my  vail  offs 
A  fimple  maid's  defence,  which  looking  on  you/ 
1  faintly  could  deliver.   Willingly 
I  am  become  your  prize,  and  therefore  ufe 
Your  victory  nobly  ;  heaven's  bright  eye,  the  fun* 
Draws  up  the  groffeil  vapours,  and  I  hope 
I  ne'er  mall  prove  an  envious  cloud  to  darken 
The  fplendor  of  your  merits.     I  could  urge 
With  what  difdain,  nay  fcorn,  I  have  declin'd 
The  fhadows  of  infinuating  pleafures 
Tender'd  by  all  men  elfe,   you  only  being 
The  object  of  my  hopes :  That  cruel  prince 
To  whom  the  olive  branch  of  peace  is  offer'd^ 
Is  not  a  conqueror,  but  a  bloody  tyrant, 
If  he  refufe  it  ;  nor  ihould  wifh  a  triumph 
Becaufe  Califle's  humble.    I  have  faid, 
And  now  expect  your  fentence. 

Dur.  What  a  throng 
"Of  clients  would  be  in  the  court  of  love, 
Were  there  many  fuch  ihe-advocates !   Art  thou  dumb  \ 
Canft  thou  fay  nothing  for  thyfelf ? 

Cald.  Dear  lady >  open  your  eyes>  and  look  upon  the 
man, 
The  man  you  have  elected  for  your  judge, 
Kneeling  to  you  for  mercy. 
Calift.  I  mould  know  this  voice*,  and  fomething  more 
than  fear  I  am 

Deceiv'd^ 
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Deceiv'd;  but  now  I  look  upon  his  face, 
I  am  affur'd  I  am  wretched. 

Duraz.  Why,  good  lady  ? 
(Hold  her  up,  {he'll  fall  again  before  her  time  elfe) 
The  youth's  a  well-timber'd  youth,  look  on  his  making ; 
His  hair  cuii'd  naturally,  he's  v/hole  chefled  too, 
And  will  do  his  work  as  well,  and  go  thro'  flitch  with*t5 
As  any  Adorio  in  the  world;  my  'ftate  on't, 
A  chicken  of  the  right  kind ;  and  if  he  prove  not 
A  cock  of  the  game,  cuckold  him  iirit,  and  after 
Make  a  capon  of  him . 

Calift.  I'll  cry  out  a  rape, 
If  thou  unhand  me  not.     Would  I  had  died 
In  my  late  trance,  and  never,  liv'd  to  know 
I  am  betray'd, 

Duraz.  To  a  young  and  active  hufband, 
Call  you  that  treachery  ?  there  are  a  fhoal  of 
Young  wenches  i'th'  city,  would  vow  a  pilgrimage 
Beyond  Jerufalem,  to  be  fo  cheated. 
To  her  again,  you  milk- fop,  violent  ftorms 
Are  foon  blown  over. 

Califi.  How  could'ft  thou,  Caldoro, 
With  fuch  a  frontlefs  impudence  arm  thy  hopes 
So  far,  as  to  believe  I  might  confent 
To  this  lewd  practice  ?  have  I  not  often  told  thee 
Howe'er  I  pity'd  thy  mifplac'd  affection, 
I  could  not  anfwer  it  ?  and  that  there  was 
A  ilrong  antipathy  between  our  pamons, 
Not  to  be  reconciPd  ? 

Cald.  Vouchfafe  to  hear  me 
With  art  impartial  ear,  and  it  will  take  from 
The  rigour  of  your  cenfure..    Man  was  mark'd 
A  friend  in  his  creation  to  himfelf, 
And  may  -with  fit  ambition  conceive 
The  greater!  blefiings,  and  the  higher!:  honours 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  atchieve  'em 
The  right  and  noble  way  :  I  grant  you  were 
The  end  of  my  defign,  but  ftill  puriu'd 
With  a  becoming  modefty,  heaven  at  length 
Being  pleas'd,  and  not  my  arts  to  further  it. 
!  Vol.  VIIJ.  K  i-      Duraz. 
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Dura*.  Nibw  he  comes  to  her :  on*  boy* 

Cald.  I  have  ferv'd  you 
With  a  religious  seal*  and  borne  the  burthen 
Of  your  neglect  (if  I  may  call  it  fo) 
Beyond  the  patience  of  a  man.  To  prove  this* 
I  have  feen  thofe  eyes  with  pleafant  glances  play 
Upon  Adorio's,  like  Phoebe's  mine 
Gilding  a  cryftal  river,  and  your  lip 
Rife  up  in  civil  courtfhip  to  meet  his* 
While  I  bit  mine  with  envy  :  Yet  thefe  favours 
(Howe'er  my  paffions  rag'd)  could  not  provoke  me 
To  One  act  of  rebellion  againft 
My  loyalty  to  you,  the  foveraign 
To  whom  I  owe  obedience. 

Califl.  My  blufhes  confefs  this  for  a  truth, 

Duraz.  A  flag  of  truce  is 
Hung  out  in  this  acknowledgment. 

Cald.  I  could  add* 
(But  that  you  may  interpret  what  I  fpeak 
The  rhalice  of  a  rival*  rather  than 
My  due  refpect  to  your  deferts)  how  faintly 
Adorio  hath  return'd  thanks  to  the  bounty 
Of  your  affection*  afcribing  it 
As  a  tribute  to  his  worth,  and  not  in  you 
An  ect  of  mercy :  Could  he  elfe,, invited 
(As  by  your  words  I  underftood)  to  take  you 
To  his  protection*  grofsly  neglect 
So  gracious  an  offer  ?  or  give  power 
To  fate  itfelf  to  cfofs  him  ?  O  dear  madam, 
We  are  all  the  balls  of  time,  tofs'd  to  and  fro* 
From  the  plough  unto  the  throne,  and  back  again$ 
tinder  the  fwing  of  deftiny  mankind  fuffers  ; 
And  it  appears*  by  an  unchangvd  decree* 
You  were  appointed  mine ;  wife  nature  always 
Aiming  at  due  proportion  :  and  if  fo, 
I  may  believe  with  confidence,  heaven  in  pity 
Of  my  fmcere  affection*  and  long  patience* 
Directed  you  by  a  moll  bleffed  error 
To  your  vow'd  fervant'sbofbm. 

Duraz.  By  my  holidame*  tickling  philofophy. 
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I  am*  fir,  too  weak 
Tfo  argue  with  you  ;  but  my  ftars  have  better 
(I  hope)  provided  for  me, 

Cald.  If  there  be 
Difparity  between  us,  'tis  hi- your 
Companion  to  level  it. 

Duraz.  Give  fire  to  the  mine,  and  blow  her  up» 

Callft.  I  am  fenfible 
Of  what  you  have  endured,  but  on  the  fudden^ 
With  my  unufual  travel,  and  late  bruife5 
I  am  exceeding  weary ;  in  yon  grove, 
While  I  repofe  myfelf,  be  you  my  guard. 
My  fpirits  with  fome  little  reft  reviv'd, 
We  will  confider  farther  :  For  my  part 
You  fhall  receive  modeft  and  gentle  anfwer 
To  your  demands,  tho'  ihort  perhaps  to  make  you 
Full  fatisfa&ion. 

Cald.  I  am  exalted  in  the  employment :  fleep  fecure, 
I'llbe 
Your  vigilant  fentinel. 

Call  ft*  But  I  command  ydu> 
And  as  you  hope  for  future  grace  obey  me> 
Prefume  not  with  one  ftol'n  kifs  to  dilturb 
The  quiet  of  my  (lumbers  ;  let  your  temperance^ 
And  not  your  lull,  watch  over  me. 

Cald.  My  defires 
Are  frozen,  till  your  pity  fhall  diffolve  'em. 

Duraz.  Frozen  I  think  not  of  froft,  fool,  in  the  dog- 
Remember  the  old  adage,  and  make  ufe  oft ;  [days0 
Occafion's  bald  behind, 

Qalift.  Is  this  your  uncle  ? 

Cald.  And  guardian,  madam ;  at  your  better  leifure* 
When  I  have  deferv'd  it,  you  may  give  him  thanks 
For  his  many  favours  to  me. 

Calift.  He  appears  a  pleafant  gentleman. 

[Ex.  Caldora  and  Calift et 
Duraz.  You  fhould  find  me  fo, 
But  that  I  do  hate  inceft.— I  grow  heavy ; 
Sirrah,  provide  frelh  horfes :  I'll  feek  out 
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Some  hollow  tree,  and  dream  till  you  return, 
Which  I  charge  you  to  haflen. 

Sew.  With  all  care,  fir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carlo  and  Countrymen ,  for  the  danet  and fong. 

Car.  Let  your  eyes.be  rivetted  to  my  heels,  and  mifs 
A  hair's  breadth  of  my  footing ;  our  dance  has  [not 

A  moft  melodious  note,  and  I  command  you 
To  have  ears  like  hares  this  night  for  my  lord's  honour, 
And  fomething  for  my  worfhip  :  your  reward  is, 
To  be  drunk  blind  like  moles  in  the  wine-cellar, 
And  tho'  you  ne'er  fee  after,  'tis  the  better, 
You  were  born  for  this  night's  fervice  :  and  do  you  hear, 
Wire-firing   and  cats  -  guts  -  men,    and   ilrong  -  breath'd 

hautbois, 
For  the  credit  of  your  calling,  have  not  your  inrrruments 
To  tune,  when  you  ihould  ftrike  up ;  but  twang  it  per- 

fedly, 
As  you  would  read  your  neck-verfe ;  and  you  warbler, 
Keep  your  wind-pipe  moirt,  that  you  may  not  fpit  and 
When  you  mould  makedivifion.     How  I  fweat!     [hem 

Authority  is  troublefome They  are  come, 

1  know  by  the  cornet  that  I  plac'd 

On  the  hill  to  give  me  notice :  marfhal  yourfelves 

X'th'  rear ;  the  van  is  yours.     Now  chant  it  fprkely. 

Enter  Adorio,  Mir t "ilia ,  Catnillo,  Lentuloy  Dona  to. 

Ador.  A  well-penn'd  ditty.    .  [Song. 

Cam.  Not  ill  fung. 

Ador.  Ufe  your  eyes;  if  ever,  now  your  mailer-piece. 

[Dance. 

Ador.  'Tis  well  perform'd;  take  that,  but  not  from 
*Tis  your  new  lady's  bounty,  thank  her  for't,  [me, 

All  that  I  have  is  her's. 

Car,  I  mull  have  three  fhares 
For  my  pains  and  properties,  the  reft  ihall  be 
Divided  equally.  [Ex.  Carlo  tif  Ruflki, 

Mirt.  My  real  fears 
Begin,  and  foon  my  painted  comforts  vanifh 
In  my  difcovery. 

Ador.  Welcome  to  your  own  : 

You  have  (a  wonder  in  a  woman)  kept 

Three 
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Three  long  hours  filence ;  and  the  greater,  holding 

Your  own  choice  in  your  arms,  a  bleffing  for  which 

I  will  be  thankful  to  you.    Nay,  unmafk, 

And  let  mine  eye  and  ears  together  fealr, 

Too  long  by  you  kept  empty  :  Oh  you  want 

Your  woman's  help,  I'll  do  her  office  for  you.  [Pulls  cff 

Mirtilla !  her  majk. 

Com.  It  is  sfhe,  and  wears  the  habit 
In  which  Caliile  three  days  fmce  appeared 
As  {he  came  from  the  temple. 

Lent,  All  this  trouble  for  a  poor  waiting-maid  ? 

Don.  We  are  grofsly  gull'd. 

Ador.  Thou  child  of  impudence,  anfwerme,  andtrulf/ 
Or  tho'  the  tongues  of  angels  pleaded  mercy, 
Tortures  fnall  force  it  from  thee. 

Mirt.  Innocence  is  free  and  open-breafied  ;  of  what 
Stand  I  accus'd,  my  lord  ? 

Ador.  What  crime  !  no  language 
Can  fpeak  it  to  the  height;  I  mail  become 
Difcourfe  for  fools  and  drunkards.     How  was  this 
Contriv'd  ?  who  help'd  thee  in  the  plot '?  Difcover-*— > 
V/ere  not  Caliite's  aids  in't  ? 

Mirt.  No,  on  my  life  ;  nor  am  I  faulty. 

Ador.  No  :  what  may-game's  this  ? 
Did'il  thou  treat  with  me  for  thy  miftrefs'  favours, 
To  make  fale  of  thine  own  ? 

Mirt.  With  her  and  you 
I  have  dealt  faithfully  :  you  had  her  letter 
With  the  jewel  I  presented  5  me  receiv'd 
Your  courteous  anfwer,  and  prepar'd  herfelf 
To  be  remov'd  by  you  :  and  howfoever 
You  take  delight  to  hear  what  you  have  donef 
From  my  fimplicity,  and  make  my  weaknefs 
The  fubjecl  of  your  mirth,  as  it  fuits  well 
WTith  my  condition,  I  know  you  have  her  , 
In  your  pofTcflion. 

Ador.  How !  has  fhe  left  her  mother's  houfe  ? 

Mirt.  You  drive  this  nail  too  far ; 
Indeed  (he  deeply  vow'd  at  her  departure 
To  fend  fomc  of  your  lordmip's  fervants  for  me, 
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(Tho*  you  were  pleas'd  to  take  the  pains  yourfelf  } 
That  I  might  ftill  be  near  her,  as  a  ftiadow 
To  follow  her  the  fub£ance. 

Ador.  She  is  gone  then  ? 

Mirt.  This  is  too  much ;  but,  goad  my  lord,  forgive 
I  eome  a  virgin  hither  to  attend  [me? 

My  noble  miitrefs,  tho'  I  muft  confefs 
I  look  with  fore  eyes  upon  her  good  fortune, 
And  wiih  it  were  mine  own. 

Ador.  Then,  as  it  feems,  you  do  yourfelf  affect  me  ? 

Mirt.  Should  ihe  hear  me, 
And  in  her  fudden  fory  kill  me  for't,  ,    1 

Ldurft  not,  iir,  deny  it ;  fince  you  are 
A  man  fo  form'd,  that  not  poor  I  alone, 
But  all  our  fex  like  me,  I  think,  Hand  bound 
To  be  enamoured  of  you. 

Ador.  O  my  fate  t  how  juftly  am  I  puninVd  ?  in  thee 
puniftVd 
For  my  defended  wantonnefs  ?  I  that  fcorn'd 
The  miftrefs  when  fhe  fought  me,  now  I  would 
Upon  my  knees  receive  her,  ara  become 
A  prey  unto  her  bondwoman, 
My  honour  too  neglecled  for  this  purchafe  ! 
Art  thou  one  of  thofe 

Ambitious  ferving- women,  who  contemning 
The  embraces  of  their  equals,  aim  to  be 
The  wrong  way  ladify'd  by  a  lord  ?  Was  there 
No  forward  page  or  foot-man  in  the  city 
To  do  the  feat,  that  in  thy  luft  I  am  chofeu  I 

To  be  the  executioner  ?  dar'ft  thou  hope 
I  can  defcend  fo  low  ? 

Mirt.  Great  lords  fometimes 
For  change  leave  calvert  falmop,  and  eat  fpratsj 
In  modefty  I  dare  fpeak  no  more. 

Cam.  If  'twere  a  fifh-day,  tho'  you  like  it  not,  I  could 
I  have  a  flomach,  and  would  content  myfelf  [fay 

With  this  pretty  whiting-mop. 

Ador.  Difcover  yet  how  thou  cam'ft  to  my  hands. 

Mirt.  My  lady  gone, 
Fear  of  her  mother's  rage,  fixe  being  found  abfent, 
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MovM  me  to  fly ;  and  quitting  of  the  houfe, 
You  were  pleas'd  unafk'd  to  comfort  me,  I  us'd 
No  forceries  to  bewitch  you  ;  then  vouchfaf 'd 
(Thanks  ever  to  the  darknefs  of  the  night) 
To  hug  me  in  your  arms,,  and  I  had  wrong'd 
yiy  breeding  near  the  court,  had  I  refus'd  it. 

Ador.  This  is  ftijl  more  bitter;  can'ft  thou  guefs  ta 
Thy  lady  did  commit  herfelf  ?  [whom 

Mirt.  They  were  horfemen,  as  you  are, 

Ador.  In  the  name  of  wonder, 
How  could  they  pafs  the  port,  where  you  expected 
JVly  coming? 

Cam.  Now  I  think  upon't*  there  came 
Three  mounted  by,  and  behind  one  a  woman* 
Embracing  faft  the  man  that  rode  before  her. 

Lent.  I  knew  the  men,  but  fhe  was  vaiPd. 

Ador,  What  were  they  ? 

Lent.  The  firft  the  Jord  Durazzo,  and  the  fecond 
Your  rival-,  young  Caldoro ;  it  was  he 
That  carried  the  wench  behind  him. 

Donat.  The  Uft  a  fervant,  that  fpurr'd  Faft  after  'em* 

Ador.  Worfe  and  worfe  !  'twas  {he ! 
Too  much  affurance  of  her  love  undid  me ; 
Why  did  you  not  ftay  'em  \ 

Donat,  We  had  no  fuch  commiffion. 

Ca?nil.  Or,  fay  you  had,  who  durft  lay  fingers  on 
The  angry  old  ruffian  ? 

Lent.  For  my  part  I  had  rather 
Take  a  baited  bull  by  the  horns. 

Ador.  You  are  fure  friends  for  a  man  to  build  on. 

Camil,  They  are  not  far  off. 
Their  horfes  appeared  fpent  too  ;  let's  take  frefh  ones 
And  coail  the  country,  ten  to  one  we  find  'em. 

Ador.  I  will  not  eat  nor  deep  until  I  have  'em. 
Moppet,  you  fhall  along  too. 

Mirt.   So  you  pleafe,  I  may  keep  my  place  behind 
you; 
I'll  fit  faft,  and  ride  with  you  all  the  world  over. 

CamiL  A  good  girl.  [Exeunt* 
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Enter  Monteclaro  and  Calypfs, 

Mont.  Her  hufband,  Severino  ? 

Calyp.  You  may  fee 
Kis  handy-work  by  my  flat  face  ;  no  bridge 
Left  to  fupport  my  organ.     If  I  had  one, 
The  comfort  is  I  am  now  fecure  from  the  grincomes, 
I  can  lofe  nothing  that  way. 

Mont.  Doeft  thou  not  know  what  became  of  the  lady  ?■ 

Calyp .  A  nofe  was  enough  to  part  with, 
I  think,  in  the  fervice ;  I  durft  ltay  no  longer, 
But  I  am  full  afiur'd  the  houfe  is  empty, 
Neither  poor  lady,  daughter,  nor  fervant  left  there  : 
I  only  guefs  he  hath  forc'd  'em  to  go  with  him 
To  the  dangerous  forefi,  where  he  lives  like  a  kiag 
Among  the  Banditti,  and  how  there  he  hath  us'd  them^ 
Is  more  than  to  be  fear'd. 

Mont,  I  have  play'd  the  fool, 
And  kept  myfelf  too  long  conceal' d,  fans  queftion 

With  the  danger  of  her  life.     Leave  me - - 

The  king ! 

Enter  Alphovfo  and  Captain* 

Calyp.  The  furgeon  mull  be  paid. 

Mont.  Take  that. 

Calyp.  I  thank  you, 
I  ha\  e  got  enough  by  my  trade,  and  I  will  build 
An  hofpital,  only  for  nofelefs  bawds  ; 
'Twill  fpeak  my  charity  ;  and  be  myfelf 
The  governefs  of  the  fifterhood.  [Exit, 

Alph.  I  may  forget  this  in  your  vigilance  hereafter ; 
But  as  I  am  a  king,  if  you  provoke  me 
The  fecond  time  with  negligence  of  this  kind, 
You  fhall  deeply  fmart  for't. 

Mont.  The  king's  mov'd. 

Alph.  To  fuffer  a  murderer  by  us  profcrib'd,  at  his 
pleafure 
To  pafs  and  repafs  thro'  our  guards ! 

Capt.  Your  pardon 
For  this,  my  gracious  lord,  binds  me  to  be 
More  circumfpect  hereafter. 
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Alph.  Look  you  be  fo. 
Monfieur  Laval,  you  were  a  fuiter  to  me 
For  Severino's  pardon. 

Mont.  I  was  fo,  my  good  lord. 

Alph.  You  might  have  met  him  here,  to  have  thank'd 
You  for't,  as  now  I  underrland. 

Mont.  So  it  is  rumour'd  ; 
And  hearing  in  the  city  of  his  boldnefs, 
(I  would  not  fay  contempt  of  your  decrees) 
As  then  I  pleaded  mercy,  (under  pardon) 
I  now  as  much  admire  the  flownefs  of 
Your  jufb'ce,  tho*>  it  force  you  to  fome  trouble 
In  fetching  him  in. 

Alph.  I  have  coniider'd  it. 

Mont.  He  hath  of  late,  as 'tis  fufpe&ed,  done 
An  outrage  on  his  wife,  forgetting  nature 
To  his  own  daughter,  in  whom,  fir,  I  have 
Some  nearer  intereft  than  I  ftand  bound  to 
In  my  humanity,  which  I  gladly  would 
Make  known  unto  your  highnefs. 

Alph.  Go  along,  you  mail  have  opportunity  as  we 
walk. 
See  you  what  I  committed  to  your  charge, 
In  readinefs,  and  without  noife. 

Capt.  I  fhall,  iir.  [Exeunt. 


Adlus  quintus,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Claudio^  and  all  the  Banditti  making  a  guard :  Se- 
<verino  and  Jolantre  <with  oaken  leavd  garlands ,  and 
Singers. 

Sever.    T  T  Ere,  as  a  queen,  mare  in  my  fovereignty : 
JLjL   The  iron  tcils  pitch'd  by  the  law  to  take 
The  forfeiture  of  my  life,  I  have  broke  through, 
And  ftcare  ia  the  guards  of  thefe  few  fubjefts, 

K.  5  Smile 
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Smile  at  Alphonfus'  fury,  though  I  grieve  for    . 
The  fatal  caufe-  in  your  good  brother's  lofs, 
That  does  compel  me  to  this  courfe. 

JoL  Revive  not 
A  forrow  long  fmce  dead,  and  fo  diminifh 
The  full  fruition  of  thofe  joys,  which  now 
I  Hand  poffefs'd  of :  womaniin  fear  of  danger 
That  may  purfue  us,  I  make  off,  and  with 
A  mafculine  fpirit. 
Scv.  'Tis  well  faid. 

JoL  In  you,  fir,  I  live ;  and  when,  or  by  the  courfe 
of  nature, 
Or  violence  you  mufl  fall,  the  end  of  my 
Devotions  is,  that  one  and  the  fame  hour 
May  make  us  fit  for  heaven. 

Sew.  I  join  with  you 
In  my  votes  that  way  :  but  how,.  Jolantre, 
You  that  have  fpent  your  paft  days,  flumb'ring  m 
The  down  of  quiet,  can  endure  the  hardnefs 
And  rough  condition  of  our  prefent  being, 
Does  much  difturb  me. 

JoL  Thefe  woods,  Severino, 
Shall  more  than  feem  to  rne  a  populous  city, 
V ou  being  prefent ;  here  are  no  allurements 
To  tempt  my  frailty,  nor  the  converfation 
Of  fuch,  whofe  choice  behaviour  or  difcourfW 
May  nourifh  jealous  thoughts. 

Se<v.  True,  J  ol  ant  re,. 
Nor  fhall  fufpedted  chaftity  Hand  in  need  here 
To  be  cleared  by  miracle. 

JoL  Still  on  that  firing?  it  yields  harm  difconl 
Sew.  I  had  forgot  myfelf, 

And  wifh  I  might  no  more  remember  it. 

The  day  wears,  firs,  without  one  prize  brought  in 
As  tribute  to  your  queen.  Claudio,  divide 
Our  fquadron  in  fmall  parties,  let  'em  watch 
All  paffages,  that  none  efcape  without 
The  payment  of  our  cufloms. 

Claud*  Shall  we  bring  in  the  perfons  with  the  tillage  ? 
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SW.  By  all  means,  [Exit  Claudio  and  the  reft* 

Without  reply,  about  it :  we'll  retire 
Into  my  cave,  and  there  at  large  difcourfe 
Our  fortunes  paft,  and  ftudy  fome  apt  means 
To  find  our  daughter  ;  fince  (he  well  difpos'd  o£ 
Our  happinefs  were  perfect. 

JoL  We  muft  wait  with  patience  heaven's  pleafure. 

Se<v.  *Tis  my  purpofe.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Lentulo  and  Camilla, 

Lent.  Let  the  horfes  graze,  they  are  fpent. 

Cam.  I  am  fure  I  am  fleepy, 
And  nodded  as  I  rode  :  here  was  a  jaunt 
Fth'dark  through  thick  and  thin,  and  all  to  no  purpofe, 
What  a  dulnefs  grows  upon  me  ! 

Lent.  I  can  hardly  [They  fit  down. 

'Hold  ope'  mine  eyes  to  fay  fo.     How  did  we  lofe  Ado- 
rio? 

Cam.  He,  Donato,  and  the  wench 
That  cleaves  to  him  like  bird-lime,  took  the  right-hand' 
But  this  place  is  our  rendevouz. 

Lent.  No  matter,,  we'll  talk  of  that  anon— 'heigh  ho, 

[Sleeps. 

Cam.  He's  fall  already :  Lentulo,  I'll  take  a  nap  too* 

[Sleeps, 
Enter  Adorioy  Mirtilla,  Donato. 

Ador.  Was  ever  man  fo  crofs'd  ? 

Mirt.  Sc*  blefs'd :  This  is  the  fineft  wild-goofe  chafe* 

Ador .  What's  that  you  mutter  ? 

Mirt.  A  ibort  prayer,  that  you  may  find 
Your  wifh'd-for  love,  though  I  am  loft  for  ever, 

Don.  Pretty  fool,  who  have  we  here  ? 

Ador.  This  is  Camillo. 

Mirt.  This  Signior  Lentulo. 

Ador.  Wake  'em. 

Doru  They'll  not  ftir, 
Their  eye-lids  are  glu'd,  and  mine  too  *  by  your  favour, 
I'll  follow  their  example.  [Lies  do^wn* 

Ador.  Are  you  nol  weary  I 

K  6,  Mini 
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Mitt.  I  know  not  what  the  word  means,  while  I 
travel 
To  do  you  fervice. 

Ado?-.  You  expecl  to  reap 
The  harveft  of  your  flattery ;  but  your  hopes 
Will  be  Mailed,  I  allure  you. 

Mitt.  So  you  give  leave 
To  few  it,   as  in  me  a  iign  of  duty, 
Tho'  you  deny  your  beams  of  gracious  favour 
To  ripen  it,  with  patience  I  ihall  iuffer. 

Ador.  No  more  ;  my  refolution  to  find 
Califte,  by  what  accident  loft,  I  know  not, 
Binds  me  not  to  deny  myfelf  what  nature 
Exacleth  from  me.     To  walk  alone  a  foot 
{For  my  horfe  is  tir'd)  were  madnefs,  I  muft  fleep  \ 
.You  could  lie  down  too. 

Mirt.  Willingly ;  fo  you  pleafe  to  ufe  me* 

Ador.  Ufe  thee  ? 

Mirt.  As  your  pillow,  fir, 
I  dare  prefume  no  farther,  noble  fir. 
Do  not  too  much  condemn  me  -,  generous  feet^ 
Spurn  not  a  fawning  fpaniel. 

Ador.  Well,  fit  down. 

Mirt.  I  am  ready,  fir. 

Ador.  So  nimble  ? 

Mirt.   Love  is  a&ive  ; 
jNor  would  I  be  a  flow  thing  :  reft  fecure,  fir, 
On  my  maidenhead,  P 11  not  ravifh  you. 

Ador.  For  once,  fo  far  Til  truftyou. 

[Lies  down  on  her  la%\ 

Mirt.  All  the  joys  of  reft 
Dwell  on  your  eye-lids  ,  let  no  dream  difturb 
Your  foft  and  gentle  flumbers. — I  cannot  fing, 
But  I'll  talk  you  afleep  :  and  I  befeech  you 
Be  not  offended,  tho'  I  glory  in 
My  being  thus  employ'd  ;  a  happinefs 
TThat  ftands  for  more  than  ample  fatisfaclion" 
For  all  I  have,  or  can  endure.— — -He  fnores, 
And  does  not  hear  me  ;  would  his  fenfe  of  feeling 
4Were  bound  up  too  :  I  fcould — -I  am  all  fire. 

Such 
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Such  heaps  of  treafure  ofFer'd  as  a  prey, 
Would  tempt  a  modefl  thief;  I  can  no  longer 
Forbear,     111  gently  touch  his  lips,  and  leave 

[Kijfes  him* 
No  print  of  mine.     Ah  !  Lhave  heard  of  neclar  ; 
But  till  now  never  tailed  it  :  thefe  rubies 
Are  not  clouded  by  my  breath.     If  once  again 
I  ileal,  from  fuch  a  full  exchequer,  trifles  [Kijfes  again* 
Will  not  be  mifs'd.    I  am  entranc'd  :  our  fancy, 
Some  fay,  in  fleep  works  flronger  -9  I  will  prove 
How  far  my  [Sleeps'. 

Enter  Durazzo. 

Dur.  My  bones  ake,  I  am  exceeding  cold  too,  I  mufl 
feek  out 
A  more  convenient  truckle-bed. — Ha!  do  I  dream? 
No,  no,  I  wake,  Camillo,  Lentulo, 
Donato  this ;  and  as  I  live,  Adorio 
In  a  handfome  wench's  lap,  awhorefonj  you  are 
The  bell  accommodated,  I  will  call 
My  nephew  and  his  miilrefs  to  this  pageant. 
The  object  may  perhaps  do  more  upon  her, 
Than  all  Caldoro's  rhetorick.     With  what 
Security  they  fleep  !  fure  Mercury 
Hath  travel" d  this  way  with  his  charming-rod.- 
Nephew  !  Califte  !  Madam  ! 

Enter  Caldoro  and  Calijle. 

Cald.  Here,  fir  :  is  your  man  return'd  with  horfes  ? 

Dur.  No  boy,  no ;    but  here  are  fome  you  thought 
not  of. 

Calijl.  Adorio! 

Dur.  The  idol  that  you  worfhipped. 

Calijl.  This  Mir ti  11a  r    I  am  made  a  ftale, 

Dur.  I  knew  'twould  take, 

Calijl.  Falfe  man, 
But  much  more  treacherous  woman,  'tis  apparent, 
They  jointly  did  confpire  againft  my  weaknefs, 
And  credulous  fimplicity,  and  have 
PrevaiPd  againil  it. 

Cald.  I'll  not  kill  'em  fleeping  \ 

But 
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But  if  you  pleafe,  Pll  wake  'em  firft,   and  after 
Offer  them  as  a  fatal  faerifice  to  yourjuffc  anger. 

Dur.  You  are  a  fool,  referve  your  blood  for  better 
ufes. 

Calift.  My  fond  love  is  chang'd  to  an  extremity  of 
hate, 
His  very  iight  is  odious. 

Dur.  I  have  thought  of 
A  pretty  punifhment  for  him  and  his  comrades, 
Then  leave  him  to  his  harlotry  :  if  fhe  prove  not 
Torture  enough,  hold  me  an  afs.     Their  horfes 
Are  not  far  off,  I'll  cut  the  girts  and  bridles, 
Then  turn  'em  into  the  wood  5  if  they  can  run, 
Let  'em  follow  us  as  footmen.     Wilt  thou  fight 
For  what's  thine  own  already  ? 

Calift.  In  his  hat 
He  wears  a  jewel,  which  this  faithlefs  {trumpet, 
As  a  falary  of  her  luft,  deceiv'd  me  of ; 
He  fhall  not  keep't  to  my  difgrace,  nor  will  I 
Stir  till  I  have  it.  * 

Dur.  I  am  not  good  at  nimming  ; 
And  yet  that  mall  not  hinder  us,  by  your  leave,  fir, 
*Tis  reftitution.    Pray  you  all  bear  witnefs 
I  do  not  fteal  it  ;  here  'tis. 

Calift.  Take  it  not 
As  a  miftrefs'  favour,  but  a  ftrong  aflurance 
1  am  your  wife. 

Cald.  O  heaven  ! 

Dur.  Pray  i'  th'  church. 
Let  us  away.     Nephew,  a  v/ord  :  have  you  not 
Been  billing  in  the  brakes  ?  hah !  and  fo  deferv'd 
This  unexpected  favour  r 

Cald.  You  are  pleafant.  [j£.r.  Dur.  Cald.  Calift*. 

Ador*  As  thou  art  a  gentleman,  kill  me  not  bafely, 

[Starts  up  1  the  reft' wake*, 
Give  me  leave  to  draw  my  fword- 

Camil.  Ha!  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lent..  He  talked  of's  fword. 

Donat.  I  fee  no  enemy  near  us, 
That  threatens  danger* 

MirK 
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Mirt.  Sure  'twas  but  a  dream. 

Ador.  A  fearful  one.     Methought  Caldoro's  fword 
Was  at  my  throat,  Califte  frowning  by, 
Commanding  him,  as  he  defir'd  her  favour, 
To  ftrike  my  head  off. 

CamiL  Meer  imagination  of  a  difturbed  fancy. 

Mirt.  Here's  your  hat,  fir. 

Ador.  But  where  my  jewel  ? 

CamiL  By  all  likelihood  loft,  this  troublefome  night* 

Donat.  I  faw  it  when  we  came  unto  this  place.. 

Mirt.  I  look'd  upon't  myfelf,  when  you  repos'd,    ■ 

Ador.  What  is  become  of  it  ? 
Reftore  it,  for  thou  haft  it ;  do  not  put  me 
To  the  trouble  to  fearch  you. 

Mirt.  Search  me  ? 

Ador.  You  have  been, 
Before  your  lady  gave  you  entertainment, 
A  night-walker  in  the  ftreets. 

Mirt.  How,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ador.  Traded  in  picking  pockets,  when  tame  gulls^ 
Charm'd  with  your  proftituted  flatteries, 
Deign'd  to  embrace  you. 

Mirt*  Love,  give  place  to  anger. 
Charge  me  with  theft,  and  proftituted  bafenefs  ? 
Were  you  a  judge,  nay  more,  the  king ;  thus  urg'd^, 
To  your  teeth  I  would  fay,  'Tis  falfe* 

Ador.  This  will  not  do. 

CamiL  Deliver  it  in  private. 

Mirt.  You  fhall  be 
In  publick  hang'd  firft,  and  the  whole  gang  of  you. 
1  ileal  what  I  prefented  1 

Lent.  Do  not  ftrive. 

Ador.  Tho'  thou  haft  fwallow'd  it,  I'll  rip  thy  entrails,, 
But  I'll  recover  it. 

Mirt.  Help,  help. 

Ador.  A  new  plot. 
Enter  Claudioy  and  t<vuo  Banditti  y  prefenting  th?ir  pif!oh9 

Claud,  Forbear,  libidinous  monfters ;.  if  you  offer 
The  leaft  refiftafoct,  you  are  dead  :  if  one 
But  lay  his  hand  upon  his  fword,  fhoot  all, 

Ador, 
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Ador.  Let  us  fight  for  what  we  have,  and  if  you  can 
Win  it,  enjoy  it. 

Claud.  We  come  not  to  try 
Your  valour,  but  for  your  money  :   throw  down  your 

fword, 
Cr  I'll  begin  with  you  :    fo  if  you  will 
Walk  quietly  without  bonds,  you  may ;  rf  not, 
We'll  force  you  ;  thou  fhalt  have  no  wrong, 
But  juftice  againft  thefe. 

1 .  Bandit.  We'll  teach  you,  fir, 
To  meddle  with  wenches  in  our  walks. 

2.  Bandit.  It  being  againft  our  canons. 
CamiL  Whither  will  you  lead  us  ? 

Claud,  You  mall  know  that  hereafter :  guard  'em  fure. 

[Exeunt, 
Enter  Alphonfo,    Mcnteclaro,  Captain. 

Alph.  Are  ail  the  paflages  ftopp'd  ? 

Cap.  And  ftrongly  mann'd  ,• 
They  muft  ufe  wings,  and  flie,  if  they  efcape  us. 

Mont.   But  why,   great  fir,   you  mould  expofe  your 
perfon 
To  fuch  apparent  danger,  when  you  may 
Have  'em  brought  bound  before  you,  is  beyond 
My  apprehenfion. 

Alph.  I  am  better  arm'd 
Than  you  fuppofe  :    befides,  it  is  coniirm'd 
By  all  that  have  been  robb'd,  fmce  Severino 
Commanded  thefe  Banditti ;  though  it  be 
Unufual  in  Italy,  imitating 

The  courteous  Englifh  thieves,  for  fo  they  call  'em5 
They  have  not  done  one  murder  :  I  mull  add  too, 
That  from  a  ftrange  relation  I  have  heard 
Of  Severino' s  juftice,  in  difpofmg 
The  preys  brought  in,   I  would  be  an  eye-witnefs 
Of  what  I  take  up  now  but  on  report : 
And,  therefore, 'tis  my  pleafure  that  we  fhould, 
As  foon  as  they  encounter  us,    without 
A  fhew  of  oppolition,  yield. 

Mont.  Your  will  is  not  to  be  difputed, 

'Atfb, 
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Alph.  You  have  plac'd 
Your  ambufh  fo,   that  if  there  be  occafiort 
They  fuddenly  may  break  in. 

Cap.  My  life  uporft. 

Alph.  We  cannot  travel  far,  but  we  fhall  meet 
With  fome  of  thefe  good  fellows ;  and  be  fure 
You  do  as  I  command  you. 

Mcnt.  Without  fear,  fir.  \_Exeunt\ 

Enter  Se<verino  and  Jolantre. 

Sev.  'Tis  true,    I  did  command  Califte  mould  not 
Without  my  knowledge  and  confent,  aflifled 
By  your  advice,  be  married :  but  your 
Reftraint,   as  you  deliver  it,   denying 
A  grown-up  maid  the  model!  converfation 
Of  men,  and  warrantable  pleafures,   relifh'd 
Of  too  much  rigour,   which  no  doubt  hath  driven  her 
To  take  fome  defperate  courfe.  ^ 

JoL  What  then  I  did,  was,  in  my  care,  thought  beft,L 

Sev,  I  fo  conceive  it; 
But  where  was  your  difcretion  to  forbid 
Accefs  and  fit  approaches,    when  you  knew 
Her  fuitors  noble,  either  of  which  I  would 
Have  wifh'd  my  fon-in-law  ?  Adorio, 
However  wild,    a  young  man  of  good  parts, 
But  better  fortunes :   his  competitor 
Caldoro,  for  his  iweetnefs  of  behaviour, 
Staidnefs  and  temperance,   holding  the  flrft  place 
Among  the  gallants  moil  obferv'd  in  Naples ; 
His  own  revenues  of  a  large  extent, 
But  in  the  expectation  of  his  uncle's 
And  guardian's  eftates,  which  by  the  courfe 
Of  nature  do  defcend  on  him,  a  match 
For  the  beft  fubj eel's  blood,  I  except  none, 
Of  eminence  in  Italy : 

JoL  Your  wifhes, 
Howe'er  a  while  delayed,  are  not,   I  hope, 
Impossibilities. 

Scv.  Though  it  prove  fo, 
Yet  'tis  not  good  to  give  a  check  to  fortune 
When  (he  comes  fmiling  to  us. — L 

Hark ! 
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Hark  !  this  cornet  [Cornet  within* 

Allures  us  of  a  prize  ;  there  fit  in  ftate, 
'Tis  thy  firfk  tribute. 

JoL  Would  we  might  enjoy  our  own  as  fubje&s, 
Se<v.  What's  got  by  the  fword, 
Is  better  than  inheritance.  All  thofe  kingdoms 
Subdu'd  by  Alexander,  were  by  force  extorted, 
Though  gilded  o'er  with  glorious  fliles  of  conqueft \ 
His  victories  but  royal  robberies, 
And  his  true  definition  as  much  a  thief, 
Tho'  circled  with  huge  navies  to  the  terror 
Of  fuch  as  plowed  the  ocean,   as  the  pirate, 
Who  from  a  narrow  creek  puts  off  for  prey 
In  a  fmall  pinnace— —-From  a  fecond  t>lace 

New  fpoil  brought  in? from  a  third  party,  brave  ! 

This  (hall  be  regifter'd  a  day  of  triumph, 

Defign'd  by  fate  to  honour  thee, ^>~ 

- Welcome,  Claudia  ; 

Good  booty,  ha } 

Enter  Claudia  y  Banditti  y  Adorioy  Lentuloy  Donatoy  Camilh% 
Mirtillay  at  one  door :  Banditti,    Dura%oy  Caldoro* 
Califie  at  another.    Alphonfoy  Monteclaray  Captain 
and  Banditti. 

Clau.  Their  outfides  promife  fo, 
But  yet  they  have  not  made  difcovery 
Of  what  they  (land  pofTeft  of. 

Se<v.  Welcome  all, 
Good  boys ;  you  have  done  bravely,  if  no  blood 
Be  fhed  in  the  fervice. 

i  Band.  On  our  lives  no  drop,  fir* 

$e<v.  'Tis  to  my  wifh. 

JoL  My  lord! 

Senj.  No  more,   I  know  'em. 

JoL  My  daughter  and  her  woman  too  ! 

Se*v.  Conceal  your  joys. 

Dur.  Fail's  m  tne  Evil's  mouth. 

CaL  My  father, 
And  mother !  To  what  fate  am  I  referv'd  ? 

Cald.  Continue  mafqu'd ;  or  grant  that  you  be  known, 
Prom  whom  can  you  expeft  a  gentle  fentence, 
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If  you  defpair  a  father's  ? 

Jdor.  Now  I  perceive  which  way  I  loft  my  jewel* 

Mirt*  I  re  Joyce 
I  am  clear'd  from  theft ;  you  have  done  me  wrong, 
But  I  unafe'd  forgive  you. 

Dur.  'Tis  fome  comfort  yet ; 
The  rivals,  men  and  women,  friends  and  foes*  are 
Together  in  one  toil. 

Sev%  You  all  look  pale, 
And  by  your  private  whifperings  andfoft  murmurs 
Exprefs  a  general  fear  :  pray  you  fhake  it  off; 
For  understand,  you  are  not  falPn  into 
The  hands  of  a  Bufiris  or  a  Cacus, 
Delighted  more  in  blood  than  fpoilj  but  given  up 
To  the  power  of  an  unfortunate  gentleman, 
Not  born  to  thefe  low  eourfes,  howfoe'er 
My  fate,  and  juft  difpleafure  of  the  king 
Defign'd  me  to  it :  you  need  not  to  doubt 
A  fad  captivity  here,  and  much  lefs  fear 
For  profit  to  be  fold  for  flaves,  then  ihip'd 
Into  another  country ;  in  a  word, 
You  know  the  profcrib'd  Severino,  he 
Not  unacquainted,  but  familiar  writh 
The  moll  of  you.    Want  in  myfelf  I  know  not^ 
But  for  the  pay  of  thefe  my  'fquires,  who  eat 
Their  bread  with  danger  purchas'd,   and  muft  be 
With  others  fleeces  cloath'd,  or  live  expos'd 
To  the  fummer's  fcorching  heat,  and  winter's  cold  £ 
To  thefe,  before  you  be  compell'd,   (a  word 
I  fpeak  with  much  unwillingnefs)  deliver 
Such  coin  as  you  are  furninVd  with. 

Dur.  A  fine  method ! 
This  is  neither  begging,  borrowing,  nor  robbery, 
Yet  it  hath  a  twang  of  all  of  them.     But  one  word,  fir* 

Se<ver.  Your  pleafure. 

Dur.  When  we  have  thrown  down  our  muck,  what 
follows  ? 

Sever.  Liberty,  with  a  fafe  convoy  to  any  place  you, 
chufe. 

Dur.  By  this  hand  you  &xfi 

A  fair 
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A  fair  fraternity;  for  once  111  be 

The  firft  example  to  relieve  your  convent. 

There's  a  thoufand  crowns,  my  vintage,  harvelr,  profits 

Arifing  from  my  herds,  bound  in  one  bags 

Share  it  among  you. 

Se<v.  You  are  ftill  the  jovial  and  good  Durazzo. 

Dur.  To  the  offering,  nay, 
No  hanging  an  arfe,  this  is  their  v/edding-day. 
What  you  muft  do  fpite  of  your  hearts,  do  freely 
For  your  own  fakes. 

Camil.  There's  mine.  [They  all  throw  down 

Lent.  Mine.  their  furfes, 

Donat.  All  that  I  have. 

Cald.  This  to  preferve  my  jewel. 

Jdor.  Which  I  challenge  ; 
Let  me  have  juftice,  for  my  coin  I  care  not. 

Mont.  I  will  not  weep  for  mine. 

Capt.  Would  it  were  more. 

Se<v.  Nay,  you  are  privileg'd  j  but  why,  old  father, 
Art  thou  fo  (low  ?   thou  haft  one  foot  in  the  grave, 
And  if  defire  of  gold  do  not  increafe 
With  thy  expiring  leafe  of  life,   thou  fhouldft 
Ee  forwardelr. 

Alph.  In  what  concerns  myfelf, 
I  do  acknowledge  it,    and  I  mould  lye, 
(A  vice  I  have  detefted  from  my  youth) 
If  I  deny'd  my  prefent  ftore,   fmce  what 
I  have  about  me  now  weighs  down  in  value 
Almoft  a  hundred- fold,  whatever  thefe 
Have  laid  before  you :  fee,  I  do  groan       [Throws  donwn 
under  three  bags, 

The  burden  of  my  treafure  ;  nay,  'tis  gold, 
And  if  your  hunger  of  it  be  not  fated 
With  what  already  I  have  fhewn  unto  you, 
Here's  that  mail  glut  it.     In  this  cafket  are 
Ineftimable  jewels,  diamonds 
Of  iuch  a  piercing  luflre,  as  ftruck  blind 
TV  amaz'd  lapidary,  'while  he  laboured 
To  honour  his  own.  art  in  fetting  'em.     [Opens  the  cajkef. 
Some  orient  pearls  too,  which  the  queen  of  Spain 

Might 
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Might  wear  as  ear-rings,  in  remembrance  ©f 
The  day  ihe  was  crown' d. 

Se-v.  The  fpoils,   I  think,  of  both  the  Indies, 

Dur.  The  great  fultan's  poor, 
If  parallePd  with  this  Croefus. 

Se<v.  Why  doll  thou  weep  ? 

Alph.  From  a  mod  fit  confideration  of 
My  poverty ;  this,  though  refior'd,   will  not 
Serve  my  occafions. 

Se<v.  Xmpofiible. 

Dur.  May  be  he  would  buy  his  pafsport  up  to  heaven, 
And  then  this  is  too  little,  though  in  the  journey 
It  were  a  good  viaticum. 

Alph.  I  would  make  it 
A  means  to  help  me  thither.  Not  to  wrong  you 
With  tedious  expectation,  Fll  difcover 
What  my  wants  are,  and  yield  my  reafons  for  'em  : 
I  have  two  fons,  twins,  the  true  images 
Of  what  I  was  at  their  years ;  never  father 
Had  fairer,  or  more  promifing  hopes  in  his 
Poflerity  :  but  alas !  thefe  fons,  ambitious 
Of  glittering  honour,  and  an  after-name, 
Atchiev'd  by  glorious,  and  yet  pious  actions, 
(For  fuch  were  their  intentions)  put  to  fea  : 
They*  had  a  well-rigg'd  bottom,  fully  mann'd, 
An  old  experienc'd  mailer,  luily  failors, 
Stout  landmen,  and  what's  fomething  more  than  rare, 
They  did  agree,  had  one  deiign,  and  that  was 
In  charity  to  redeem  the  chrillian  Haves 
Chained  to  the  Turkilh  fervitude. 

Se<v.  A  brave  aim. 

Dur.  A  moil  heroick  enterprife ;  I  languilh 
To  hear  how  they  fucceeded. 

-Alph.  Frofperoully 
At  firft,  and  to  their  wilhes :  divers  gallies 
They  boarded,  and  fome  llrong  forts  near  the  fhore 
They  fuddenly  furprhs'd ;  a  thoufand  captives, 
Redeemed  from  th'  oar,  paid  their  glad  vows  an  I  prayers 
For  their  deliverance ;  their  ends  acquir'd, 
And  making  homeward  in  triumphant  manner, 

(For 
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(For  fure  the  caufe  deferv'd  it ) 

Dur.  Pray  you  «nd  here, 
The  beft  I  fear  is  told,  and  that  which  follows 
Mull  conclude  ill. 

Alph.  Your  fears  «are  true,  and  yet 
I  muft  with  grief  relate  it :  Prodigal  fame 
In  every  place  with  her  loud  trump  proclaiming 
The  greatnefs  of  the  a&ion,  the  pirates 
Of  Tunis  and  Algiers  laid  wait  for  'em 

At  their  return To  tell  you  what  refinance 

They  madej  and  how  my  poor  fons  fought,  would^but 

Increafe  my  forrow,  and  perhaps  grieve  you 

To  hear  it  pamonately  defcrib'd  unto  you. 

In  brief,  they  were  taken,  and  for  the  great  lofs 

The  enemy  did  fuftain,  their  vi&ory 

Being  with  much  blood  bought,  they  do  endure 

The  heavieft  captivity,  wretched  men 

Did  ever  fuffer.    O  my  fons !  my  fons ! 

To  me  for  ever  loft,  loft,  loft  for  ever  \ 

Sever.  Will  not  thefe  heaps  of  gold,  added  to  thine^ 
Suffice  for  ranfom  ?  *    • 

Alph.  For  my  fons  it  would ; 
But  they  refufe  their  liberty,  if  all 
That  were  engaged  with  them*  have  not  their  irons 
With  theirs  ftruck  off,  and  fet  at  liberty  with  them, 
Which  thefe  heaps  cannot  purchafe. 

Sever.  Ha !  the  toughnefs 
Of  my  heart  melts !  be  comforted,  old  father, 
I  have  fome  hidden  treafure,  and  if  all 
I  and  my  'fquires  thefe  three  years  have  laid  up, 
Can  make  the  fum  up,  freely  take  it. 

Dur.  I'll  fell  myfelf  to  my  fhirt,  lands,  moveables? 
and  thou 
Shalt  part  with  thine  toa,  nephew*  rather  than 
-Such  brave  men  (hall  live  flaves. 

2.  Bandit.  We  will  not  yield  to't* 

3.  Bandit.  Nor  lofe  our  parts. 
<Se<ver.  How's  this  ? 

Ik  Bandit*  You  are  fitter  far 
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T$  be  A  churchman  than  to  have  command  over  good- 
fellows. 
Sever.  Thus  I  ever  ufe  [Strikes  *em  do<wn„ 

Such  faucy  rafcals  :  fecOnd  me^  Claudio. 
Rebellious !  do  you  grumble  ?  I'll  not  leave 
One  rogue  of  'em  alive. 

Jlph.  Hold,  give  the  figh.  [He  dif covers  him/elf  . 

All.  The  king ! 
Sever.  Then  lam  loft. 
Claud.  The  woods  are  full  of  armed  men. 
Jlph.  No  hope  of  your  efcape 
Can  flatter  you. 

Sever.  Mercy,  dread  fir. 

Jlph.  Thy  carriage  in  this  unlawful  courfe  appears  fd 
Efpecially  in  this  laft  trial*  which  [noble«> 

-J  put  upon  you-,  that  I  wiih  the  mercy 
You  kneel  in  vain  for*  might  fall  gently  on  you. 
But  when  the  holy  oyl  was  pour'd  upon 
My  head,  and  I  anointed  king,  I  fwore 
Never  to  pardon  murder :  I  could  wink  at 
Your  robberies,  tho'  our  laws  call  'em  death  % 
But  to  difpenfe  with  Monteclaro's  blood 
Would  ill  become  a  king;  in  him  I  loft 
A  worthy  fubjecl:,  and  muft  take  from  you 
A  ftricl  account  of't:  'tis  in  vain  to  move. 
Thy  doom's  irrevocable. 

Mont.  Not>  dread  fir,  if  Monteclaro  lives. 
Jlph.  If!  good  Laval. 

Mont.  He  lives  in  him,  fir,  that  you  thought  LavaL 
Three  years  have  not  fo  alter'd  me,  but  you  may 
Remember  Monteclara. 
Dur.  How  ! 
Jot.  My  brother  J 
Califi.  Uncle! 

Mont.  Give  me  leave :  I  Wcis 
Left  dead  in  the  field,  but  by  the  duke  Montpenfief' 
(Now  general  at  Millain)  taken  up, 
And  with  much  care  recovered. 

Jlfh.  Why  liv'd  you  fo  long  conceal'^  ? 

Mo'nt. 
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Mont.  Confounded  with  the  wrong 
I  did  my  brother,  in  provoking  him 
To  fight,  I  fpent  the  time  in  France  that  I 
"Was  abfent  from  the'court,  making  my  exile 
The  punimment  impos'd  upon  myfelf 
For  my  offence. 

-    Jol.  Now,  fir,  I  dare  confefs  all, 
This  was  the  gueft  invited  to  the  banquet, 
That  drew  on  your  fufpicion. 

Sewer.  Your  intent, 
Tho'  it  was  ill  in  you,  I  do  forgive, 
The  reft  I'll  hear  atleifure. Sir,  yotfr  fentence^ 

Alfh.  It  is  a  general  pardon  unto  all, 
Upon  my  hopes,  in  your  fair  lives  hereafter, 
You  will  deferve  it. 

Sever.  Claud,  £ff  r.  Long  live  great  Alphonfo. 

Dur.  Your  mercy  fhewn  in  this,  now,  if  you  pleafe,  - 
Decide  thefe  lovers  difference. 

Jlph.  That  is  eafy. 
I'll  put  it  to  the  women's  choice,  the  men 
Confenting  to  it. 

Cali ft.  Here  I  fix  then,  never  to  be  remov'd. 

Cald.  'Tis  my  nil  ultra,  fir. 

Mirt.  O  that  I  had  the  happinefs  to  fay 
So  much  to  you !  I  dare  maintain  my  love 
Is  equal  to  my  lady's. 

J  dor.  But  my  mind 
A  pitch  above  yours.     Marry  with  a  fervant 
Of  no  defcent  or  fortune  ! 

Sever.  You  are  deceiv'd  : 
Howe'er  ihe  has  been  train'd  up  as  a  fervant, 
She  is  the  daughter  of  a  noble  captain, 
Who,  in  his  voyage  to  the  Perfian  Gulph, 
Perifh'd  by  mipwreck  ;  one  I  dearly  lov'd. 
He  to  my  care  intruded  her,  having  taken 
My  word,  if  he  return'd  not  like  himfelf, 
I  never  mould  difcover  what  me  was; 
But  it  being  for  her  good,  I  will  difpenfe  with  it. 
So  much,  fir,  for  her  blood,  now  for  her  portion. 

So 
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B&  dear  I  hold  the  memory  of  my  friend, 
It  mall  rank  with  my  daughter's. 

J  dor.  This  made  good, 
I  will  not  be  perverfe. 

Dur.  With  a  kifs  confirm  it. 

Ador.  I  fign  all  concord  here ;  but  mull  to  you,  fir^ 
For  reparation  of  my  wounded  honour, 
The  juftice  of  the  king  confenting  to  it, 
Denounce  a  lawful  war.  < 

Alpb.  This  in  our  prefence  ? 

Ador.  The  caufe,  dread  fir,  commands  it,  the' your 
Call  private  combats-,  murders,  rather  than  [edicts 

Sit  down  with  a  difgrace,  arifing  from 
A  blow ;  the  bonds  of  my  obedience  mook  off, 
■I'll  right  myfelf. 

Cald.  I  do  confefs  the  wrong, 
Forgetting  the  occafion^  and  defire 
Remiffion  from  you,  and  upon  fuch  terms 
As  by  his  facred  majefty  mail  be  judged 
Equal  on  both  parts. 

Ador.  I  defire  no  more. 

Alph.  All  then  are  pleas'd.    It  is  the  glory  of 
A  king  to  make  and  keep  his  fubjecls  happy  ; 
For  us,  we  do  approve  the  Roman  maxim> 
1  To  fave  one  citizen  is  a  greater  prize, 
Than  to  have  l^ilPd  in  war  ten  enemies.  {fixewii'i 
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SONG    I. 

Between  Juno  and  Hitmen. 
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juisio  to  the  Bride. 

Nter  a  maid,  but  made  a  bride  : 
Be  bold,  and  freely  iafte 
he  marriage  banquet,  ne'er  denfd 

Tofuch  as  fit  down  chafe. 
'Though  he  unloofe  thy  virgin  zone, 

Prefum  d  again!}  thy  will : 
Thofe  joys  refervyd  to  him  alone, 

'Thou  art  a  virgin  JiilL 

Hymen  to  the  BRiDfeGRooM. 

Hail,  bridegroom,  hail,  thy  choice  thus  made 

As  thou  would  f  have  her  true, 
Thou  mujl  give  o^er  thy  wanton  trade, 

And  hid  loofe  fires  adieu  : 
That  hufband  who  vjould  have  his  wife 

To  him  continue  chafe, 
In  her  embraces  fpends  his  life, 

And  makes  abroad  no  wafie. 

Hymen   and  Juno* 

Sport  then  like  turtles,  and  bring  forth 

Such  pledges  as  may  be 
Affurance  of  the  father"  s  worth, 

And  mothers  purity. 
Juno  doth  blefs  the  nuptial  bed^ 

Thus  Hymen's  torches  burn. 
Live  long,  and  may,  when  both  are  dead? 

Tour  apes  fill [one  urn . 

SONG 
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Entertainment  of  the  Foreft's  Qu e  e rf* 

WElcome,  thrice  welcome  to  this  Jhady  green > 
Our  long-wiftfd  Cynthia?  theforeJFs  queens 
The  trees  begin  to  hud,  the  glad  birds  fin g> 
In  'winter  changed  byloer  into  the  fpring* 
We  know  no  night. 
Perpetual  light 

Dawns  from  your  eye* 
You  being  near, 
We  cannot  fear, 

Though  death  flood  by. 
For  you  ourfwords  take  edge,  our  hearts  grow  bold. 
from  you  in  fee,  their  lives  your  liege -men  hold. 
Thefe  groves  your  kingdom,  and  our  law  your  will's 
Smile,  andwefpare  ;  but  if  'you  frown,  we  kilL 
Blefs  th^n  the  hour 
.    That  gives  the  power 
In  which  you  may, 
At  bed  and  board 
Embracejour  lord 
Both  night  and  day . 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome  to  this  Jhady  green  $ 
K&tr  long-wiJVd  Cynthia 9  theforefls  queen. 
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EPILOGUE. 


J  Am  left  to  enquire,  then  to  relate 
**   To  the  fill  doubtful  Author,  at  what  rate 
His  merchandife  are  valued.     If  they  prove 
Staple  commodities  in  your  grace  and  love, 
To  this  laji  birth  of  his  Minerva,  he 
Vovjs,  andvje  do  believe  him  ferioufy, 
Sloth  cajl  off,  and  all  pleafures  elfe  declined, 
He^ll  fearch  vcith  his  befi  care,  until  he*fnd 
New  <ways9  and  make  good  infome  labour* d  fong 
Though  he  grovo  old,  Apollo  fill  is  yotmg . 
Cherijh  his  good  intentions,  and  declare 
By  any  fgn  of  favour,  that  you  are 
Well  pleased,  and  voith  a  general  confent9 
And  he  defires  no  more  encouragement* 
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J\  A  U  JLU    I  . 
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Dramatis   Perfonae. 

TyEaufort  fewer,  governor  of  MarfeiHes, 

-       Beaufort  junior,  his  fori, 
Malefortfenior,  admiral  of  MarfeiHes, 
Male  fort  junior,  his  fon. 
Chamont,      ~l 

Montaign^,    C  affiftants  to  the  governor, 
Lanour^        j 

Montr  evlle,  a  pretended  frknd  to  Matefirt  fetikt \ 
Belgard,  a  poor  c«ptairi5 

Three  fea  Captalni  of  thtimvy  ef  Makfmjtmm 

Servants. 

Soldiers. 

Theocrine,  daughter  to  Malefort  fenkr7 

Two  Waiting-women. 

Ufher. 

Bawd. 

Page. 

Two  Wenches. 

The  Scene  MA  RSEILLES. 
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Adas  primus,  Scena  prima, 

Enter  MQntrevik9    T&eocrixe,    Ujbtr%   Page9    Waiting- 

women* 


ffNjis 


Mont.    M 


O  W  to  be  niodeft,  madam,  when 

you  are 
A  fwitor  for  your  father,  would  ap- 
pear 
Coarfer  than  boldnefs :   You  awhile 
muft  part 
With  foft  filence,   and  the  blufhings  of  a  virgin. 
Though  I  muft  grant,  did  not  this  caufe  command  it, 
They  are  rich  jewels  you  have  ever  worn 
To  all  men's  admiration,  in  this  age. 
If  by  your  own  forc'd  importunity, 
Or  others  purchas'd  interceflion,  or 
Corrupting  bribes,  we  can  make  our  approaches 
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To  juftice,  guarded  from  us  by  flern  power* 
We  blefs  the  means  and  induftry. 

Vjber.  Here's  mufick 
In  this  bag  {hall  wake  her,  though  {he  had  drunk  opium, 
Or  eaten  mandrakes.    Let  commanders  talk 
Cf  cannons  to  make  breaches,   give  but  fire 
To  this  petard,  it  ihall  blow  open,  madam, 
Th'  iron  doors  of  a  judge,  and  make  you  entrance  ; 
When  they,  (let  them  do  wrhat  they  can)  with  all 
Their  mines,  their  culverins,  and  bafilifco's, 
Shall  cool  their  feet  without,   this  being  the  pick-locU 
That  never  fails. 

Mont.  'Tis  true,  gold  can  do  much, 
But  beauty  more.    Were  I  the  governor, 
Though  the  admiral,  your  father,  flood  convicted 
Cf  what  he's  only  doubted,  half  a  dozen 
Of  fweet  clofe  kifies  from  thefe  cherry  lips, 
With  fome  ihort  aclive  conference  in  private, 
Should  fign  his  general  pardon. 

Theoc.  Thefe  light  words,  fir, 
Do  ill  become  the  weight  of  my  fad  fortune  1 
,And  I  much  wonder,  you  that  do  profefs 
Yourfelf  to  be  my  father's  bofom  friend, 
Can  raife  mirth  from  his  mifery. 

Mont.  You  miiiake  me ; 
I  {hare  in  his  calamity,  and  only 
Deliver  my  thoughts  freely,  what  I  mould  do 
for  fuch  a  rare  petitioner ;  and  if 
You'll  follow  the  directions  I  prefcribe 
With  my  beft  judgment,  I'll  mark  out  the  way 
For  his  enlargement. 

tteoc.  With  all  real  joy, 
I  Ihall  put  what  you  counfel  into  acl, 
Provided  it  be  honeft. 

Mont,  Honefry 
In  a  fair  me -client  (truft  to  my  experience) 
Seldom  or  never  profpers  ;  the  world's  wicked. 
We  are  men,  not  faints,  fweet  lady  j   you  muft  pra&ife 
The  manners  of  the  time,  if  you  intend 
To  have  favour  from  it.    Do  not  deceive  yourfelf 

By 


The  Unnatural  Comhat.         249 

By  building  too  much  on  the  falfe  foundations 
Of  chaftity  and  virtue :  bid  your  waiters 
Stand  farther  off,  and  I'll  come  nearer  to  you. 

1.  Worn,  Some  wicked  counfel,  on  my  life  I 

2.  Worn.  Ne'er  doubt  it9 
If  it  proceed  from  him. 

Page,  I  wonder  that 
My  lord  fo  much  affects  him. 

VJher.  Thou  art  a  child,  and  do'il  not  underftand  oh 
what  ftrong  balls  this  friendship's  rais'd,  between  this 
Montrevile  and  our  lord  monfieur  Malefort,  but  I'll 
teach  thee;  from  thy  years  they  have  been  joint-purcha- 
fers  in  furrs  and  water- works,   and  truckt  together. 

Page.  In  fire  and  water-works ! 
-     VJher.  Commodities,  boy, 
Which  you  may  know  hereafter. 

Page.  And  deal  in  'em 
When  the  trade  has  given  you  over,  as  appears  (by  the 
increafe  of  your  high  fore- head. 

VJher.  Here's  a  crack  ! 
I  think  they  fuck  this  knowledge  in  their  milk. 

Page.  I  had  had  an  ignorant  nurfe  elfe  ;  I  have  ty'd, 
fir, 
My  lady's  garter,  and  can  guefs. 

VJher.  Peace,  infant  :  [Theocrine  falls  off. 

Tales  out  of  fchool !  take  heed,  you  will  be  breech'd  elie. 

1.  Worn.  My  lady's  colour  changes! 

2.  Worn.  She  falls  off  too. 

Theoc.  You  are  a  naughty  man,  indeed  you  are, 
And  I  will  fooner  perifh  with  my  father, 
Than  at  this  price  redeem  him. 

Mont.-JTake  your  own  way, 
Your  madeft  legal  way  \  'tis  not  your  veil, 
Nor  mourning  habit,  nor  thefe  creatures  taught 
To  howl,  and  cry,,  when  you  begin  to  whimper ; 
Nor  following  my  lord's  coach  in  the  dirt, 
No-r  that  which  you  rely  upon,  a  bribe, 
Will  do  it,  when  there's  forncthing  he  likes  better. 
Thefe  courfes,  in  an  old  crone  of  threefcore, 
That  had  feven  years  together  tir'd  the  court 
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With  tedious  petitions  and  clamors, 
For  the  recovery  of  a  ftrangling  hufband, 
To  pay,  foriboth,  the  duties  of  one  to  her  ; 
But  for  a  lady  of  your  tempting  beauties, 
Your  youth  and  ravifhing  features,  to  hope  only, 
In  fuch  a  fuit  as  this  is,  to  gain  favour 
Without  exchange  of  courtefy,  you  conceive  me, 
Were  madnefs  at  the  height.   Here's  brave  young  Beau^ 
fort, 

Enter  Beaufort  and  Belgard. 
The  meteor  of  Marfeilles ;  one  that  holds 
The  governor,  his  father's  will  and  power 
In  more  av/e  than  his  own.    Come,  come,  advance, 
Prefent  your  bag  cramm'd  with  crowns  of  the  fun  ; 
Do  you  think  ne  cares  for  money  ?  he  loves  pleafure^ 
Burn  your  petition ;  burn  it ;  he  doats  on  you, 
Upon  my  knowledge  :  to  his  cabinet,  do, 
And  he  will  point  you  out  a  certain  courfe, 
Be  the  caufe  right  or  wrong,   to  have  your  father 
Released  with  much  facility.  [Exit  Montrevile, 

Theoc.  Do  you  hear  ? 
Take  a  pander  with  you. 

Eeavf.jun.  I  tell  thee  there  is  neither 
Employment  yet,  nor  money. 

Bel.  I  have  commanded 
And  fpent  my  own  means  in  my  country "s  fervice. 
In  hopes  to  raife  a  fortune. 

Beauf.jun.  Many  have  hop'd  fo, 
But  hopes  prove  feldom  certainties  with  foldiers. 

Bel.  li  no  preferment,  let  me  but  receive 
My  pay  that  is  behind,  to  fet  me  up 
A  tavern,  or  a  vaulting  houfe  ;  while  men   love, 
Or  drunkennefs,  or  lechery,  they'll  ne'er  fail  me : 
Shall  1  have  that  ? 

Beauf.jun.  As  our  prizes  are  brought  in; 
Till  then  you  muft  be  patient. 

Belg.  In  the  mean  timer  * 

How  fhali  I  do  for  cloaths  ? 

Beauf.jun.  As  moil  captains  do, 
Philofopher  like,  carry  all  you  have  about  you. 

Bel 
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Bel.  But  how  mall  I  do  to  fatisfy  Calon  Monfieur, 
There  lies  the  doubt. 

Beauf  jun.  That's  eafily  decided  j 
My  father's  table's  free  for  any  man 
That  hath  borne  arms. 

BeL  And  there's  good  ftore  of  meat  ? 

Beauf.  jun.  Never  fear  that. 

BeL  I'll  feek  no  other  ordinary  then  ; 
But  be  his  daily  guefl  without  invitement, 
And  if  my  ilomach  hold,  I'll  feed  fo  heartily, 
As  he  (hall  pay  me  fuddenly  to  be  quit  of  me. 

Beauf.  jun.  'Tis  me  ! 

Bel.  And  farther. 

Beauf.  jun.  Away,  you  are  troublefome  ; 
Defigns  of  more  weight. 

Bel.  Ha,  fair  Theo.crine  ! 
Nay,  if  a  velvet  petticoat  move  in  the  fronts 
Buff  jerkins  mull  to  the  rear  :  I  know  my  manners, 
This  is,  indeed,  great  bufinefs ;  mine  a  gewgaw, 
I  may  dance  attendance,  this  mull  be  difpatch'd, 
And  fuddenly,  or  all  will  go  to  wreck. 
Charge  her  home  in  the  flank,  my  lord:  nay,  I  am  gone," 
fir.  [Exit  Belgard, 

Beauf.  jun.  Nay  pray  you,  madam,  rife,  or  I'll  kneel 
with  you. 

Page.  I  would  bring  you  on  your  knees,  were  I  3 
woman. 

Btauf.jun.  What  is  it  can  deferve  fo  poor  a  name, 
As  a  fuit  to  me  ?  this  more  than  mortal  form 
Was  fafhioned  to  command  and  not  entreat . 
Your  will  but  known,  is  ferv'd. 

Theoc.  Great  fir,  my  father, 
My  brave  deserving  father  ;  but  that  forrcw 
Forbids  the  ufe  of  fpeech. 

Beauf.  jun.  I  underftand  you, 
Without  the  aids  of  thofe  interpreters 
That  fall  from  your  fair  eyes ;  I  know  yon  labour 
The  liberty  of  your  father,  at  the  leait 
An  equal  hearing  to  acquit  himfelf : 
And  'tis  not  to  endear  my  fervice  to  you, 

L  6  Though 
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Tho'  I  mufl  add,  and  pray  you  with  patience  hear  it, 

5Tis  hard  to  be  effected,  in  refpecl: 

The  Hate's  incens'd  againft  him  :  all  prefuming 

The  world  of  outrages  his  impious  Ton, 

Turn'd  worfe  than  pirate  in  his  cruelties 

Exprefs'd  to  this  poor  country,  could  not  be 

With  fuch  eafe  put  in  execution,  if 

Your  father  (of  late  our  great  admiral) 

Held  not  or  correfpondence,  or  conniv'd 

At  his  proceedings. 

Tbeoc.  And  mufl  he  then  fufYer, 
His  caufe  unheard? 

Beauf.jun.    As  yet  it  is  refolv'd  (o 
In  their  determination.     But  fuppofe, 
For  I  would  nourifh  hope,  not  kill  it  in  you, 
J  mould  divert  the  torrent  of  their  purpoie, 
And  render  them  that  are  implacable, 
Impartial  judges,  and  not  fway'd  with  fpleen  : 
Will  you,  I  dare  not  fay  in  recompence, 
For  that  includes  a  debt  you  cannot  owe  me, 
But  in  your  liberal  bounty,  in  my  fuit 
To  you,  be  gracious? 

'Ihcoc.  You  entreat  of  me,  fir, 
What  I  mould  offer  to  you,  with  confemon 
That  you  much  undervalue  your  own  worth, 
Should  you  receive  me.     Since  there  come  with  you 
Not  luftful  fires,  but  fair  and  lawful  flames. 
But  I  muft  be  excus'd,  'tis  now  no  time 
For  me  to' think  of  hymenaeal  joys. 
Can  he  (and  pray  you,  fir,  confider  it) 
That  gave  me  life,  and  faculties  to  love, 
Be,  as  he  is  now  ready  to  be  devoured 
By  ravenous  wolves,  and  at  that  inflant  I 
But  entertain  a  thought  of  thofe  delights, 
In  which  perhaps  my  ardour  meets  with  yours  ? 
Duty  and  piety  forbid  it,  fir. 

Bec,vf,jun.  But  this  effected,  and  your  father 'free,. 
What  is  your  anfwer?. 

clhecc.  Every  minute  to  me 

WM 
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Will  be  a  tedious  age  till  our  embraces 
Are  warrantable  to  the  world. 

Beauf.  juv.  I  urge  no  more,  confirm  it  with  a  kifs. 

fheee*  I  doubly  leal  it. 

UJher.  This  would  do  better  a-bed,  the  bufmefs  ended  t 

They  are  the  lovingefl  couple 

Enter  Beaufort  fe?n 'or9  the  governor  Montaigne,  Chamont^ 

Lanour. 

Beauf.jun.  Here  comes  my  father 
With  the  council  of  war,  deliver  your  petition, 
And  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

Beauf  .fen.  I  am  forry,  lady, 
Your  father's  guilt  compels  your  innocence 
To  afk  what  I  in  juftice  muft  deny. 

Beauf.jun.  For  my  fake,  fir,  pray  you  receive,  and 
read  it. 

Beauf.  fen.  Thou  foolifh  boy,  I  can  deny  thee  nothing, 

Beauf.jun.  Thus  far  we  are  happy.    Madam,  quit  the 
You  mall  hear  how  we  fucceed.  [place, 

Theoc.  Goodnefs  reward  you.      [Ex.  Theocnne,  JJfher, 

Mont.  It  is  apparent,  and  we  fray  too  long     Page,  Wo- 
To  cenfure  Malefort  as  he  deferves.  men. 

Cham.  There  is  no  colour  of  reafon  that  makes  for  him ; 
Had  he  difcharg'd  the  trull  committed  to  him, 
With  that  experience  and  fidelity 
He  pracWd  heretofore,  it  could  not  be 
Our  navy  mould  be  block'd  up,  and  in  our  fight 
Our  goods  made  prize,  our  failors  fold  for  flaves, 
By  his  prodigious  ifiue. 

Lan.  I  much  grieve, 
After  fo  many  brave  and  high  atchievements, 
He  mould  in  one  ill  forfeit  all  the  good 
He  ever  did  his  country. 

Beauf.  fen.  Well,  'tis  granted. 

Beauf.  jun.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir. 

Beauf  .  fen.  He  fhall  have  hearing, 
His  irons  too  ftruck  off;  bring  him  before  us, 
.But  feek  no  farther  favour. 

Beauf.jun.  Sir,  I  dare  not,  [Exit  Beauf.jun, 

Beauf. 
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Beauffen.  Monfieur  Chamont,  Montaigne,  Lanour, 
afftflants 
By  a  commifTion  from  the  moll  chriflian  king 
In  punifhing  or  freeing  Malefort,  : 
Our  late  great  admiral :  tho'  I  know  you  need  not 
Inflructions  from  me,  how  to  difpofe  of 
Yourfelves  in  this  man's  trial  (that  exacts 
Your  clearefl  judgments)  give  me  leave,  with  favour* 
To  offer  my  opinion.    We  are  to  hear  him, 
A  little  looking  back  on  his  fair  anions, 
Loyal  and  true  demeanour  ;  not  as  now 
By  the  general  voice,  already  he's  condemn'd. 
But  if  we  find,  as  moil  believe,  he  hath  held 
Intelligence  with  his  accurfed  fon, 
Fai'n  off  from  all  allegiance,  and  turn'd 
(But  for  what  caufe  we  know  not)  the  moil  bloody 
And  fatal  enemy  this  country  ever 
Repented  to  have  brought  forth ;  all  compaffion 
Of  what  he  was,  or  may  be,  if  now  pardon'd, 
We  fit  engag'd  to  cenfure  him  with  all 
Extremity  and  rigour. 

Cham.  Your  lord  (hip  mews  us 
A  path  which  we  will  tread  in. 

Lan.  He  that  leaves 
To  follow  as  you  lead,  will  lofe  himfelf. 

Mont.  I'll  not  be  lingular. 
Enter  Beaufort  jun.   Montr  e*ville>  Malefort  fen.  Belgard) 

xtnd  Officers. 

Beauffen.  He  comes,  but  with 
A  flrange  diffracted  look. 

Mai.  fen.  Live  Ionce  more 
To  fee  thefe  hands  and  arms  free  ?  thefe,  that  often 
In  the  mofl  dreadful  horror  of  a  fight 
Have  been  as  fea-marks,  to  teach  fuch  as  were 
Seconds  in  my  attempts,  to  fleer  between 
The  rocks  of  too  much  daring,  and  pale  fear, 
To  reach  the  port  of  victory  ?  When  my  {'word. 
Advanced  thus,  to  my  enemies  appeared 
A  hairy  comet,  threatening  death  and  ruin 
To  fuch  as  durft  behold  it.     Thefe  the  legs, 

jb  -  That 
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That  when  our  fhip  were  grappl'd,  carried  me 
With  fuch  fwift  motion  from  deck  to  deck, 
As  they  that  faw  it,  with  amazement  cry'd, 
He  does  not  ran,  but  Hies. 

Montr  e.  He  ftill  retains 
The  greatnefs  of  his  fpirit. 

Ma I.  fen.  Now  cramp'd  with  irons, 
Hunger  and  cold,  they  hardly  do  fupport  me.' 
But  I  forget  myfelf.     O  my  good  lords, 
That  fit  there  as  my  judges  to  determine 
The  life  and  death  of  Malefort,  where  are  now 
Thofe  fhouts,  thofe  chearful  looks,  thofe  loud  applaufea 
With  which,  when  I  return' d  loaden  with  fpoil, 
You  entertain'd  your  admiral?  All's  forgotten, 
And  I  fland  here  to  give  account  for  that 
Of  which  I  am  as  free  and  innocent 
As  he  that  never  faw  the  eye  of  him 
For  whom  I  fland  fufpected. 

Beauf.fen.  Monfieur  Malefort, 
Let  not  your  paffion  fo  far  tranfport  you, 
As  to  believe  from  any  private  malice, 
Or  envy  to  your  perfon,  you  are  queftion'd  5 
Nor  do  the  fuppofitions  want  weight, 
That  dp  invite  us  to  a  ftrong  affurance. 
Your  fon— 

MaL  fen.  My  fhame  ! 

Beauf.fen.  Pray  you  hear  with  patience  : — never 
Without  affiftance  or  fure  aids  from  you, 
Could,  with  the  pirates  of  Algiers  and  Tunis, 
E'en  thofe  that  you  had  almofi  twice  defeated, 
Acquire  fuch  credit,  as  with  them  to  be 
Made  abfolute  commander  (pray  you  obferve  me) 
If  there  had  not  fome  contrail  pafs'd  between  you, 
That  when  occafion  ferv'd  you  would  join  with  'era 
To  the  ruin  of  Marfeilles. 

Mont.  More,  what  urg'd 
Your  fon  to  turn  apoftate  I 

Cham.  Had  lie  from 
The  ftate  or  governor  the  lead  neglecl, 
Which  envy  could  interpret  for  a  wrong  ? 

Lanl 
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Lan.  Or,  if  you  flept  not  in  your  charge,  how  could 

So  many  mips  as  do  infeft  our  coaft, 

And  have  in  our  own  harbour  fhut  our  navy,. 

Come  in  unfought  with  ? 

Beauf.  jun.  They  put  him  hardly  to  it. 

Mai.  fen.  My  lords,  with  as  much  brevity  as  I  can,. 

I'll  anfwer  each  particular  obje&ion 

With  which  you-charge  me.    The  main  ground  on  which, 

You  raife  the  building  of  your  accufetion 

Hath  reference  to  my  fon :  ihould  I  now  curfe  him, 

Or  wifh  in  th'  agonies  of  my  troubled  foul,. 

Lightning  had  found  him  in  his  mother's  womb^ 

You'll  fay  is  from  the  purpofer  and  X  therefore 

Betake  him  to  the  devil,  and  fo  leave  him. 

Did  never  loyal  father  but  myfelf 

Beget  a  treacherous  iffue  ?  Was't  in  me 

With  as  much  eafe  to  jafhion  up.  his  mind,. 

As  in  his  generation  to  form 

The  organs  of  his  body  ?  muft  it  follow,, 

Becaufe  that  he  is  impious,  I  am  falfe  ? 

I  would  not  boaft  my  actions,,  yet  'tis  lawful 

To  upbraid  my  benefits  to  unthankful  men. 

Who  funk  the  Turkifh  gallies  in  the  Streights, 

But  Malefort  ?  who  refcu'd  the  French  merchants,. 

When  they  were  boarded,  and  flowed  under  hatches 

By  the  pirates  of  Algiers,  when  every  minute 

They  did  expect  to  be  chain'd  to  the  oar,. 

But  your  now  doubted  admiral  I  Then  you  filPd 

The  air  with  fhouts  of  joy,  and  did  proclaim, 

When  hope  had  left  them,  and  grim-look'd  defpais?" « 

Hover'd  with  faiL-ftretch'd  wings  over  their  heads,, 

To  me,  as  to  the  Neptune  of  the  fea, 

They  ow'd  the  reftitutipn  o£  their  goods,. 

Their  lives,  their  liberties.     O  can  it  then 

Be  probable,  my  lords,  that  he  that  never 

Became  the  mafter  of  a  pirate's  fhip, 

But  at  the  main-yard  hung  the  captain  up,. 

And  caus'd  the  reft  to  be  thrown  over  board  ;: 

Should  after  all  thefe  proofs  of  deadly  hate, 

So  oft  exprefs'd  againft'em,  entertain 

A  thought  of  quarter  with  'em,  but  much  lefs  (To 
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(To  the  perpetual  ruin  of  my  glories) 
To  join  with  them  to  lift  a  wicked  arm 
Againft  my  mother  country,  this  Marfeilles, 
Which  with  my  prodigal  expence  of  blood 
I  have  oft  protected? 

Beauf.  fen.  What  you  have  done 
Is  granted  and  applauded;  but  yet  know, 
This  glorious  relation  of  your  actions 
Muft  not  fo  blind  our  judgments,  as  to  fuffer 
This  moll  unnatural  crime  you  Hand  accus'd  of, 
To  pafs  unqueftion'd. 

Cham.  No,  you  muft  produce 
Reafons  of  more  validity  and  weight 
To  plead  in  your  defence,  or  we  fhall  hardly 
Conclude  you  innocent. 

Mont.  The  large  volume  of    . 
Your  former  worthy  deeds,  with  your  experience 
Both  what  and  when  to  do,  but  makes  againft  you. 

Lan.  For  had  your  care  and  courage  been  the  fam$ 
As  heretofore,  the  dangers  we  are  plung'd  in 
Had  been  with  eafe  prevented. 

Mai.  fen.  What  have  I 
Omitted  in  the  power  of  flefh  and  blood, 
Even  in  the  birth  to  ftrangle  the  defigns 
Of  this  hell-bred  wolf  my  fon  ?  Alas,  my  lords,' 
I  am  no  God,  nor  like  him  could  forefee 
His  cruel  thoughts,  and  curfed;purppfes; 
Nor  would  the  fun  at  my  command  forbear 
To  make  his  progrefs  to  the  other  world, 
Affording  to  us  one  continued  light. 
Nor  could  my  breath  difperfe  thofe  foggy  mifts, 
Cover'd  with  which,  and  darknefs  of  the  night,  . 
Their  navy  undifeern'd,  without  reiiftance 
Befet  our  harbour.   Make  not  that  my  fault, 
Which  you  in  juftice  muft  afcribe  to  fortune. 
But  if  that,  nor  my  former  afts,  nor  what 
J  have  deliver'd  can  prevail  with  you 
To  make  good  my  integrity  and  truth, 
Rip  up  this  bofom,  and  pluck  out  the  heart 
That  hath  been  ever  loyal. 

Beauf* 
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Beauf.  fen.  How!  a  trumpet!  I J trumpet within^ 

Enquire  the  caufe.  \_Montre<vile 

Mai.  fen.  Thou  fearcher  of  mens  hearts,         goes  off% 
And  fure  defender  of  the  innocent, 
(My  other  crying  fins  a  while  not  look'd  on) 
If  I  in  this  am  guilty,  ftrike  me  dead, 
Or  by  fome  unexpected  means  confirm 
I  am  accused  unjuitly. 

Enter  Montr  evile  and  a  fea  Captain* 

Beauf.  fen.  Speak  the  motives 
That  brings  thee  hither. 

Capt.  From  our  admiral  thus : 
He  does  falute  you  fairly,  and  defires 
It  may  be  underftood  no  publick  hate 
Hath  brought  him  to  Marseilles ;  nor  fecks  he 
The  ruin  of  his  country,  but  aims  only 
To  wreak  a  private  wrong ;  and  if  from  you 
He  may  have  leave,  and  liberty  to  decide  it 
In  a  fingle  combat,  he'll  give  up  good  pledges* 
If  he  fall  in  the  trial  of  his  right, 
We  fhall  weigh  anchor,  and  no  more  moleft 
This  town  with  hoftile  arms. 

Beauf.  fen.  Speak  to  the  man 
(If  in  this  prefence  he  appears  to  you) 
To  whom  you  bring  this  challenge. 

Cap.  'Tistoyou. 

Beauf.  fen.  His  father  ! 

Mont.  Cart  it  be  ? 

Beauf.  jun.  Strange  and  prodigious. 

Mai.  fen.  Thou  feeft  I  itand  unmov'd ;    were  iky 
voice  thunder, 
It  mould  not  fhake  me  :  fay,  what  would  the  viper  ? 

Cap.   The  reverence  a  father's  name  may  challenge, 
And  duty  of  a  fon,  no  more  remember'd, 
He  does  defy  thee  to  the  death. 

Mai.  fen.   Go  on. 

Cap.  And  with  his  fword  will  prove  it  on  thy  head  mr 
Thou  art  a  murderer,  an  atheift, 
And  that  all  attributes  of  men,  turn'd  furies, 

-Cannot 
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Cannot  exprefs  thee :  this  he  will  make  good, 
If  thou  dar'ft  give  him  meeting. 

Ma L  fen.  Dare  I  live  ? 
Dare  I,  when  mountains  of  my  fins  o'er  whelm  me^ 
At  my  laft  gafp  afk  for  mercy  ?  How  I  blefs 
Thy  coming,  Captain!  never  man  tome 
Arriv'd  fo  opportunely ;  and  thy  meflage, 
However  it  may  feem  to  threaten  death, 
Does  yield  to  me  a  fecond  life,  in  curing 
My  wounded  honour.     Stand  I  yet  fufpe&ed 
As  a  confederate  with  this  enemy, 
Whom  of  all  men,  againft  all  ties  of  nature 
He  marks  out  for  deitruclion  ?  You  are  juil, 
Immortal  powers,  and  in  this  merciful. 
And  it  takes  from  my  forrow  and  my  fhame 
For  being  the  father  to  fo  bad  a  fon, 
In  that  you  are  pleas'd  to  offer  up  the  nionfler 
To  my  correction.     Blufh  and  repent, 
As  you  are  bound,  my  honourable  lords,  ; 
Your  ill  opinions  of  me.  Not  great  Brutus, 
The  father  of  the  Roman  liberty, 
With  more  affured  conflancy  beheld 
His  traitor  fons,  for  labouring  to  call  home 
The  banifTTd  Tarquins,   fcaurg'd  with  rods  to  deaths 
Than  I  will  fliow,  when  I  take  back  the  life 
This  prodigy  of  mankind  receiv'd  from  me. 

Beauf.  fen.  We  are  forry,  moniieur  Malefort,  for  pur 
error, 
And  are  much  taken  with  your  refolution  ; 
But  the  difparity  of  years,  and  flrength, 
Between  you  and  your  fon,  duly  confider'd, 
We  would  not  fo  expofe  you. 

MaL  fen.  Then  you  kill  me, 
Under  pretence  to  fave  me.     O  !  my  lords, 
As  you  love  honour,  and  a  wrong'd  man's  fame^, 
Deny  me  not  this  fair  and  noble  means 
To  make  me  right  again  to  all  the  world. 
Should  any  other  but  myfelf  be  chofen 
To  punifh  this  apoftate  fon  with  death, 
You  rob  his  wretched  father  of  a  juftice 

That 
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That  to  all  after-times  will  be  recorded. 
I  wim  his  ftrength  were  centuple,  his  (kill  equal- 
To  my  experience,  that  in  his  fall 
He  may  not  fhame  my  victory.     I  feel 
The  powers  and  fpirits  of  twenty  ftrong  men  in  me. 
Were  he  with  wild-fire  circled,  I  undaunted 
Would  make  way  to  him.     As  you  do  affect,  fir, 
My  daughter  Theocrine,  as  you  are 
My  true  and  ancient  friend,  as  thou  art  valiant, 
And  as  all  love  a  foldier,  fecond  me     [They  allfue  to  the 
In  this  my  juft  petition.  In  your  looks        governor. 
I  fee  a  grant,  my  lord. 

Beanf.  fen.  You  fhall  o'erbear  me ; 
And  fince  you  are  fo  confident  in  your  eaufe> 
Prepare  you  for  the  combat. 

Mai.  fen.  With  more  joy 
Than  yet  I  ever  tailed ;  by  the  next  fun 
The  difobedient  rebel  fhall  hear  from  me, 
And  fo  return  in  fafety,  my  good  lords, 
To  all  my  fervice.     I  will  die,  or  purchafe 
Reft  to  Marfeilles ;  nor  can  I  make  doubt* 
But  his  impiety  is  a  potent  charm 
To  edge  my  fword,  and  add  ftrength  to  my  arm. 

SJExemt*. 


Adlus  fecundus,  Scena  prima, 

Enter  three  Sea -Captains. 

2.  Cap.  T  T  E  did  accept  the  challenge  then  > 

■''    X     i.  Cap.  Nay  more, 
Was  overjoyed  in't  y  and  as  it  had  been 
A  fair  invitement  to  a  folemn  feaft, 
And  not  a  combat  to  conclude  with  death, 
He  cheerfully  embrac'd  it. 

J..  Cap* 
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3.  Cap.  Are  the  articles 
Sign'd  too  on  both  parts? 

1.  Cap.  At  the  father's  fuit, 

With  much  unwillingriefs  the  governor 
Confented  to  'em. 

2.  Cap.  You  are  inward  with 
Our  Admiral ;  could  you  never  learn 

What  the  nature  of  the  quarrel  is,  that  renders 
The  fon,  more  than  incenfed,  implacable 
Againft  the  father? 

1 .  Cap.  Never  ;  yet  I  have, 

As  far  as  manners  would  give  warrant  to  it, 

With  my  bell:  curioufnefs  of  care  obferv'd  him. 

I  have  fate  with  him  in  his  cabin  a  day  together* 

Yet  not  a  fyllable  exchang'd  between  us, 

Sigh  he  did  often,  as  if  inward  grie£ 

And  melancholy  at  that  inflant  would 

Choke  up  his  vital  fpirits,  and  now  and  then 

A  tear  or  two,  as  in  derifion  of 

The  toughnefs  of  his  rugged  temper,  would 

Jail  on  his  hollow  cheeks,  which  but  once  felt, 

A  fudden  flafh  of  fury  did  dry  up, 

And  laying  then  his  hand  upon  his  fword, 

He  would  murmur,  but  yet  fo  as  I  oft  heard  him, 

€  We  (hall  meet,  cruel  father,  yes,  we  (hall, 

€  When  I'll  exact  for  every  womanifh  drop 

*  Of  forrow  from  thefe  eyes,  a  ftrift  account 

*  Of  much  more  from  thy  heart.' 

2.  Cap.  'Tis  wond'rous  ftrange. 

3.  Cap.  And  pail  my  apprehenfion. 
i .  Cap.  Yet  what  makes 

The  miracle  greater,  when  from  the  main-top 
A  fail's  defcry'd,  all  thoughts  that  do  concern 
Himfelf  laid  by,  no  lion  pinch'd  with  hunger 
Rouzes  himfelf  more  fiercely  from  his  den. 
Than  he  comes  on  the  deck  ;  and  there  how  wifely 
He  gives  directions,  and  how  flout  he  is 
In  his  executions,  we  to  admiration 
Have  been  eye-witnefies  :  yet  he  never  minds 
1  The  bootv  when  'tis  made  our's,  but  as  if 

The 
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The  danger,  in  the  purchafe  of  the  prey, 

Delighted  him  much  more  than  the  reward, 

His  will  made  known,  he  does  retire  himfelf 

To  his  private  contemplation,  no  joy 

Exprefs'd  by  him  for  victory.       [Enter  Malefort  junitrl 

2.  Cap.  Here  he  comes, 
But  with  more  cheerful  looks  than  ever  yet 
I  faw  him  Nvear. 

MaLjun.  It  was  long  fmce  refolv'd  on 
Nor  muft  I  ftagger  now.    May  the  caufe 
That  forces  me  to  this  unnatural  ac~t> 
Be  buried  in  everlafting  filence, 
And  I  find  reft  in  death,  or  my  revenge  : 
To  either  I  ftand  equal.     Pray  you,  gentlemen^ 
Be  charitable  in  your  cenfures  of  me, 
And  do  not  entertain  a  falfe  belief 
That  I  am  mad,  for  undertaking  that 
Which  muft  be,  when  effected,  ftill  repented. 
It  adds  to  my  calamity  that  I  have 
Difcourfe  and  reafon,  and  but  too  well  know 
i  can  nor  live,  nor  end  a  wretched  life, 
But  both  ways  I  am  impious.     Do  not  therefore 
Afcribe  the  perturbation  of  my  foul 
To  a  fervile  fear  of  death :  I  oft  have  view'd 
All  kinds  of  his  inevitable  darts, 
Nor  are  they  terrible.     Were  I  condemned  toieap 
From  the  cloud-cover' d  brows  of  a  fteep  rock 
Into  the  deep  ;  or,  Curtius-like,  to  fill  up, 
Por  my  country's  fafety  and  an  after-name, 
A  bottomlefs  abyfs,  or  charge  through  fire, 
It  could  not  fo  much  fhake  me,  as  th'encounter 
Of  this  day's  fmgle  enemy. 

I.  Cap.  If  you  pleafe,  fir, 
You  may  fhun  it,  or  defer  it. 

MaLjun.  Not  for  the  world  : 
Yet  two  things  I  entreat  you ;  the  firft  \% 
You'll  not  enquire  the  difference  between 
Myfelf  and  him,  which  as  a  father  once 
I  honour'd,  now  my  deadlieft  enemy. 
The  laft  is,  if  I  fall,  to  bear  my  body 
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ta'r  from  this  place,  and  where  you  pleafe  interr  it. 
I  mould  fay  more,  but  by  his  fudden  coming 
I  am  cut  off. 

Enter  Beaufort  junior,  and  Montr  e<vile  leading  in  Male- 
fort  fenior ;  Belgard following  <with  bWeri* 
Beauf  jun.  Let  me,  fir,  have  the  honour 
f\)  be  your  fecond. 

Montr.  With  your  pardon,  fir,  , 
I  muft  put  in  for  that,  fince  our  try*d  friendlhip 
Hath  .lafted  from  our  infancy. 

Belg.  I  have  ferv'd 
Under  your  command^  and  y6u  have  feen  me  fight* 
And  handfomely,  though  I  fay  it ;  and  if  now 
At  this  downright  game>  I  may  but  hold  your-cards* 
I'll  not  pull  down  the  fide. 

Mai.  fen.  I  reft  much  bound 
To  your  fo  noble  offers,  and  I  hope 
Shall  find  your  pardon,  tho1  I  now  refufe  'em, 
For  which  I'll  yield  ftrong  reafons,  but  as  briefly 
As  the  time  will  give  me  leave.     For  me  to  borrow 
( That  am  fuppos'd  the  weaker)  any  aid 
From  the  amftance  of  my  fecond^  fword, 
Might  write  me  down  in  the  Mack  lift  of  thofe, 
That  have  nor  fire,  nor  -frjifit  of  their  own ; 
But  dare,  and  do,  as  they  derive  their  courage 
From  his  example,  on  whofe  help  and  valour 
They  wholly  do  depend.     Let  this  fuffice 
In  my  excufe  for  that.     Now,  if  you  pleafe, 
On  both  parts  to  retire  to  yonder  mount, 
Where  you,  as  in  a  Roman  theatre, 
May  fee  the  bloody  difference  determined, 
Your  favours  meet  my  wifhes. 
Mai.  jun.  'Tis  approv'd  of 
By  me>  and  I  command  you  lead  the  waj% 
Arid  leave  me  to  my  fortune. 
Beauf.  jun.  I  would  gladly 
Be  a  fpeclator  (fince  I  am  deny'd 
To  be  an  aclor)  of  each  blow,  and  thruft5 
And  .punctually  obferve  'era. 

Mat 
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Mal.jun.  You  mall  have 
All  you  defire  ;  for  in  a  word  or. two 
I  muft  make  bold  to  entertain  the  time, 
If  he  give  fuffrage  to  it. 

Mai.  fen.  Yes,  I  will, 
I'll  hear  thee,  and  then  kill  thee  ;  nay,  farewell* 

MaLjun.   Embrace  with  love  on  both  fides,    and 
with  us 
Leave  deadly  hate  and  fury. 

Mai.  fen.  From  this  place 
You  ne'er  ihall  fee  both  living. 

Belg.  What's  pad  help  is     [They  embrace  an  lothftdes^ 
Beyond  prevention.  and  take  leave  federally 

MaL  fen.   Now  we  are  alone,  fir,     of  father  and  Jan. 
And  thou  haft  liberty  to  unload  the  burden 
Which  thou  groan' ft  under.    Speak  thy  griefs, 

Mal.jun.  I  fhall,  fir* 
But  in  a  perplex1  d  form  and  method,  which 
You  only  can  interpret ;  would  you  had  not 
A  guilty  knowledge  in  your  bofom  of 
The  language  which  you  force  me  to  deliver, 
$0  I  were  nothing.     As  you  are  my  father, 
I  bend  my  knee,  and  uncompelPd  profefs 
My  life,  and  all  that's  mine,  to  be  your  gift  5 
And  that  in  a  fon's  duty  t  ftand  bound 
To  lay  this  head  beneath  your  feet,  and  run 
All  defperate  hazards  for  your  eafe  and  fafety. 
But  this  confeft  on  my  part,  I  rife  up. 
And  not  as  with  a  father,  (all  refpeft. 
Love,  fear  and  reverence  caft  off,)  but  as 
A  wicked  man  I  thus  expoftulate  with  you. 
Why  have  you  done  that  which  I  dare  not  fpeak  ? 
And  in  the  a&ion  changed  the  humble  ihape 
Of  my  obedience  to  rebellious  rage 
And  infolent  pride  ?  and  with  fhut  eyes  conftrain'd  m# 
To  run  my  bark  of  honour  on  a  fhelf, 
I  muft  not  fee,  nor  if  I  faw  it,  mun  it  ? 
Jn  my  wrongs  nature  fuffers,  and  looks  backward, 
And  mankind  trembles  to  fee  me  purfue 
What  beafts  would  fly  from.     For  when  I  advance 

-   This 
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This  fword,  as  I  mull:  do,  againft  your  head, 
Piety  will  weep,  and  filial  duty  mourn, 
To  fee  their  altars,  which  you  built  up  in  me, 
In  a  moment  raz'd  and  ruin'd.  That  you  could 
(From  my  griev'dfoul  I  wifh  it)  but  produce 
To  qualify,  not  excufe  your  deed  of  horror, 
One  feeiriing  reafon  that  I  might  fix  here, 
And  move  no  farther. 

Mai.  fen.  Have  I  fo  far  loft 
A  father's  power,  that  I  muft  give  acconnt 
Of  my  actions  to  my  fon?  or  muft  I  plead 
As  a  fearful  prifoner  at  the  bar,  while  he 
That  ow7es  his  being  to  me  fits  a  judge 
To  cenfure  that,  which  only. By  myfelf 
Ought  to  be  queilion'd  ?  Mountains  fooner  fall 
Beneath  their  vallies,  and  the  lofty  pine 
Pay  homage  to  the  bramble,  or  what  elfe  is 
Prepofterous  in  nature,  e'er  my  tongue 
In  one  ftiort  fy liable  yields  fatisfaction 
To  any  doubt  of  thine,  nay,  tho*  it  were 
A  certainty,  difdaining, argument. 
Since  tho"  my  deeds  wore  hell's  black  livery, 
To  thee  they  mould  appear  triumphal  robes, 
Set  off  with  glorious  honour,  thou  being  bound 
To  fee  with  my  eyes,  and  to  hold  that  reafon. 
That  takes  or  birth  or  faihion  from  my  will. 

Mal.jun.  This  fword  divides  that  flavifh  knojt. 

Mai.  fen.  It  cannot, 
It  cannot,  wretch  ;  and  if  thou  but  remember 
From  whom  thou  had'ft  this  fpirit,  thou  dar'ft  not  hope  it? 
Who  train' d  thee  up  in  arms,  but  I  ?  who  taught  thee 
Men  were  men  only,  when  they  durft  look  down 
With  fcorn  on  death  and  danger,  and  contemn'd 
All  oppofition,  tillplum'd  viclory 
Had  made  her  conftant  ftaud  upon  their  helmets? 
XJnder  my  fhield  thou  hail  fought  as  fecurely 
As  the  young  eaglet,  cover'd  with  the  wings 
Of  her  fierce  dam,  learns  how  and  where  to  prey. 
All  that  is  manly  in  thee,  I  call  mine  ; 
But  what  is  weak  and  womanifby  thine  own; 

Vol.  VIII.  M  And 
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And  what  I  gave,  fince  thou  art  proud,  ungrateful, 
Frefuming  to  contend  with  him,  to  whom 
Submifiion  is  due,  I  will  take  from  thee. 
Look  therefore  for  extremities,  and  expect  not 
I  will  correct  thee  as  a  fon,  but  kill  thee 
As  a  ferpent  fwol'n  with  poifon ;  who  furviving 
A  little  longer,  with  infectious  breath, 
Would  render  all  things  near  him,  like  itfelf, 
Contagious.     Nay,  now  my  anger's  up, 
Ten  thoufand  virgins  kneeling  at  my  feet, 
And  with  one  general  cry  howling  for  mercy, 
Shall  not  redeem  thee. 

Mai.  jun.  Thou  incenfed  power, 
A  while  forbear  thy  thunder  :  let  me  have 
No  aid  in  my  revenge,  if  from  the  grave 
My  mother 

Mai.  fen.  Thou  fhalt  never  name  her  more. 

{Above  Beauf.  jun.  Montr*  Belg.  the  three  Sea-cap] 

Beau/.  They  are  at  it. 

2.  Cap.  That  thruft  was  put  ftrongly  home. 

Mont.  But  with  more  flrength  avoided. 

Belg.  Well  come  in  ; 
He  has  drawn  blood  of  him  yet  j  well  done,  old  cock* 

1 .  Cap.  That  was  a  ftrange  mifs. 
Beauf.  jun.  That  a  certain  hit. 

Belg.  He's  fall'n,  the  day  is  ours.     [Young  MaLJlain* 

2.  Cap.  The  admiral's  flain. 
Mcnt.  The  father  is  victorious ! 
Belg.  Let  us  hafte 

To  gratulate  his  conquefl. 

I.  Cap,  We  to  mourn 
The  fortune  of  the  fon. 

Beauf.  jun.  With  utmoftfpeed 
Acquaint  the  governor  with  the  good  fuccefs, 
That  he  may  entertain  to  his  full  merit, 
The  father  of  his  country's  peace  and  fafety.  [They  defcend* 

Mai.  fen,  Were  a  new  life  hid  in  each  mangled  limb, 
I  would  fearch,  and  find  it.     And  however  to  ibme 
I  may  feem  cruel,  thus  to  tyrannize 
Upon  this  fenfltfs  flefhj,  X  glory  in  it* 

That 
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That  I  have  power  to  be  unnatural, 
Is  my  fecurity  ;  die  all  my  fears. 
And  waking  jealoufies,  which  have  fo  long 
Been  my  tormentors,  there's  now  no  fufpicion :■$ 
A  fa£t,  which  I  alone  am  confcious  of, 
Can  never  be  difcover'd,  or  the  caufe 
That  caird  this  duel  on;  I  being  above 
All  perturbations,  nor  is  it  in 
The  poweV  of  fate  again  to  make  me  wretched. 
Enter  Beaufort  jun.  Montreal 7e9  Belgard>  the 

three  Sea-Captains, 

Beauf.  jun.    All  honour  to  the  conqueror,     Wh§ 
dares  tax 
My  friend  of  treachery  now  ? 

Belg.  I  am  very  glad,  fir, 
You  have  fped  fo  well.     But  I  muft  tell  you  thus  muchj 
To  put  you  in  mind  that  a  low  ebb  muft  follow 
Your  high-fwol'n  tide  of  happinefs,  you  have  purchas'd 
this  honour  at  a  high  price. 

MaL  fen.  'Tis,  Belgard, 
Above  all  eftimation,  and  a  little 
To  be  exalted  with  it  cannot  favour 
Of  arrogance :  that  to  this  arm  and  fword 
Marfeilles  owes  the  freedom  of  her  fears ; 
Or  that  my  loyalty,  not  long  fince  eclips'd, 
Shines  now  more  bright  than  ever,  are  not  things 
To  be  lamented.     Tho'  indeed  they  may 
Appear  too  dearly  bought,  my  falling  glories 
Being  made  up  again,  and  cemented 
With  a  (on's  blood.     'Tis  true,  he  was  my  fon 
While  he  was  worthy,  but  when  he  fhook  off 
His  duty  to  me  (which  my  fond  indulgence 
Upon  fubmiffion  might  perhaps  have  pardon'd) 
And  grew  his  country's  enemy,  I  look'd  oh  hira 
As  a  itranger  to  my  family,  and  a  traitor 
Juftly  profcribM,  and  he  to  be  rewarded 
That  could  bring  in  his  head.     I  know  in  this 
That  I  am  cenfur'd  rugged  and  auftere, 
That  will  vouchafe  not  one  fad  figh  or  tear 
XJ^QTi  his  flaughter'd  body.    But  I  reft 

Mz  Well 
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Well  fatisfied  in  myfelf,  being  affur'd 
That  extraordinary  virtues,  when  they  foar 
Too  high  a  pitch  for  common  fights  to  judge  of, 
Lofing  their  proper  fplendor,  are  condemn'd 
For  moil  remarkable  vices. 

Beauf  'Tis  too  true,  fir, 
In  the  opinion  of  the  multitude : 
But  for  myfelf  that  would  be  held  your  friend, 
And  hope  to  know  you  by  a  nearer  name, 
They  are  as  they  deferve,  receiv'd. 

MaL  My  daughter 
Shall  thank  you  for  the  favour. 

Beauf.  jun.  I  can  wifh 
No  happinefs  beyond  it. 

i .  Cap*  Shall  we  have  leave 
To  bear  the  corps  of  our  dead  admiral, 
As  he  enjoin'd  us,  from  this  coaft  ? 

MaL  Provided 
The  articles  agreed  on  be  obferv'd, 
And  you  depart  hence  with  it,  making  oath 
Never  hereafter,  but  as  friends,  to  touch 
Upon  this  fhore. 

i .  Cap.  We'll  faithfully  perform  it. 

MaL    Then  as  you  pleafe  difpofe  of  it.     'Tis   an 
objecl 
That  I  could  wifh  remov'd.     His  fins  die  with  him ; 
§o  far  he  has  my  charity. 

1 .  Cap.  He  mail  have         \7he  Sea-captains  bear  the 
A  folctier's  funeral.  body  off  with  fad mufick* 

MaL  Farewell. 

Beauf. jun .  Thefe  rites 
Paid  to  the  dead,  the  conqueror  that  farvives 
Mull  reap  the  harvefl  of  his  bloody  labour. 
Sound  all  loud  inftruments  of  joy  and  triumph, 
And  with  all  circumflance  and  ceremony 
Wait  on  the  patron  of  our  liberty, 
Which  he  at  all  parts  merits. 

MaL  I  am  homour'd 
Beyond  my  hopes,  Beauf* 

I 
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Beauf.jun.  *Tis  fhort  of  your  deferts. 
Lead  on:  Oh,  fir  !  you  muft :  you  are  too  model*. 

\Exeunt  with  loud  mujick. 


Adt.  II.  Seen.  2. 

Tbeocrine,  Page9  Woman, 

Theoc.    rT"^ALK  not  of  comfort,  I  am  both  ways 

J[  wretched, 

And  fo  diltra&ed  with  my  doubts  and  fears, 
I  know  not  where  to  fix  my  hopes.     My  lofs 
Is  certain  in  a  father,  or  a  brother, 
Or  both ;  fuch  is  the  cruelty  of  my  fate, 
And  not  to1  be  avoided. 
(    r .  Worn .  You  mult  bear  it  , 

With  patience,  madam. 
.  2.  Worn,-  And  what's  not  in  you 
To  be  prevented,  fnouid  not  caufe  a  forrow, 
Which  cannot  help  it. 

Page,  Fear  not  my  brave  lord, 
Your  noble  father  ;  fighting  is  to  him 
Familiar  as  eating.     He  can  teach 
Our  modern  duelifts  how  to  cleave  a  button 3 
And  in  a  new  way,  never  yet  found  out 
By  old  Caranza. 

1 .  Worn.  May  he  be  victorious, 
And  puniih  difobedience  in  his  fon, 

Whofe  death  in  reafon  mould  at  no  part  move  you;3 

He  being  but  half  your  brother,  and  the  nearnefs, 

Which  that  might  challenge  from  you,  forfeited 

By  his  impious  purpofe  to  kill  him,  from  whom 

He  received  life.  \AJbout  within* 

2,  Worn.  A  general  ihout. 

1.  Worn.  Of  joy.  • 

Page.  Look  up,  dear  lady,  fad  news  never  came 
Uiher'd  with  loud  applaufe.  [Enter  UJher, 

M  3  Theo> 
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Tiro,  I  ftand  prepar'd 
To  endure  the  mock  of  it. 

Vjh,  I  am  out  of  breath 
With  running  to  deliver  firft. 

Theo.  What? 

XJJh.  We  are  all  made  ; 
My  lord  has  won  the  day,  your  brother's  flain,' 
The  pirates  gone,  and  by  the  governor, 
And  ftates,  and  all  the  men  of  war  he  is 
Brought  home  in  triumph— Nay,  no  mufing,  pay  me 
Por  my  good  news  hereafter. 

Theo,  Heaven  is  juft! 

UJb.  Give  thanks  at  leifure $  make  all  hafte  to  meet 
him.. 
I  could  wife  I  were  a  horfe  that  I  might  bear  you 
To  him  upon  my  back. 

Page.  Thou  art  an  afs, 
And  this  is  a  fweet  burden. 

Ujb,  Peace,  you  crackrope.  [Exeunt* 


A&us  III.  Scena  2. 

Lcud  muficky  Montreeville>  Belgarde,  Beaufort  junior^ 
Beaufort  f era  or,  Malefort,  fo//ocwear  by ,  Mo7itaigney 
ChamoKt,    and  Lanour , 

Beauf.fen,     A   LL  honours  we  can  give  you,  and  re- 

^/^  wards, 

Though  all  that*s  rich  or  precious  in  Marseilles 
Were  laid  down  at  your  feet,  can  hold  no  weight 
With  your  defervings :  let  me  glory  in 
Your  aclion  as  if  it  were  mine  own, 
And  have  the  honour  with  the  arms  of  love,. 
To  embrace  the  great  performer  of  a  deed, 
Tranfcending  all  this  country  e'er  could  boaftof* 
*  Mont,  Imagine,  noble  fir,  in  what  we  may 
Exprefs  our  thankfulnefs,  and  reft  aiTur'd 
It  ihail  hi  freely  granted, 

Chaftkl 
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Cham.  He's  an  enemy 
To  goodnefs  and  to  virtue,  that  dares  think 
There's  any  other  thing  within  our  power  to  give, 
Which  you  in  jufiice  may  not  boldly  challenge. 

Lan.  And  as  your  own,  for  we  will  ever  be 
At  your  devotion. 

Mai.  Much  honoured  fir, 
And  you,  my  noble  lords,  I  can  fay  only, 
The- greatnefs  of  your  favours  overwhelm  me, 
And  like  too  large  a  fail,  for  the  fmall  bark 
Of  my  poor  merits,  finks  me.     That  I  ftand 
Upright  in  your  opinions,  is  an  honour 
Exceeding  my  deferts,  I  having  done 
Nothing  but  what  in  duty  I  Hood  bound  to  : 
And  to  expect  a  recompence  were  bafe, 
Good  deeds  being  ever  in  themfelves  rewarded. 
Yet  fince  your  liberal  bounties  tell  me  that 
I  may,  with  your  allowance,  be  a  fuitor  j 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  am  an  humble  one, 
And  muft  aik  that,  which  known,  I  fear  you  will 
Cenfure  me  over-bold. 

Beauf.fen.  It  mult  be  fomething 
Of  a  ftrange  nature,  if  it  find  from  me. 
Denial  or  delay. 

MaL  Thus  then,  my  lord, 
Since  you  encourage  me  :  You  are  happy  ixv 
A  worthy  fon,  and  all  the  comfort  that 
Fortune  has  left  me  is  one  daughter ;  now, 
If  it  may  not  appear  too  much  prefumpticn, 
To  feek  to  match  my  lownefs  with  your  height, 
I  mould  defire  (and  if  I  may  obtain  it, 
I  write  Nil  ultra  to  my  largeH  hopes) 
She  may  in  your  opinion  be  thought  worthy 
To  be  receiv'd  into  your  family, 
And  married  to  your  fon :  their  years  are  equal, 
And  their  defires  I  think  too  ;  fhe  is  not 
Ignoble,  nor  my  ftate  contemptible, 
And  if  you  think  me  worthy  your  alliance,. 
'Tis  all  I  do  afpire  to, 

M  4  '    "Beauf, 
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Beauf.jun*  You  demand 
That  which  with  all  the  fervice  of  my  life 
I  Ihould  havelabour'd  to  obtain  from  you. 
O !  fir,  why  are  you  flow  to  meet  fo  fair 
.And  noble  an  offer  ?  can  France  fhew  a  virgin 
That  may  be  parallel'd  with  her  ?  is  me  not 
The  phoenix  of  the  time  ?  the  faireft  liar 
Jn  the  bright  fphere  of  women  ? 

Eeauf^fen.  Be  not  wrap'd  fo: 
Tho'  1  diflike  not  what  is  motion'd,  yet 
Jn  what  fo  riear  concerns  me,  it  is  fit 
J  ihould  proceed  with  judgment. 

Enter  Ujher,  'Theocrine,  Page,  Women v 

Beauf.jun.  Here  fhe  comes, 
Look  on  her  with  impartial  eyes,  and  then, 
Let  envy,"  if  it  can,  name  one  grac'd  feature 
In  which  fhe  is  defective. 

Mai.  Welcome,  girl : 
My  joy,,  my  comfort,  my  delight,  my  all, 
Why  doft  thou  come  to  greet  my  vidtory 
In  fuch  a  fable  habit  ?  this  fhew'd  well 
When  thy  father  was  a  prifoner,  and  fufpecled  ; 
But  now  his  faith  arid  loyalty  are  admir'd, 
Rather  than  doubted,  in  your  outward  garments 
You  are  to  exprefs  the  joy  you  feel  within ; 
Nor  mould  you  with  more  curioufnefs  and  care 
Pace  to  the  temple  to  be  made  a  bride, 
Than  now,  when  all  mens  eyes  are  fix'd  upon  you  ; 
You  Ihould  appear  to  entertain  the  honour 
From  meMefcending  to  you,  and  in  which 
You  have  an  equal  mare. 

Theo.  Heaven  has  my  thanks, 
With  all  humility  paid  for  your  fair  fortune, 
And  fo  far  duty  binds  me  :  yet  a  little 
To  mourn  a  brother's  lofs,  (however  wicked) 
The  tendernefs  familiar  to  our  fex 
May,  if  you  pleafe,  excufe. 

MaL  Thou  art  deceiv'd. 
He  living  was  a  blemifh  to  thy  beauties, 
But  in  his  death  gives  ornament  and  luflre 

To 
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Tq  thy  perfections,  but  that  they  are 

So  exquifitely  rare,  that  they  admit  not 

The  leafl  addition.     Ha  !  here's  yet  a  print 

Of  a  fad  tear  on  thy  cheek:  how  it  takes  from 

Our  prefent  happinefs !  with  a  father's  lips, 

A  loving  father's  lips,  I'll  kifs  it  off. 

The  cauie  no  more  remember'd.  /. 

Theo.  You  forget,  fir, 
The  prefence  we  are  in* 

MaL  'Tis  well  confidered  ; 
And  yet  who  is  the  owner  of  a  treafure 
Above  all  value,  but  without  offence 
May  glory  in  the  glad  poiTefiion  of  it  ? 
Nor  let  it  in  your  excellence  beget  wonder, 
Or  any  here,  that  looking  on  the. daughter,* 
I  feaft  myfelf  in  the  imagination 
Of  thofe  fweet  pleafures,  and  allow'd  delights, 
I  tafted  from  the  mother  (who  flill  lives 
In  this  her  perfect  model;)  for  ihe  had 
Such  fmooth  and  high  arch'd  brows,  fuch  fparkling  eye's* 
Whofe  every  glance  ftor'd  Cupid's  empty  quiver  j 
Such  ruby  lips,  and  fuch  a  lovely  brown, 
Difdaining  all  adulterate  aids  of  art, 
Kept  a  perpetual  fpring  upon  her  face, 
As  death  himfelf  lamented,  being  forc'd 
To  blaft  it  with  his  palenefs ;  and  if  now, 
Her  brightnefs  dim'd  with  forrow,  take  and  pleafe  you, 
Think,  think,  young  lord,  when  me  appears  herfelf, 
(This  vail  remov'd)  in  her  own  natural  purenefs 
How  far  fhe  will  tranfport  you. 

Beauf.jun.  Did  file  need  it, 
The  praife  which  you  (and  well  deferv'd)  give  to  her 
Muil  of  neceility  raife  new  defires 
In  one  indebted  more  to  years ;  to  me 
Your  words  are  but  as  oil  pour'd  on  a  fire, 
That  flames  already  at  the  height. 

Mai.  No  more ; 
I  do  believe  you,  and  let  me  from  you 
Find  fo  much  credit.  When  I  make  her  yoar's, 
I  do  poffefs  you  of  a  gift,  which  I 
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With  much  unwillingnefs  part  from.     My  good  lords, 
Forbear  your  further  purpofe ;  give  me  leave  (for  on  the 

fudden 
I  am  indifpos'd)  to  retire  to  my  own  houfe,  and  reft.  To- 
morrow 
As  you  command  me  I  will  be  your  gueft, 
And  having  deck'd  my  daughter  like  herfelf, 
You  fhall  have  farther  conference  * 

Beauf  fen.  You  are  mailer 
Of  your  own  will  j  but  fail  not,  I'll  expect  you. 

[To  young  Beaufort  and  the  reft.. 

Mai.  Nay,  I  will  be  excus'd  :  I  muft  part  with  you  ^ 
My  deareft  Theocrine,  give  me  thy  hand, 
I  will  fupport  thee. 

Theoc.  You  gripe  it  too  hard,  fir. 

Ma/.  Indeed  I  do  ;  but  have  no  farther  end  in  if 
But  love  and  tendernefs,  fuch  as  I  may  challenge, 
And  you  muft  grant.     Thou  art  a  fweet  one,  yes,, 
And  to  be  cheriihed. 

Theoc.  May  I  Hill  deferve  it. 

[They  go  ojf  feparate  ways* 

■ 

A&us  III.  Scena  3* 

Enter  Beaufort  feniory  and  Servants  c 

Beauf  fen .  TT  AVE  you  been  careful  ? 

\  Serv.  With  my  beft  endeavours  \ 
Let  them  bring  ftomachs,  there's  no  want  of  meat,  lie. 
Portly  and  curious  viands  are  prepared, 
To.pleafe  all  kind  of  appetites. 

Beauf.  fen.  ' Tis  well . 
I  love  a  table  furninVd  with  full  plenty, 
And  ft  ore  of  friends  to  eat  it,  but  with  this-  caution, 
I  would  not  have  my  houfe  a*  common  inn 
For  fome  men,  that  come  rather  to  devour  me, 
Than  to  prefent  their  fervice .    At  this  time  too 
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It  being  a  ferious  and  folemn  meeting, 
I  mufl  not  have  my  board  pefler'd  with  fhadows, 
That  under  other  mens  protection  break  in 
Without  invitement. 

Ser<v.  With  your  favour  then, 
You  mufl  double  your  guard,  my  lord,  for  on  my  know- 
There  are  fome  fo  fharp  fet,  not  to  be  kept  out      [ledge 
By  a  file  of  mufketeers.     And  'tis  lefs  danger, 
I'll  undertake,  to  fland  at  pufh  of  pike 
With  an  enemy  in  a  breach,  that  undermin'd  too, 
And  the  cannon  playing  on  it,  than  to  Hop 
One  Harpy,  your  perpetual  guefl,  from  entrance,, 
When  the  dreffer,  the  cook's  drum,  thunders  come  on,. 
The  fervice  will  be  loft  elfe. 
Beauf  fen.  What  is  he  \ 

Serv.  As  tall  a  trencher-man,  that  is  moil  certain,, 
As  e'er  demolifh'd  pie-fortification 
As  foon  as  batter'd  j  and  if  the  rim  of  his  belly 
Were  not  made  up  of  a  much  tougher  fluff 
Than  his  buff  jerkin,  there  were  no  defence 
Againfl  the  charge  of  his  guts :  you  needs  mail  know  him* 
He's  eminent  for  his  eating. 
Beauf.fen.  O^Belgard!. 

Ser*v.  The  fame,  one  of  the  admiral's  call  captains,. 
Who  fwears,  there  being  no  war,  nor  hope  of  any, 
The  only  drilling  is  to  eat  devoutly, 
And  to  be  ever  drinking,  (that's  allowM  of) 
But  they  know  not  where  to  get  it,  there's  the  fpite  on't, 
Beauf.fen.  The  more  their  mifery  ;  yet  if  you  can 

For  this  day  put  him  off 

$er<v.  It  is  beyond  th'  invention  of  man, 
Beauf.fen.  No  :      ■     fay  this  only,    [Whifyefs  to  him\ 
And  as  from  me ;  you  apprehend  me  ? 
Ser<v.  Yes,  fir. 

Beauf.fen.  But  itmuft  be  done  gravely . 
Ser<v.  Never  doubt  me,  fir. 

Beauf.fen.  We'll  dine  in  the  great  room ;  but  let  th& 
mufick 
And  banquet  be  prepafd  here,  [Exit  Beauf,  fen, 

M>  6  Ser<Vr. 
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*  Ser<v.  This  will  make  him 

Lofe  his  dinner  at  the  leaft,  and  that  will  vex  him* 
As  for  the  fweet-meats,  when  they  are  trod  under  foot, 
Let  him  take  his  mare  with  the  pages  and  lacquies, 
Or  fcr amble  in  the  rufhes. 

Enter  Belgard. 

Belg.  'Tis  near  twelve  ; 
I  keep  a  wateh  within  me  never  miiFes. 
Save  thee,  mr.  fteward. 

Serv.  You  are  inoft  welcome,  fir. 

Belg.  Has  thy  loid  ilept  well  to-night  ?  I  come  to  en- 
quire. 
I  had  a  foolifh  dream,  that  againfl  my  will 
Carried  me  from  my  lodging,  to  learn  only 
How  he's  difpos'd. 

Ser*v.  He's  in  mofl  perfect  health,  fir. 

Bel.  Let  me  but  fee  him  feed  heartily  at  dinner, 
And  I'll  believe  fo  too,  for  from  that  ever 
I  make  a  certain  judgment. 

Serv.  It  holds  furely 
In  your  own  conflitution. 

Belg.  And  in  all  mens 
'Tis  the  belt  fymptom  :  let  us  lofe  no  time, 
Delay  is  dangerous. 

Serv.  Troth,  fir,  if  I  might, 
Without  offence,  deliver  what  my  lord  has 
Committed  to  my  truft,  I  mall  receive  it 
As  a  fpecial  favour. 

Belg.  We'll  fee'r,  and  difcourfe, 
As  the  proverb  fays,  for  health  fake  after  dinner, 
Or  rather  after  fupper,  willingly  then 
I'll  walk  a  mile  to  hear  thee. 

Ser<v.  Nay,  good  fir, 
I  will  be  brief  and  pithy. 

Belg.  Pr'ythee  be  fo. 

Serv.  He  bid  me  fay,  of  all  his  guefls,  that  he 

Stands  moil  affected  to  you,  for  the  freedom 

And  plainnefs  of  your  manners.     He  ne'er  obferv'd  yoa 

To  twirl  a  dim  about  you  did  not  like,  of, 

All  being  pleafing  to  you;  or  to  make 

Affay 


The  Unnatural  Combat.         27t 

A  Hay  of  venifon  or  ftale  fowl  by  your  nofe, 

(Which  is  a  folecifm  at  another's  table) 

But  by  ftrong  eating  of  'em  did  confirm 

They  never  were  delicious  to  your  palate, 

But  when  they  were  mortify'd,  as  the  Hugonot  fays, 

And  fo  your  part  grows  greater ;  nor  do  you 

Find  fault  with  the  fauce,  keen  hunger  being  the  belt,,. 

Which  ever,  to  your  much  praife,  you  bring  with  you  j 

Nor  will  you  with  impertinent  relations, 

Which  is  a  mailer  piece,  when  meatus  before  you 

Forget  your  teeth  to  ufe  your  nimble  tongue,. 

But  do  the  feat  you  come  for. 

Belg.  Be  advis'd 
And  end  your  jeering ;  for  if  you  proceed, 
You'll  feel,  as  I  can  eat  I  can  be  angry, 
And  beating  may  enfue. 

Ser<v.  I'll  take  your  counfel, 
And  roundly  come  to  the  point ;  my  lord  much  wonder^ 
That  you,  that  are  a  courtier  as  afoldier, 
In  all  things  elfe,  and  every  day  can  vary 
Your  actions  and  difcourfe,  continue  conflant 
To  this  one  fuit. 

Belg,  To  one!  'tis  well  I  have  one 
Unpawn'd  in  thefe  days ;  every  call  commander  is  not 
bleft  with  the  fortune,  I  aiTure  you.   But  why  this  que- 
flion  ?  does  this  offend  him  ? 

Serv.  Not  much :  but  he  believes  it  is  the  reafoa- 
You  ne'er  prefume  to  fit  above  the  fait, 
And  therefore  this  day  (our  great  admiral 
With  other  ftates  being  invited  guefls) 
He  does  intreat  you  to  appear  among  'em 
In  fome  frefh  habit. 

Belg,  This  ftaff  mail  notferve 
To  beat  the  dog  off,  thefe  are  foldier's  garments^ 
And  fo  by  confequence  grow  contemptible. 

Sera;.  It  has  flung  him. 

Belg.  I  would  I  were  acquainted  with  the  players^ 
In  charity  they  might  f urnifh  me ;  but  there  is 
No  faith  in  brokers ;  and  for  believing  taylors, 
They  are  only  to  be  read  of,  but  not  feen, 

And 
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And  fure  they  are  confined  to  their  own  hells, 
And  there  they  live  invifible.    Well,  I  mufl  not 
Be  fobb'd  ofF  thus.    Pray  you  report  my  fervice 
To  the  lord  governor.     I  will  obey  him, 
And  tho'  my  wardrobe's  poor,  rather  than  lofe 
His  company  at  this  feaft,  I  will  put  on 
The  richefl  fuit  I  have,  and  fill  the  chair 

That  makes  me  worthy  of. [Exit  Belgard* 

Serv.  We  are  iliut  of  him,  he  will  be  feen  no  more 
here.    How  my  fellows 
Will  blefs  me  for  his  abfence  I  he  had  ftarv'd  'em 
Had  he  ftaid  a  little  longer ;  would  he  could, 
For  his  own  fake  ihift  a  fhirt,  and  that's  the  utmoft 

Of  his  ambition :  adieu,  good  captain [Exit* 

E?iter  Beaufort  fen.  a?id  Beaufort  jun, 
Beauf  fen.  'Tis  a  ftrange  fondnefs. 
Beaufjun.  'Tis  beyond  example, 
His  refolution  to  part  with  his  eilate,. 
To  make  her  dower  the  weightier  is  nothing,. 
But  to  obferve  how  curious  he  is 
In  his  own  perfon  to  add  ornament 
To  his  daughter's  raviming  features,  is  the  wonder 
I  fent  a  page  of  mine  in  the  way  of  courtihip 
This  morning  to  her  to  prefent  my  fervice, 
From  whom  I  underftand  all :  there  he  found  him 
Sollicitous  m  what  fhape  fhe  Ihould  appear  : 
This  gown  was  rich,  but  the  fafhion  ilale ;  the  other 
Was  quaint  and  neat,  but  the  Huff  not  rich  enough^ 
Then  does  he  curfe  the  taylor,  and  in  rage 
Falls  on  her  fhoemaker,  for  wanting  art 
To  exprefs  in  every  circumflance  the  form 
Of  her  mofr  delicate  foot;  then  fits  in  council 
With  much  deliberation  to  find  out 
What  tire  would  bell  adorn  her;  and  one  chofen^ 
Varying  in  his  opinion,  he  tears  off 
And  ftamps  it  under  foot,  then  tries  a  fecond, 
A  third  and  fourth;  and  fatisfy'd  at  length 
With  much  ado  in  that,  he  grows  again 
Perplex'd  and  troubled  where  to  place  her  jewels 
To  be  moil  mark'd.  and  whettefc  fhe  Ihould  wean 

This 
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This  diamond  on  her  forehead,  or  between 

Her  milk-white  paps,  difputing  on  it  both  ways; 

Then  taking  in  this  hand  a  rope  of  pearl, 

(The  beft  of  France)  he  ferioufly  confiders 

Whether  {he  fhould  difpofe  it  on  her  arm 

Or  on  her  neck ;  with  twenty  other  trifles,  too  tedious  to* 

deliver. 
Beauf.  fen.  I  have  known  him  fr©m  his  firffc  youth,  but 

never  yet  obferv'd 
In  all  the  paflages  of  his  life  and  fortunes, 
Virtues  fo  mix'd  with  vices :,  valiant  the  world  fpeak& 

him, 
But  with  that  bloody  ;  liberal  in  his  gifts  too* 
But  to  maintain  his  prodigal  expence, 
A  fierce  extortioner  ;  an  impotent  lover 
Of  women  for  a  flam ;  but  his  fires  quench'd,. 
Hating  as  deadly.     The  truth  is,  I  am  not 
Ambitious  of  this  match  :,  nor  will  I  crofs  you  in.  your 

affec~iions» 
Beauf.  jun.  I  have  ever  found  you, 
(And  'tis  my  happinefs)  a  loving  father,       [Loud  mujtck* 

And  careful  of  my  good: by  the  loud  muflck, 

As  you  gave  order  for  his  entertainment, 
He's  come  into  the  houfe  two  long  hours  fince  j. 
The  colonels,,  commhTioners,  and  captains, 
To  pay  him  all  the  rites  his  worth  can  challenge^. 
Went  to  wait  on  him  hither. 

jfLnter  Male  fort,    Mcntaign,    Chamont,,  Lanour^.  Mont  re- 
<vile,  Theocrine,  Ufher,  Page,  Women. 
Beauf.  fen.  You  are  moil  welcome, 
And  what  I  fpeak  to  you  does  from  my  heart 
Difperfe  itfelf  to  all. 

Mai.  You  meet,  my  lord,  your  trouble. 
Beauf  .fen.  Rather,  fir,  increafe  of  honour,. 
When  you  are  pleas'd  to  grace  my  houfe.    , 

Beauf.  jun.  The  favour  is  doubl'd.  on  my  part,  moft 

worthy  fir, 
Since  your  fair  daughter,  my  incomparable  miftrefs,. 
Deigns  us  her-  pretence. 

Mah 
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Mai.  View  her  well,  brave  Beaufort, 
But  yet  at  diilance  ;  you  hereafter  may 
Make  your  approaches  nearer,  when  the  prieft 
Hath  made  it  lawful ;  and  were  not  me  mine 
I  durft  aloud  proclaim  it.     Hymen  never 
Put  on  his  faffron-colour'd  robe  to  change 
A  barren  virgin  name  with  more  good  omens 
Than  at  her  nuptials :  look  on  her  again, 
Then  tell  me  if  fhe  now  appear  the  fame 
That  fhe  was  yeflerday. 
-   Beauf.  fen.  Being  herfelf 
She  cannot  but  be  excellent,  thefe  rich 
And  curious  drefTmgs,  which  in  others  might 
Cover  deformities,  from  her  take  luftre, 
Nor  can  add  to  her. 

Mai.  You  conceive  her  right, 
And  in  your  admiration  of  her  fweetnefs, 
You  only  can  deferve  her.     Bluih  not  girl, 
Thou  art  above  his  praife,  or  mine  -,  nor  can 
Obfequious  flattery,  tho'  fhe  fhould  ufe 
Her  thoufand  oyl'd  tongues  to  advance  thy  worth,    • 
Give  aught  (for  that's  impofTible,)  but  take  from 
Thy  more  than  human  graces;  and  even  then 
When  fhe  hath  fpent  herfelf  with  her  bell  ftrength, 
The  wrong  fhe  has  done  thee  fhall  be  fo  apparent,. 
That  lofmg  her  own  fervile  fhape  and  name, 
She  will  be  thought  detraction/  But  I 
Forget  myfelf,  and  fomething  whifpers  to  me, 
I  have  faid  tod  much. 

Mont.  T  know  not  what  to  think  on't, 
But  there's  fome  myitery  in  it,  which  I  fear 
Will  be  too  foon  difcover'd. 

Mai.  I  much  wrong 
Your  patience,  noble  fir,  by  too  much  hugging 
My  proper  ifTue,  and  like  the  foolifh  crow 
Believe  my  black  brood  fwans. 

Beanf/feti,  There  needs  not,  fir, 
The  leaft  excufe  for  this;  nay,  I  muft  have 
Your  arm,  you  being  the  mafter  of  the  feaft, 
And  this  the  miftrefs. 


The  Unnatural  Combat.        281 

Tfooc'  I  am  any  thing 
That  you  fhall  pleafe  to  make  me. 

Beauf.jun.  Nay,  'tis  yours, 
Without  more  compliment.  [Loud  mujtck* 

Exeunt  Beaufort  fen.  Malefort,  Theocrine,  Beaufort  jm* 
Mcntaigriy  Chamont,  Lanour9  Montrevile. 

Mont.  Your  will's  a  law,  fir. 

Vjher.  Would  I  had  been  born  a  lord. 

1 .  Woman.  Or  I  a  lady. 

Ptige.  It  may  be  you  were  both  begot  in  court, 
Tho'  bred  up  in  the  city ;  for  your  mothers, 
As  I  have  heard,  lov'd  the  lobby,  and  there  nightly 
Are  ken  itrange  apparitions,  and  who  knows 
But  that  fome  noble  fawn,  heated  with  wine, 
And  cloy'd  with  partridge,  had  a  kind  of  longing 
To  trade-in  fprats?  This  needs  no  exposition  $ 
But  can  you  yield  a  reafon  for  your  wifhes  ? 

Ujher.  Why,  had  I  been  born  a  lord,  I  had  been  no 
fervant. 

1.  Womanj  And  whereas   now  necefllty   makes  us 
waiters, 
We  had  been  attended  on. 

z.  Woman.  And  might  have  flept  then 
As  long  as  we  pleas'd,  and  fed  when  we  had  flomacRs^ 
And  worn  new  cloaths,  nor  liv'd  as  now  in  hope 
Of  a  call  gown,  or  petticoat. 

Page.  You  are  fools, 
And  ignorant  of  your  happinefs.     E'er  I  was 
Sworn  to  the  pantoifte,  I  have  heard  my  tutor 
Prove  it -by  logick,  that  a  fervanfs  life 
Was  better  than  his  mailer's,  and  by  that 
I  learn  from  him,  if  that  my  memory  fail  not^ 
I'll  make  it  good. 

Ujher.  Proceed,  my  little  wit, 
Indecimofexto. 

Page.  Thus  then  :    from  the  king 
To  the  begger,  by  gradation,  all  are  fervants ; 
And  you  rnuft  grant,  the  flavery  is  lefs 
To  ftudy  to  pleafe  one  than  many. 
,    Ujher.  True. 

Page, 
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Page.  Well  then,  and  firft  to  you,  fir  ;  you  complain 
You  ferve  one  lord,  but  your  lord  ferves  a  thoufand, 
Befides  his  paflions  (that  are  his  worft  matters:) 
You  mull  humour  him,  and  he  is  bound  to  Tooth 
Every  trim  fir  above  him ;  if  he  frown 
For  the  leaft  neglect,  you  fear  to  lofe  your  place; 
But  if,  and  with  all  flavifh  observation, 
From  the  minion*s  felf  to  the  groom  of  his  clofe-ftool^ 
IJe  hourly  feeks  not  favour,  he  is  Aire 
To  be  eas'd  of  his  office,  tho'  perhaps  he  bought  it. 
Nay,  more ;  that  high  diipofer  of  all  fuch 
That  are  fubordinate  to  him,  ferves  and  fears 
The  fury  of  the  many -headed  monfter, 
The  giddy  multitude.     And  as  a  horfe 
Is  ftill  a  horfe,  for  all  his  golden  trappings  $ 
So  your  men  of  purchas'd  titles,  at  their  beft  are 
But  ferving-raen  in  rich  liveries. 

TJjber.  Moft  rare,  infant: 
Where  learned'fl  thou  this  morality  ? 

Page.  Why  thou  dull  pate,, 
fi,$  I  told  thee,  of  my  tutor. 

2.  Woman.  Now  for  us,  boy.. 

Page.  I  am  cut  off the  governor; 

Enter  Beaufort  fenK  Beaufort  jut?.  Servants  fitting  ftrrth 

a  banquet. 

Beauffen.  Quick,  quick,  fir. 
See  all  things  perfect. 

Sera?.  Let  the  blame  be  ours  elfe.. 

Beauf.  fen..  And  as  I  faid„  when  we  are  at  the  baquet* 
And  high  in  our  cups,  for  'tis  no  feaft  without  it, 
Efpecially  among  foldiers  ;  Theocrine 
Being  retir'd,.  as  that's  no  place  for  her, 
Take  you  occafion  to  rife  from  the  table* 
And  lofe  no  opportunity. 

Beauf.  jun.  'Tis  my  purpofe, 
And  if  I  can  win  her  to  give  her  heart, 
I  have  a  holy  man  in  readinefs 
To  join  our  hands ;  for  the  admiral,  her  father,  repents 

him  of  his  grant  to  me,  and 
..So  far  tranfported  with  a  ftrange  opinioa 
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Of  her  fair  features,  that  fhould  we  deferr  it, 
I  think  e'er  long  he  will  believe,  and  ilrongly, 
The  Dauphine  is  not  worthy  of  her.    I 
Am  mu&i  amaz'd  with't. 

Beauf.  jun.  Nay,  difpatch  there,  fellows, 

[Exeunt  Beaufort  fen,  and  Beaufort  jun, 

Ser<v.  We  are  ready  when  you  pleafe.  —  Sweet  forms^ 
your  pardon, 
It  has  been  fuch  a  bufy  time  I  could  not 
Tender  that  ceremonious  refpecl 
Which  you  deferve ;  but  now,  the  great  work  ended* 
I  will  attend  the  lefs,  and  with  all  care 
Obferve  and  ferve  you. 

Page.  This  is  a  pen'd  fpeeeh, 
And  ferves  as  a  perpetual  preface  to 
A  dinner  made  of  fragments. 

Vjhet\  We  wait  on  you.  \Lmdmufchv 

6O09OQ  3OQ&QQPO09O6QO  1 £QQ 

A&us  III.  Scena  1.. 

Enter  Beaufort  fenior,  Malefort9  Montatgn,  €hamontr 
Lanour,  Beaufort  junior  y  Montr  eviUy  and  Servants* 

Beauf.  fen.  'XT  O  U  are  not  merry,  fir. 

K       Mai.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 
You  have  given  us  ample  means  to  drown  all  cares;. 
And  yet  I  nouriih  ftrange  thoughts,  which  I  would 
Molt  willingly  deftroy.  [^&* 

Beauf  .fen.  Pray  you  take  your  place. 

Beauf.  jun.  And  drink  a  health,,  and  let  it  be,,  if  you 
pleafe, 
To  the  worthier!  of  women. Now  obferve  him* 

Mai.  Give  me  the  bowl;  fmce  you  do  me  the  honour* 
I  will  begin  it. 

Cham.  May  we  know  her  name,  fir  ? 

Mai.  You  mail ;  I  w.Ll  not  chufe  a  foreign  queen's, 
Nor  yet  our  own,  for  that  would  relifh  of 

Tame 
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Tame  flattery;  nor  do  their  height  of  title, 

Or  abfolute  power,  confirm  their  worth  and  goodnefs, 

Thefe  being  heaven's  gifts,  and  frequently  conferred 

On  fiich  as  are  beneath  'em ;  nor  will  I 

Name  the  king's  miilrefs,  howfover  me 

}n  his  efleem  may  carry  it ;  but  if  I, 

As  wine  gives  liberty,  may  ufe  my  freedom ; 

Nor  fway'd  this  way  or  that  with  confidence, 

(And  I  will  make  it  good  on  any  equal) 

If  it  mufl  be  to  her,  whofe  outward  form 

Is  better'd  by  the  beauty  of  her  mind, 

She  lives  not  that  with  juflice  can  pretend 

An  interefl  to  this  fo  facred  health, 

Bat  my  fair  daughter.     He  that  only  doubts  it, 

I  do  pronounce  a  villain  :  this  to  her  then.         [Drinks. 

Mont.  What  may  we  think  of  this  ?         [Loud  mujick* 

Beauf.ftn.  It  matters  not. 

Lan,  For  my  part  I  will  footh  him  rather  than 
Draw  on  a  quarrel,  Chamont. 

Mont,  'Tis  the  fafeil  courfe,  and  one  I  mean  to  fol- 
low. 

Beattf.  jun.  It  has  gone  round,  fir,   [Exit  Beauf.jun, 

MaL  Now  you  have  done  her  right :  if  there  be  any 
Worthy  to  fecond  this,  prcpofe  it  boldly, 
I  am  your  pledge. 

Beauf.jun.  Let's  paufe  here,  if  you  pleafe, 
And  entertain  the  rime  with  fomething  elfe. 
Mufick  there  in  fome  lofty  drain,  the  fong  too 
That  I  gave  order  for ;  the  new  one  call'd 
The  foldier^s  delight  ? 

The  fong  ended  1  enter   B  el  gar  d  in  armour ',  a  cafe  of 
carbines  by  his  fide. 

Belg.  Who  flops  me  now  I 

Or  who  dares  only  fay  that  I      pear  not 

In  the  moil  rich  and  glorious  habit  that  1 

Renders  a  man  compleat  ?  what  court  fo  fet  off' 

With  Hate  and  ceremonious  pomp,  but  thus 

Accoutred  I  may  enter  ?  or  what  feaft? 

Tho'  all  the  elements  at  once  were  raxvikek'd 

To  ftore  it  with  variety,  tranfeending 

The 
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The  curioufnefs  and  coil  on  Trajan's  birth-day, 
Where  princes  only,  and  confederate  kings 
Did  fit  as  gueils,  ferv'd  and  attended  on 
By  the  fenators  of  Rome,  fat  with  a  foldier 
In  this  his  natural  and  proper  fhape, 
Might  not,  and  boldly,  fill  a  feat,  and  by 
His  prefence  make  the  great  folemnity 
More  honour'd  and  remarkable  ? 

Beauf.fen*  'Tis  acknowledged, 
And  this  a  grace  done  to  me  unexpected » 
Mont.  But  why  in  armour  ? 
Mai.  'What's  the  my  ilery  ? 
Pray  you  reveal  that,  \ 

Belg.  Soldiers  out  of  action, 
That  very  rare,  but  like  unbidden  guefls 
Bring  their  ftools  with  'em,  for  their  own  defence, 
At  court  mould  feed  in  gauntlets,  they  may  have 
Their  fingers  cut  elfe  :  there  your  carpet  knights, 
That  never  charg'd  beyond  a  miiirefs'  lips, 
Are  flill  moft  keen  and  valiant.  But  to  vou, 
Whom  it  does  moil  concern,  my  lord,  I  will 
Addrefs  my  fpeech,  and  with  a  foldier's  freedom 
In  my  reproof,  return  the  bitter  feoff 
You  threw  upon  my  poverty  :  you  contemn'd 
My  coarfer  out-fide,  and  from  that  concluded,  v 

(As  by  your  groom  you  made  me  underilaud) 
I  was  unworthy  to  fit  at  your  table, 
Among  thefe  tiiTues  and  embroideries, 
Unlefs  I  chang'd  my  habit.  I  have  done  it, 
And  fhow  myfelf  in  that  which  I  have  worn 
In  the  heat  and  fervour  of  a  bloody  fight : 
And  then  it  was  in  fafhion,  not  as  now 
Ridiculous  and  defpis'd  :  this  hath  pail  through 
A  wood  of  pikes,  and  every  one  aim'd  at  it, 
Yetfcorn'd  to  take  impreffcon  from  their  fury  : 
With  this,  as  ftill  you  fee  it  frefh  and  new, 
I  have  charg'd  through  fire  that  would  have  fing'd  youf 

fables, 
Black  fox,  and  ermins,  and  chang'd  the  proud  colour 
Of  fcarlet,  tho'  of  the  right  Tynan  die. 

But 
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But  now,  as  if  the  trappings  made  the  man,  fuch  only  are 

Admir'd  that  come  adorn'd 

With  what's  no  part  of  them.  This  is  mine  own, 

My  richeft  fuit,  a  fuit  I  muft  not  part  from, 

But  not  regarded  now ;  and  yet  remember, 

'Tis  we  that  bring  you  in  the  means  of  feafts* 

Banquets  and  revels,  which  when  you  poffefs. 

With  barbarous  ingratitude  you  deny  us 

To  be  made  fharers  in  the  harveft,  which 

Our  fweat  and  induftry  reap'd  and  fow'd  for  you. 

The  filks  you  wear,  we  with  our  blood  fpin  for  you  $ 

This  mafiy  plate,  that  with  the  ponderous  weight 

-Does  make  your  cup-boards  crack,  we  (unaffrighted 

With  tempers,  or  the  long  and  tedious  way, 

Or  dreadful  monfters  of  the  deep,  that  wait 

With  open  jaws  ftill  ready  to  devour  us) 

Fetch  from  the  other  world.     Let  it  not  then 

In  after-ages  to  your  fhame  be  fpoken, 

That  you  with  no  relenting  eyes  look  on 

Our  wants  that  feed  your  plenty  ;  or  confume 

In  prodigal  and  wanton  gifts  on  drones 

The  kingdom's  treafure,  yet  detain  from  us 

The  debt  that  with  the  hazard  of  our  lives 

We  have  made  you  ftand  engag'd  for :  or  force  us, 

Againft  all  civil  government,  in  armour 

To  require  that,  which  with  all  willingnefs 

Should  be  tender'd  e'er  demanded. 

Beauf.fen.  I  commend 
This  wholfome  fharpnefs  in  you,  and  prefer  it 
Before  obfequious  tamenefs,  it  mews  lovely : 
Nor  mall  the  rain  of  your  good  counfel  fall 
Upon  the  barren  fands,  but  fpring  up  fruit 
Such  as  you  long  have  wihVd  for.     And  the  reft 
Of  your  profefTion,  like  you>  difcontented 
For  want  of  means,  fhali  in  their  prefent  payment 
Be  bound  to  praife  your  boldnefs ;  and  hereafter 
I  will  take  order  you  fhall  have  no  caufe, 
For  want  of  change  to  put  your  armour  on, 
But  in  the  face  of  an  enemy  ;  not  as  now 
Ambng  your  friends*     To  that  which  is  due  to  you> 

z  TH 
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*Fo  furnifh  you  like  yourfelf,  of  mine  own  bounty 
I'll  add  five  hundred  crowns. 

Cham.  I  to  my  power 
Will  follow  the  example* 

Mont.  Take  this,  Captain, 
'Tis  all  my  prefenfc  itore,  but  when  you  pleafe, 
Command  me  farther. 

Lan.  I  could  wifh  it  more. 

Be/g.  This  is  the  luckieftj  eft  ever  came  from  mtl 
Let  a  foldier  ufe  no  other  fcribe  to  draw 
The  form  of  his  petition.     This  will  fpeed 
When  your  thrice  iiumble  fupplications. 
With  prayers  for  increafe  of  health  and  honours 
To  their  grave  lordfhips,  fhall  as  foon  as  read 
Be  pocketed  up,  the  caufe  no  more  remember'd. 
When  this  dumb  rhetorick.— Well,  I  have  a  life, 
Which  I  in  thankfulnefs  for  your  great  favours, 
My  noble  lords,  when  you  pleafe  to  command  \ty 
Mull  never  think  mine  own.     Broker,  be  happy, 
Thefe  golden  birds  flie  to  thee.  [Exit  Bdgard* 

Beauf.fen.  You  are  dull,  fir, 
And  feem  not  to  be  taken  with  the  pafiag« 
You  faw  presented. 

MaL  PalTage  \  I  obferv'd  none, 
My  thoughts  were  elfewhere  bufied.     Ha  !  flie  h 
In.  danger  to  be  loft,  to  be  loft  forever, 
If  fpeedily  I  come  not  to  her  refcue, 
For  fo  my  genius  tells  me. 

Mont.  What  chimeras 
Work  on  your  phantafy  ? 

MaL  Phantafies  ?  they  are*  truths. 
Where  is  my  Theocrine  ?  You  have  plotted 
To  rob  me  of  my  daughter :  bring  me  to  her, 
Or  I'll  call  down  the  faints  to  witnefs  for  me, 
You  are  inhofpitable, 

Beauf.fen.  You  amaze  me. 
Your  daughter's  fafe,  and  now  exchanging  courtfhip 
With  my  fon,  herfervant.    Why  do  you  hear  this 
With  fuch  diftra&ed  looks  ?  fmce  to  that  end 
You  brought  her  hither. 
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Mai  .'Tis  confefs'd  I  did, 
But  now  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  and,  if  you  pleafe., 
E'er  fhe  deliver  up  her  virgin  fort, 
I  would  obferve  what  is  the  art  he  ufes 
In  planting  his  artillery  againft  it: 
She  is  my  only  care,  nor  muft  fhe  yield 
But  upon  noble  terms. 

Beauf.  fen.  'Tis  \o  determin'i 

MrJ'.  Yet  I  am  jealous. 

Mont.  Overmuch,  I  fear. 
What  pafTions  are  thefe  ?  ; 

Beauf.  fen.  Come,  I  will  bring  you 
Where  you,  with  thefe,  if  they  fo  pleafe,  may  fee 
The  love-fcene  acted. 

Montr.  There  is  fomething  more 
Than  fatherly  love  in  this. 

Monta.  We  wait  upon  you ,  [Exeunt  omnes* 


«-* 


A&.  III.  Seen,  ultima. 

Beauf.  junior j    Theocrine. 

Beauf.  jun.   O  Ince  then  you  meet  my  flames  with  equal 

^j  ardour, 

As  you  profefs,  it  is  your  bounty,  miftrefs, 
Nor  mull  I  call  it  debt ;  yet  it  is  your  glory, 
That  your  excefs  fupplies  my  want,  and  makes  me 
Strong  in  my  weaknefs,  which  could  never  be, 
But  in  your  good  opinion. 

Theo.  You  teach  me,  fir, 
'What  I  mould  fay,  fmce  from  your  fun  of  favour, 
I  like  dim  Phoebe,  in  herfelf  obfcure, 
Borrow  that  light  I  have. 

Beauf.  jun.  Which  you  return 

With  large  increafe  (imce  that  you  will  o'ercome^ 

And  I  dare  not  contend)  were  you  but  pleas'd 

To  make  what's  yet  divided,  o&e. 

'Theo* 
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Tbeo.  I  have 
Already  in  my  wifhes,  moctefty 
Forbids  me  to  fpeak  more. 

Beauf.jun.  But  what  aflurance 
(But  ftill  without  offence)  may  I  demand 
That  may  fecure  me,  that  your  heart  and  tongue 
Join  to  make  up  this  harmony? 

Theoc.  Choofeany 
-Suiting  your  love  diftinguifhed  from  lull, 
To  afk  and  mine  to  grant. 

Enter  (as  unfeen)  Beaufort  feriior^  Malefort,  Monirevile, 

and  the  reft. 

Beauf.jun.  Yonder  they  are. 

Mai.  At  diftance  too  ;  'tis  yet  well. 

Beauf.  fen.  I  may  take  then 
This  hand,  and  with  a  thoufand  burning  kifles> 
Swear  'tis  the  anchor  to  my  hopes, 

Iheoc .  You  may,  fir. 

Mai.  This  is  fomewhat  too  much. 

Beauf.jun.  And  this  done,  view  myfelf 
In  thefe  true  mirrors. 

Theoc.  Ever  true  to  you,  fir. 
And  may  they  lofe  th'  ability  of  fight 
When  they  feek  other  object 

Mai.  This  is  more 
Than  I  can  give  confent  to« 

Beauf.jun.  And  a  kifs, 
Thus  printed  on  your  lips,  will  not  diflafte  you. 

Mai.  Her  lips!  [ed? 

Montr e.  Why,  where  mould  he  kifs  ?  are  you  diftract- 

Beauf.  jun.  Then  when  this  holy  man  hath  made  it 
lawful  [Brings  in  a.prieft. 

Mai.  A  prieft  fo  ready  too  !  I  mud  break  in. 

Beauf  jun.  And  what's  fpoke  here  is  regifter'd  above  5 
I  muft  engrofs  thofe  favours  to  myfelf 
Which  are  not  to  be  nam'd. 

Theoc.  All  I  can  give, 
But  what  they  are  I  know  not. 

Beauf  jun.  I'll  inftru6l  you. 

Mai.  O  how  my  blood  boils ! 

Vol.  VIII.  N  Montrl 
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Mont.%  Pray  you  contain  yourfelf, 
Methinks  his  courtfhip*s  modeft. 

Beauf .jun.  Then  being  mine, 
And  wholly  mine,  the  river  of  your  love 
To  kinfmen  and  allies ;  nay,  to  your  father, 
(Howe*er'out  of  his  tendernefs  he  admires  you) 
Muft  in  the  ocean  of  your  affe&ion 
To  me  be  fwallowM  up,  and  want  a  name 
Compar'd  with  what  you  owe  me. 

Tbeoc.  'Tis  moft  fit,  fir. 
The  ftronger  bond  that  binds  me  to  you,  muft 
Diffolve  the  weaker. 

Ma/.  I  am  ruin'd  if 
I  come  not  fairly  off. 

Beauf.  fen.  There's  nothing  wanting 
But  your  confent. 

Mai.  Some  ftrange  invention  aid  me,  \Afide, 

This !  yes,  it  muft  be  fo. 

Montr.  Why  do  you  ftagger, 
When  what  you  feem'd  fo  much  to  wiih  is  offered  ? 
Both  parties  being  agreed  too. 

Beauf.  fen.  I'll  not  court 
A  grant  from  you,  nor  do  I  wrong  your  daughter, 
Tho'  I  fay  my  fon  deferves  her. 

Mai.  'Tis  far  from 
My  humble  thoughts  to  undervalue  him 
I  cannot  prize  too  high.     For  howfoever 
From  my  own  fond  indulgence  I  have  fung 
Her  praifes  with  too  prodigal  a  tongue, 
That  tendernefs  laid  by,  I  ftand  confirm'd 
All  that  I  fancied  excellent  in  her 
Ballanc'd  with  what  is  really  his  own, 
Holds  weight  in  no  proportion. 

Montr.  New  turnings  \ 

Beauf.  fen.  Whither  tends  this  ? 

Mai.  Had  you  obferv'd,  my  lord, 
With  what  a  fweet  gradation  he  woo'd, 
As  I  did  punctually,  you  cannot  blame  her, 
Tho'  Ihe  did  Men  with  a  greedy  ear 
To  his  fair  modefl  offers :  but  fo  great 
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A  good  as  then  flow'd  to  her,  fhould  have  been 

With  more  deliberation  entertain' d, 

And  not  with  fuch  hafte  fwallow'd :  me  mall  firft; 

Confider  ferioufly  what  the  bl  effing  is, 

And  in  what  ample  manner  to  give  thanks  for% 

And  then  receive  it.     And  tho'  I  fhall  think 

Short  minutes  years  till  it  be  perfected, 

I  will  defer  that  which  I  moft  defire, 

And  fo  muft  me,  till  longing  expectation, 

That  heightens  pleafure,  makes  her  truly  know 

Her  happinefs,  and  with  what  out-ftretch'd  ajms 

She  muft  embrace  it. 

Beauf.jun.  This  is  curioufnefs 
Beyond  example. 

Mai.  Let  it  then  begin 
From  me;  in  what's  mine  own  I'll  ufe my  will* 
And  yield  no  farther  reafon.     I  lay  claim  to 
The  liberty  of  a  fubje6t     Fall  not  off, 
But  be  obedient,  or  by  the  hair 
I'll  drag  thee  home,     Cenfure  me  as  you  pleafe,' 
I'll  take  my  own  way.    O  the  inward  fires 
That,  wanting  vent,  confume  me !   [Exit  with  Tkeocriuei 

Montr.  'Tis  moft  certain 
He's  mad,  or  worfe. 

Beauf.fen.  How,  worfe? 

Montr.  Nay,  there  I  leave  you* 
My  thoughts  are  free. 

Beauf.  jun.  This  I  forefaw, 

Beauf.fen.  Take  comfort, 
He  fhall  walk  in  clouds ;  but  I'll  difcover  him : 
And  he  lhall  find,  and  feel,  if  he  excufe  not, 
And  with  ftrong  reafons  this  grofs  injury,  » 

I  can  make  ufe  of  my  authority. 

j  [Exeunt  (mines* 
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Aft.  IV,    Seen.  i. 

Malefort  folus. 

WHAT  flames  are  thefe  my  wild  defires  fan  in  me* 
The  torch  that  feeds  them  was  not  lighted  at 
Thy  altars,  Cupid.    Vindicate  thyfelf, 
And  do  not  own  it :  and  confirm  it  rather, 
That  this  infernal  brand  that  turns  me  cinders, 
Was  by  the  fnake-hair'd  fillers  thrown  into 
My  guilty  bofom.     O  that  I  was  ever 
AccursM  in  having  iffue  ?  my  fon's  blood, 
(That  like  the  poifon'd  fhirt  of  Hercules 
Grows  to  each  part  about  me)  which  my  hate 
ForcM  from  him  with  much  willingness,  may  admit 
Some  weak  defence ;  but  my  moft  impious  love 
To  my  fair  daughter  Theocrine,  none. 
Since  my  affeclion  (rather  wicked  luft) 
That  does  purfue  her,  is  a  greater  crime 
Than  any  deteftation,  with  which 
I  mould  amift  her  innocence.     With  what  cunning 
I  have  betray'd  myfelf,  and  did  not  feel 
The  fcorching  heat  that  now  with  fury  rages, 
Why  was  I  tender  of  her  ?  cover'd  with 
That  fond  difguife,  this  mifchief  Hole  upon  me. 
I  thought  it  no  offence  to  kifs  her  often, 
Or  twine  mine  arms  about  her  fofter  neck, 
And  by  falfe  fhadows  of  a  father's  kindnefs 
I  long  deceivM  myfelf:  but  now  the  effect 
Is  too  apparent.     How  I  ftrove  to  be 
In  her  opinion  held  the  worthieft  man 
In  courtmip,  form,  feature!   envying  him 
That  was  preferr'd  before  me,  and  yet  then 
My  wifhes  to  myfelf  were  not  difcover'd. 
But  ftill  my  fires  increas'd,  and  with  delight 
I  would  call  her  miftrefs,  wilfully  forgetting 
The  name  of  daughter,  choofing  rather  ihe 
Should  Me  me  fervant,  than  with  reverence  father* 
Yet  mocking,     I  ne'er  cherifh'd  obicene  hopes, 
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But  in  my  troubled  ilumbers  often  thought 
She  was  too  near  to  me,  and  then  fleeping  blufiVd 
At  my  imagination  which  pafs'd 
My  eyes  being  open,  not  condemning  it, 
I  was  ravifh'd  with  the  pleafure  of  the  dream* 
Yet  fpight  of  thefe  temptations  I  have  reafon 
That  pleads  againft  'em,  and  commands  me  to 
Extinguifh  thefe  abominable  fires. 
And  I  will  do  it  ;  I  will  fend  hex  back 
To  him  that  loves  her  lawfully.     Within  there. 

Enter  Tkeocritie. 

T/jeoc.  Sir,   did  you  call  ? 

MaL  I  look  no  fooner  on  her 
But  all  my  boafied  power  of  reafon  leaves  me, 
And  paifion  again  ufurps  her  empire.       Does  none  elfo 
wait  me  ? 

Tbeoc.  I  am  wretched,  fir,  mould  any  owe  more  duty. 

MaL  This  is  worfe  than  difobedience.     Leave  me. 

.  Theoc.  On  my  knees,  fir  $  --« «as  I  have  ever  fquar'd  my 
will  by  yours, 
And  lik'd  and  loath'd  with  your  eyes,  I  befeech  you 
To  teach  me  what  the  nature  of  my  fault  is, 
That  hath  incens'd  you,  (fure  'tis  one  of  weaknefs 
And  not  malice)  which  your  gentler  tempera 
On  my  fubmifiion  I  hope  will  pardon  ; 
Which  granted  by  your  piety,  if  that  I 
Out  of  the  leaft  neglect  of  mine  hereafter, 
Make  you  remember  it,  may  I  fink  ever 
Under  your  dread  command, 

MaL  O  my  ftars !  who  can  but  doat  on  this  humility^ 
That  fweetens,  lovely  in  her  tears,   the  fetters 
That  feenVd  to  lefien  in  their  weight,  but  now 
By  this  grow  heavier  on  me. 

Tbeoc^  Dear  fir 

MaL  Peace,  I  mull  not  hear  thee. 

Theoc.  Nor  ldok  on  me  ? 

MaL  No,  thy  looks  and  words  are  charms, 

Tbeoc.  May  they  have  power  then 
To  calm  the  temped  of  your  wrath.     Alas !  fir* 
Pid  I  but  know  in  what  I  give  offence, 

N3  In 


294         ^e  Unnatural  Combat. 

- 

In  my  repentance  I  would  fhew  my  forrow 
For  what  is  paft,  and  in  my  care  hereafter 
Kill  the  occafion,  or  ceafe  to  be ; 

Since  life  without  your  favour  is  to  me  a  load  I  would 
caft  off. 

MaL  O  that  my  heart  were  rent  in  i under,  that  I 
might  expire, 
The  caufe  ia  my  death  buried :  yet,  I  know  not, 
With  fuch  prevailing  oratory  'tis  begg'd  from  me, 
That  to  deny  thee  would  convince  me  to 
Have  fuck'd  the  milk  of  tigers ;  rife,  and  I, 
But  in  a  perplex' d  and  myfterious  method, 
Will  make  relation :  that  which  all  the  world 
Admires  and  cries  up  in  thee  for  perfections, 
Are  to  unhappy  me  foul  blemifhes, 
And  mulcts  in  nature.     If  thou  had'ft  been  born 
Deform'd  and  crooked,  in  the  features  of 
Thy  body,  as  the  manners  of  thy  mind, 
Moor-lip'd,  flat-nos'd,  dim-ey'd,  and  beetle-brow^ 
With  a  dwarf's  nature  to  a  giant  waift  ; 
Sour-breath'd,  with  claws  for  fingers  on  thy  hands, 
Splay-footed,  gouty-leg'd,  and  over  all 
A  loathfom  leprofy  had  fpread  itfelf, 
And  made  thee  ihun'd  of  human  fellowftiips, 
I  had  been  blefl 

Tbeoc.  Why  would  you  wifh  a  monfter, 
For  fuch  a  one  or  worfe  you  have  defcrib'd, 
To  call  you  father  ? 

MaL  Rather  than  as  now, 
Tho'  I  had  drown'd  thee  for  it  in  the  fea, 
Appearing  as  thou  doft  a  new  Pandora, 
With  Juno's  fair  cow  eyes,  Minerva's  brow, 
Aurora's  blufhing  cheeks,  Hebe's  frefh  you    th, 
Venus' foft  paps,  with  Thetis'  filver  feet. 

Tbeoc.  Sir,  you  have  lik'd  and  lov'd  them,  and  often 
forc'd 
(With  your  hyperboles  of  praife  pour'd  on  them) 
My  modefly  to  a  defenfive  red, 
Strow'd  o'er  that  palenefs,  which  you  then  were  pleas'd 

To  ftile  the  pureft  white.  'm  ' 

r  MaL 
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Mai.  And  in  that  cup  I  drank  the  poifon  I  now  feel 
difpers'd 
Through  every  vein  and  artery  :  wherefore  art  thou 
So  cruel  to  me  ?   This  thy  outward  fhape 
Brought  a  fierce  war  agamfr.  me,  not  to  be 
By  flefh  and  blood  refilled  :  but  to  leave  me 
No  hope  of  freedom  from  the  magazine 
Of  thy  mind's  forces,   treacheroufly  thou  drew'ft  up 
Auxiliary  helps  to  ftrengthen  that 
Which  was  already  in  itfelf  too  potent. 
Thy  beauty  gave  the  firfr.  charge,  but  thy  duty, 
Seconded  with  thy  care  and  watchful  ftudies 
To  pleafe,  and  ferve  my  will  in  all  that  might 
Raife  up  content  in  me,  like  thunder  brake  through 
All  oppofition,  and  my  ranks  of  reafon 
Difbanded,  my  vi&orious  pafiions  fell 
To  bloody  execution,  and  compel?  d  me 
With  willing  hands  to  tie  on  my  own  chains, 

And  with  a  kind  of  flattering  joy  to  glory  in  my  cap  - 
tivity. 
Theoc.  I  in  this  you  fpeak,  fir5  am  ignorance  itfelf. 
Mai.  And  fo  continue  \  for  knowledge  of  the  arms 
thou  bear"  ft  againil  me 

Would  make  thee  curfe  thyfelf,  but  yield  no  aids 
For  thee  to  help  me ;  and  'twere  a  cruelty 

In  me  to  wound  that  fpotlefs  innocency, 

Howe'er  it  make  me  guilty.     In  a  word, 

The  pleurify  of  goodnefs  is  thy  ill ; 

Thy  virtue's  vices,  and  thy  humble  lownefs 

Far  worfe  than  ftubborn  fullennefs  and  pride  ; 

Thy  looks,  that  ravifti  all  beholders  elfe, 

As  killing  as  the  baiilifk's :  thy  tears 

Exprefs'd  in  forrow  for  the  much  I  fuffer, 

A  glorious  infultation,  and  no  fign 

Of  pity  in  thee  -,  and  to  hear  thee  fpeak 

In  thy  defence,  tho'  but  in  filent  a&ion, 

Would  make  the  hurt,  already  deeply  fefter'd, 

Incurable ;  and  therefore  as  thou  would'ft  not 

By  thy  prefence  raife  frefh  furies  to  torment  me, 

I  do  conjure  thee  by  a  father's  power, 
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(And  'tis  myxurfe,  I  dare  not  think  it  lawful 
To  fue  unto  thee  in  a  nearer  name) 
Without  reply  to  leave  me. 

fTbeoc.  My  obedience  never  learned  yet  to  queftion  your 
commands, 
But  willingly  to  ferve  'em  ;  yet  I  muft, 
Since  that  your  will  forbids  the  knowledge  of 
My  fault,  lament  my  fortune.  -  [Exit. 

Mai.  O  that  I  have  reafon  to  difcern  the  better  way 
And  yet  purfue  the  worft !     When  I  look  on  her 
I  burn  with  heat,  and  in  her  abfence  freeze 
With  the  cold  blafts  of  jealoufy,  that  another 
Should  e'er  tafle  thofe  delights  that  are  deny'd  me  ; 
And  which  of  their  afflictions  bring  lefs  torture, 
I  hardly  can  diftinguifh  :  is  there  then 
No  mean  ?  No,  fo  my  underftanding  tells  me, 
And  that  by  my  crofs  fates  it  is  determixi'd 
That  I  am  both  ways  wretched. 

Enter  VJher  and  Montr  e<vile. 

Ufoer.  Yonder  he  walks,  fir, 
In  much  vexation :  he  hath  fent  my  lady, 
His  daughter,  weepin  g  in ;  but  what  the  caufe  is 
Refts  yet  in  fuppofition. 

Montr,  I  guefs  at  it,  but  muft  be  farther  fatisfy'd.     I 
will  fift  him 
In  private,  therefore  quit  the  room. 

VJher.  I  am  gone,  fir.  [Exit. 

Mai.  Ha!  who  difturbs  me?  Montrevile!  your  par- 
don^ 

Montr.  Would  you  could  grant  one  to  yourfelf,     (I 
fpeak  it 
With  the  affurance  of  a  friend)  and  yet 
Before  it  be  too  late,  make  reparation 
Of  thegrofs  wrong  your  indifcretion  offered 
To  the  governor  and  his  fon,  nay,  to  yourfelf; 
For  there  begins  my  forrow. 

Mai.  Would  I  had  not  greater  caufe  to  mourn 
Than  their  difpleafure,  for  I  dare  juftify. 
,  Montr.  We  muft  not  do  all  that  we  dare, 
We're  private,  friend, 

I  ob- 
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I  obferv'd  your  alterations  with  a  ftric~ler  eye 
Perhaps  than  others,  and  to  lofe  no  time 
In  repetition,  your  ftrange  demeanour 
To  your  fweet  daughter. 

MaL  Would  you  could  find  out  fome  other  theme  to 
treat  of. 

Montr.  None  but  this;  and  this  111  dwell  on.     Ho^ 
ridiculous 
And  fubject  to  conitruction    

MaL  No  more! 

Montr.  You  made  yourfelf,  amazes  me  :  and  if 
The  frequent  trials  interchang'd  between  us 
Of  love  and  friendihip,  be  to  their  defert 
EfteenVd  by  you,  as  they  hold  weight  with  me, 
No  inward  trouble  mould  be  of  fhape 
So  horrid  to  yourfelf,  but  that  to'  me 
You  (land  bound  to  difcover  it,  and  unlock 
Your  fecret'ft  thoughts,  tho'  the  moil  innocent  were 
Loud  crying  fms. 

Mai.  And  fo  perhaps  they  are. 
And  therefore  be  not  curious  to  learn  that 
Which  known  muil  make  you  hate  me. 

Montr.  Think  not  fo ;  I  am  yours  in  right  and  wrongs 
nor  fhall  you  find 
A  verbal  friendihip  in  me,  but  an  active ; 
And  here  I  vow,  I  mail  no  fooner  know 
What  the  difeafe  is,  but  if  you  give  me  leave 
I  will  apply  a  remedy.     Is  it  madnefs  ? 
I  am  familiarly  acquainted  with  a  deep  read  man^ 
That  can  with  charms  and  herbs 
Reitore  you  to  your  reafon ;  or  fuppofe 
You  are  bewitch'd,  he  with  more  potent  fpells 
And  magick  rites  fhall  cure  you.     Is't  heaven's  anger  } 
With  penitence  and  facrifice  appeafe  it : 
Beyond  this,  there  is  nothing  that  I  can 
Imagine  dreadful.     In  your  fame  and  fortunes 
You  are  fecure ;  your  impious  fon  removed  too/" 
That  render' d  you  fufpe&ed  to  the  ftate  } 
And  your  fair  daughter— 

Ni  Mai. 
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MaL  Oh  I  prefs  me  no  farther. 

Montr.  Are  you  wrung  there?   why,  what  of  her? 
hath  Ihe 
Made  fhfpwreck  of  her  honour,  or  confpiVd 
Againft  your  life  ?  or  feaPd  a  contract  with 
The  devil  of  hell,  for  the  recovery  of  her  young  in- 
amorato? 

Mai.  Noneofthefe; 
And  yet  what  muft  increafe  the  wonder  in  you, 
Being  innocent  in  herfelf,  ihe  hath  wounded  me, 
But  where  enquire  not>    Yet,  I  know  not  how, 
I  am  perfuaded  from  my  confidence 
Of  your  vow'd  love  to  me,  to  trull  you  with 
My  deareft  fecret,  pray  you  chide  me  for  it, 
But  with  a  kind  of  pity,  not  infulting 
On  my  calamity. 

Montr.  Forward. 

MaL  This  fame  daughter— 

Montr.  What  is  her  fault  ? 

MaL  She  is  too  fair  to  me. 

Montr.  Ha  !  how  is  this  ? 

Ma/.-  And  I  have  look'd  upon  her 
More  than  a  father  fhould,  and  languifh  to 
Enjoy  her  as  a  hufband . 

Montr.  Heaven  forbid  it. 

Mai.  And  is  this  all  the  comfort  you  can  give  me  ? 
"Where  are  your  promis'd  aids,  your  charms,  your  herbs-? 
Your  deep  read  fcholar,  fpells,  and  magick  rites  ? 
Can  all  thefe  difenchant  me  ?  No,  I  muft  be 
My  own  phyfician,  and  upon  myfelf 
Praclife  a  defperate  cure. 

Montr.  Do  not  contemn  me, 
Enjoin  me  what  you  pleafe,  with  any  hazard 
I'll  undertake  it.     What  means  have  you  pra&is'd 
To  quench  this  hellifh  fire  ? 

Mai.  All  1  could  think  on, 
But  to  no  purpofe  ;  and  yet  fometimes  abfence 
Does  yield  a  kind  of  intexiniffion  to 
The  fury  of  the  fit, 

Montr. 
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Mont,  See  her  no  more  then. 
Mai.  'Tis  my  laft  refuge,  and  'twas  my  intent 
And  ftill  'tis,  to  defire  your  help. 
Mont.  Command  it. 

Mai.  Thus  then,  you  have  a  fort  of  which  you  are 
The  abfolute  lord,  whither  I  pray  you  bear  her: 
And  that  the  fight  of  her  may  not  again 
Nouriih  thofe  flames,  which  I  feel  fomething  leffen'd, 
By  all  the  ties  of  friendfhip  I  conjure  you, 
And  by  a  folemn  oath  you  muft  confirm  it, 
That  tho'  my  now  calm'd  paffions  mould  rage  higher 
Than  ever  heretofore,  and  fo  compel  me 
Once  more  to  wifh  to  fee  her;  tho'  I  ufe 
Perfuafions  mix'd  with  threatnings ;  nay  add  to  it, 
That  I  this  failing  mould  with  hands  held  up  thus 
Kneel  at  your  feet,  and  bathe  them  with  my  tearsr 
Prayers  or  curfes,  vows  or  imprecations, 
Only  to  look  upon  her  tho'  at  a  diftance, 
You  $111  muft  be  obdurate. 

Mont.  If  it  be . 
Your  pleafure,  fir,  that  I  fhall  be  unmov'd,  I  will  en 
deavour. 
Mai.  You  muft  fwear  to  be 
Inexorable,  as  you  would  prevent 
The  greateft  mifchkf  to  your  friend,  that  fate 
Could  throw  upon  him. 

Mont.  Well,  I  will  obey  you. 
But  how  the  governor  will  be  anfwer'd,  yet,. 
And  'tis  material,  is  not  coniidered. 

Mai.  Leave  that  to  me.     I'll  prefently  give  order 
How  you  fhall  furprize  her  £  be  not  frighted  witlv 
Her  exclamations. 

Mont.  Be  you  conftant  to 
Your  refolution,  I  will  not  fail 

In  what  concerns  my  part.  \ 

MaL  Be  ever  bleffed  for't*  [Exeunt* 
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Aft.  IV.    Seen.  II. 

Enter  Beaufort  jun.  Chamont,  honour. 

* 

Cham.  ^^T  OT  to  be  fpoke  with,  fay  you  ? 
J  ^l    Beauf.  jun.  No. 

han.  Nor  you 
Admitted  to  have  conference  with  her  ? 

Beauf  jun.  Neither, 
His  doors  are  fail  lock'd  up,  and  folitude 
Dwells  round  about  'em,  no  accefs  allow'd 
To  friend  or  enemy,  but 

Cham.  Nay  be  not  mov'd,  fir, 
Let  his  pafiion  work,  and  like  a  hot-rein'd  horfe 
'Twill  quickly  tire  itfelf. 

Beauf.  jun.  Or  in  his  death, 
Which  for  her  fake  till  now  I  have  forborn, 
I  will  revenge  the  injury  he  hath  done 
To  my  true  and  lawful  love. 

Lan.  How  does  your  father 
The  governor  relifh  it  ? 

Beauf  jun.  Troth  he  never  had 
Affection  to  the  match :  yet  in  his  pity 
To  me,  he's  gone  in  perfon  to  his  houfe ; 
Nor  will  he  be  denied,  and  if  he  find  not 
Strong  and  fair  reafons,  Malefort  will  hear  from  him 
In  a  kind  he  does  not  look  for 

Cham.  In  the  mean  time, 
Pray  you,  put  on  cheerful  looks.  [Enter  Montaigml 

Beauf.  jun.  Mine  fuit  my  fortune . 

han.  O  !  here's  Montaigne. 

Mont.  I  never  could  have  met  yoa 
More  opportunely.     I'll  not  ftale  the  jell 
By  my  relation :  but  if  you  will  look  on 
The  malcontent  Belgard,  newly  rigg'd  up, 
With  the  train  that  follows  him^  'twill  be  an  objeft 
[Worthy  of  your  noting. 

i  Beauf* 
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Beauf.jun.  Look  you  the  comedy 
Make  good  the  prologue,  or  the  fcorn  will  dwell 
Upon  yourfelf. 

Mont.  I'll  hazard  that ;  obferve  now. 

Wenches,  Nay,  captain,  glorious  captain  ! 

Enter  Belgard  in  a  gallant  habit ;  ftays  at  the  dovr* 
nvith  his  ftvofd  drawn ;  federal  voices  <within+ 

Belg.  Fall  back,  rafcals, 
Do  you  make  an  owl  of  me  ?  this  day  I  will 
Receive  no  more  petitions, 
Here  are  bills  of  all  occafions,  and  all  iizes  ! 
If  this  be  the  pleafure  of  a  rich  fuit,  would  I  were 
Again  in  my  huff-jerkin,  or  my  armour, 
Then  I  walk'd  fecurely  by  my  creditors  nofes, 
And  not  a  dog  mark'd  me,  every  officer  fhun'd  me^ 
And  not  one  loufy  prifon  would  receive  me  ; 
But  now,  as  the  ballad  fays,  I  am  turn'd  gallant, 
There  does  not  live  that  thing  I  owe  a  foufe  to, 
But  does  torment  me.     A  faithful  cobler  told  me 
With  his  awl  in  his  hand,  I  was  behind  hand  with  him 
For  fetting  me  upright,  and  bid  me  look  to  myfelf. 
A  fempftrefs  too  that  traded  but  in  focks, 
Swore  fhe  would  fet  a  ferjeant  on  my  back 
For  a  borrowed  fhirt :  my  pay,  and  the  benevolence 
The  governor  and  the  ftates  bellowed  upon  me, 
The  city-cormorants,  my  money -mongers, 
Have  fwallow*d  down  already  ;  they  were  furasj 
I  grant,  but  that  I  mould  be  fuch  a  fool 
Againfl  my  oath,  being  a  cafhier'd  captain, 
To  pay  debts,  tho'  grown  up  to  one  and  twenty  j> 
Defer ves  more  reprehenfion,  in  my  judgment, 
Than  a  mop -keeper  or  a  lawyer  that  lends  money 
In  a  long  dead  vacation. 

Mont.  How  do  you  like 
His  meditation  ? 

Cham.  Peace,  let  him  proceed. 

Belg.  I  cannot  go  on  the  fcore  for  frame, 
And  where  fhall  I  begin  to  pawn  ?  Ay  marry, 
That  is  confider'd  timely.    I  paid  for 
This  train  of  your's,  dame  Eftridge,  fourteen  crowns, 

And 
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And  yet  it  is  fo  light,  'twill  hardly  pafs 
For  a  tavern  reckoning,  unlefs  it  be 
To  fave  the  charge  of  painting,  naiPd  on  a  poft: 
For  the  fign  of  the  feathers.    Pox  upon  the  fafliion^ 
That  a  captain  cannot  think  himfelf  a  captain, 
If  he  wear  not  this  like  a  fore-horfe  ;  yet  it  is  not- 
Staple  commodity,  thefe  are  perfum'd  too, 
Of  the  Roman  wafh,  and  yet  a  ftale  red  herring 
Would  fill  the  belly  better,  and  hurt  the  head  lefs  : 
And  this  is  Venice  gold,  would  I  had  it  again 
In  French  crowns  in  my  pocket.     O  you  commanders* 
That,  like  me,  have  no  dead  pays,  nor  can  couzen 
The  commiffary  at  a  mufter,  let  me  ftand 
For  an  example  to  you,  as  you  would 
Enjoy  your  privileges  :  videlicet, 
To  pay  your  debts,  and  take  your  lechery  gratis; 
To  have  your  iffue  warm'd  by  others  fires  ; 
To  be  often  drunk,  and  fwear,  yet  pay  no  forfeit 
To  the  poor,  but  when  you  fhare  with  one  another,, 
Witn  all  your  other  choice  immunities  : 
Only  of  this  I  ferioufly  advife  you, 
Let  courtiers  trip  like  courtiers, 
And  your  lords  of  dirt  and  dung-hills  mete 
Their  woods  and  acres,  in  velvets,  iattins,  tiffaeSy 
But  keep  you  conflant  to  cloth  and  fhamois. 

Mont.  Have  you  heard  of  fuch  a  penitent  homily  t 
Belg.  I  am  itudying  now 
Where  I  mail  hide  myfelf  till  the  rumor  of 
My  wealth  and  bravery  vanifh:  kt  me  fee,. 
There's  a  kind  of  vaulting  houfe  not  far  off,, 
Where  I  usTd  to  fpend  my  afternoons,  among 
Suburb  fhe-gamefters  ;  and  yet,  now  I  think  on't, 
I  have  crack'd  a  ring  or  two  there,  which  they  made 

Others  to  folder,  no.. 

Enter  a  Bawd  and  two  Wenches,  with  two  children. . 
I .  Wench.  O,  have  we  fpy'd  you? 
Bawd.  Upon  him  without  ceremony,,  now's  the  tims 
While  he  is  in  the  paying  vein. 

z.  Wench*  Save  you*  brave  captain* 

-  "  JBea&fi, 
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Beauf.  jun.  'Slight,   how  he  ftares  !    they  are  worfe 

than  fhe-wolves  to  him. 
Belg.  Shame  me  not  in  the  ftreets,  I  was  coming  to 

you. 

1 .  Wench.  O  fir,  you  may  in  publick  pay  for  the  fidling 
You  had  in  private. 

2.  Wench.  We  hear  you  are  full  of  crowns,  fir, 

1.  Wench.    And   therefore  knowing  you  are  ope&* 

handed, 
Before  all  be  deftroyed,  I'll  put  you  in  mind,  fir* 
Of  your  young  heir  here. 

2.  Wench.  Here's  a  fecond,  fir, 
That  looks  for  a  child's  portion. 

Bawd.  There  are  reckonings 
For  mufkadine  and  eggs  too,  muft  be  thought  on* 

1 .  Wench.  We  have  not  been  hafty,  fir. 
Bawd.  But  ftaid  your  leifure  ; 

But  now  you  are  ripe  and  loaden  with  fruit. 

2.  Wench.  rTis  fit  you  fhould  be  pull'd ;  here's  3 

boy,  fir, 
Pray  you  kifs  him,  'tis  your  own,  fir. 

1 .  Wench.  Nay,  bufs  this  firft, 
It  hath  juft  your  eyes,  and  fuch  a  promifing  nofe, 
That  if  the  fign  deceive  me  not,  in  time 
'Twill  prove  a  notable  linker,  like  his  father. 

Belg.  And  yet  you  laid  it  to  another. 

1.  Wench.  True, 

While  you  were  poor,  and  it  was  policy; 

But  fhe  that  has  variety  of  fathers, 

And  makes  not  choice  of  him  that  can  maintain  it. 

Ne'er  ftudied  Ariflotle's  problems. 

Lan.  A  fmart -quean. 

Belg.  Why,  brachs,  will  you  worry  me  ? 

2.  Wench.  No,  but  eafe  you 

Of  your  golden  burden,  the  heavy  carriage  may 
Bring  you  to  a  fweating  licknefs. 

Belg.  Very  likely, 
1  foam  all  o'er  already. 

I.  Wench,  Will  you  come  off,  fix? 
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Belg.  Would  I  had  ne'er  come  on :    hear  me  witk 
patience, 
Or  I  will  anger  you.     Go  to,  you  know  me, 
And  do  not  vex  me  farther  :  by  my  fins, 
And  your  difeafes,  which  are  certain  truths, 
Whatever  you  think,  I  am  not  mailer  at 
This  inftant  of  a  livre. 

2.  Wench.  What!  and  in 
Such  a  glorious  fuit  ? 

Belg.  The  liker,  wretched  things^ 
To  have  no  money. 

Bawd,  You  may  pawn  your  clothes,  fir. 

1 .  Wench.  Will  you  fee  your  iffue  ftarve.  ? 

2.  Wench.  Or  the  mothers  beg  ? 

Belg.  Why',  you  unconfcionable  ftrumpets,  would  you 
have  me 
Transform  my  hat  to  double  clouts  and  biggins  ? 
My  corfelet  to  a  cradle  ?  or  my  belt 
To  fwaddle-bands  ?  or  turn  my  cloak  to  blankets  ? 
Or  to  fell  my  fword  and  fpurs  for  foap  and  candles  ? 
Have  you  no  mercy  ?  what  a  chargeable  devil 
We  carry  in  our  breeches  ? 

Beau/,  jun.  Now  'tis  time 
To  fetch  him  off. 

Enter  Beaufort  ft  trior. 

Mont.  Your  father  does  it  for  us. 

Bawd.  The  governor ! 

Beauf  Jen.   What  are  thefe  ? 

1.  Wench.  And  it  like  your  lordfhip, 
Very  poorfpinfters. 

Banjod.  I  am  his  nurfeandlaundrefs, 

Belg.  You  have  nurs'd  and  launder'd  me  !    hell  tak? 
you  for  it. 
Vanifh. 

Cham.  Do,  do,  and  talk  with  him  hereafter, 

1.  Wench,  'lis  our  beil  courfe. 

2.  Wench.  We'll  find  a  time  to  fit  him. 

[Exit  Bawd  and  Whonfi 
Becuf.  fen.  Why  in  thia  heat,  Belgarjd? 

Belg,  You  are  the  caufe  oft. 

JSeauf 
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Beauf  fen.  Who,  I  ? 

Belg.  Yes,  your  pied  livery,  and  your  gold 
Draw  thefe  vexations  on  me  ;  pray  you  ftrip  me, 
And  let  me  be  as  I  was  :  I  will  not  lofe 
The  pleasures  and  the  freedom  which  I  had 
In  my  certain  poverty,  for  all  the  wealth 
Fair  France  is  proud  of. 

Beauf.  fen.  We  at  better  leifure 
Will  learn  the  caufe  of  this. 

Beauf.  jun.  What  anfwer,  fir, 
From  the  admiral  ?  \ 

Beauf.  fen.  None  \  his  daughter  is  remov'd 
To  the  fort  of  Montrevile,  and  he  himfelf 
In  perfon  fled,  but  where,  is  not  difcover'd : 
I  could  tell  you  wonders,  but  the  time  denies  me 
Fit  liberty.     In  a  word,  let  it  fuifice, 
The  power  of  our  great  mailer  is  contemnM, 
The  facred  laws  of  God  and  man  profan'd, 
And  if  I  fit  down  with  this  injury, 
I  am  unworthy  of  my  place,  and  thou 
Of  my  acknowledgment :  draw  up  all  the  troops, 
As  I  go,  I  will  inftrucl:  you  to  what  purpofe. 
Such  as  have  power  to  puniih,  and  yetfpare 
From  fear,  or  from  connivance,  others  ill, 
Though  not  in  act,  affifi  them  in  their  will.        \Exeuntl 
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Montrtville,   Tbeocrzne,  Servants. 

Mont,  \\  Ind  them,  and  gag  their  m.ouths  fure,  I  alone 
i)  Will  be  your  convoy. 

1.  Worn.  Madam. 

2.  Worn,  Deareft  lady. 

Fog.  Let  me  fight  for  my  miftrefs, 

Serv't 
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Ser<v.  vTis  in  vain, 
Little  cockerell  of  the  kind. 

Mont.  Away  with  them, 
And  do  as  I  command  you.  [Exeunt  Servants, 

Tbeo.  Montrevile,  P#ge>  Women. 

You  are  my  father's  friend,  nay,  more  a  foldier, 
And  if  a  right  one,  as  I  hope  to  find  you, 
Though  in  a  lawful  war  you  had  furpriz'd 
A  city,  that  bow'd  humbly  to  your  pleafure, 
In  honour  you  ftand  bound  to  guard  a  virgin 
From  violence  ;  but  in  a  free  eftate, 
Of  which  you  are  a  limb,  to  do  a  wrong 
Which  noble  enemies  never  confent  to, 
Is  fuch  an  infolence. 

Mont.  How  her  heart  beats ! 
Much  like  a  partridge  in  a  fpar-hawk's  foot, 
That  with  a  panting  filence  does  lament 
The  fate  fhe  cannot  flie  from  ! — Sweet,  take  comfort, 
You  are  fafe,  and  nothing  is  intended  to  you 
But  love  and  fervice. 

Tbeo.  They  came  never  cloath'd 
In  force  and  outrage.  Upon  what  affurance 
( Remembering  only  that  my  father  lives, 
Who  will  not  tamely  fuffer  the  difgrace) 
Have  you  prefum'd  to  hurry  me  from  this  houfe, 
And  as  I  were  not  worth  the  waiting  on, 
To  fnatch  me  from  the  duty  and  attendance 
Of  my  poor  fervants  ? 

Mont.  Let  not  that  afflict  you, 
You  mall  not  want  obfervance,  I  will  be 
Your  page,  your  woman,  paraiite,  orfool. 
Or  any  other  property,  provided 
You  anfwer  my  affection. 

Tbeo.  In  what  kind  ? 

Mont.  As  you  have  done  young  Beaufort's. 

Tbeo.  How? 

Mont.  So,  lady  ; 

Or,  if  the  name  of  wife  appear  a  yoke 

Too  heavy  for  your  tender  neck,  fo  I 

Enjoy 
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Enjoy  you  as  a  private  friend,  or  millrefs, 
'Twill  be  fufficient. 

Theo.  BleiTed  angels  guard  me  ! 
What  frontlefs  impudence  is  this  ?    What  devil 
Hath  to  thy  certain  ruin  tempted  thee 
To  offer  me  this  motion  ?  by  my  hopes 
Of  after  joys,  fubmiiSon  nor  repentance 
Shall  expiate  this  foul  intent. 

Mont.  Intent? 
'Tis  more,  I'll  make  it  aft. 

Theoc,  Ribald,  thou  dareft  not,  ', 

And  if  (with  a  fever  to  thy  foul) 
Thou  but  confider  that  I  have  a  father, 
And  fuch  a  father,  as  when  this  arrives  at 
His  knowledge,  as  it  ihall,  the  terror  of 
His  vengeance,  which  as  fure  as  fate  mull  follow, 
Will  make  thee  curfe  the  hour  in  which  lull  taught  thee 
To  nourifh  thefe  bafe  hopes  :  and  'tis  my  wonder 
Thou  dareft  forget  how  tender  he  is  of  me, 
And  that  each  madovv  of  wrong  done  to  me 
Will  raife  in  him  a  tempeft  not  to  be 
But  with  thy  heart-blood  calm'd  :  this  when  I  fee  him* 

Mont,  As  thou  ihalt  never. 

Theoc,  Wilt  thou  murder  me  ? 

Mont.  No,  no,  'tis  otherwife  determin'd,  fool. 
The  mailer  which  in  paflion  kills  his  flave 
That  may  be  ufeful  to  him,  does  himfelf 
The  injury  :  Know,  thou  moll  wretched  creature, 
That  father  thou  prefum'll  upon,  that  father, 
That  when  I  fought  thee  in  a  noble  way, 
Deny'd  thee  to  me,  fancying  in  his  hope 
A  higher  match  from  his  excefs  of  dotage, 
Hath  in  his  bowels  kindled  fuch  a  flame 
Of  impious  moft  unnatural  lull, 
That  now  he  fears  his  furious  defires 
May  force  him  to  do  that  he  lhakes  to  think  on- 

Theoc.  O  me  moll  wretched ! 

Mont.  Never  hope  again 
To  blall  him  with  thofe  eyes,  their  golden  beams 
Are  unto  him  arrows  of  death  and  hell, 
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But  unto  me  divine  artillery. 

And  therefore  fince  what  1  fo  long  in  vain 

Purfu'd,  is  ofFer'd  to  me,  and  by  him 

Given  up  to  my  pofTeffion  :  do  not  flatter 

Thyfelf  with  an  imaginary  hope, 

But  that  I'll  take  occafion  by  the  forelock, 

And  make  ufe  of  my  fortune  ;  as  we  walk 

I'll  tell  thee  more. 

fheoc.  I  will  not  ftir. 

Montr.  I'll  force  thee. 

Iheoc.  Help!  help! 

Montr.   In  vain. 

Tbeoc.  In  me  my  brother's  blood 
Is  punihYd  at  the  height, 

Montr.  The  coach  there. 

Theoc.   Dear  fir. 
\     Montr.  Tears,  curfes,  prayers,  are  alike  to  me ; 
I  can,  and  mull  enjoy  my  prefent  pleafure, 
And  ihafl  take  time  to  mourn  for  it  at  leifure.  [£#;/*» 

Ad.  V.     Seen,  z. 

Enter  Malefort,  folus* 

Male/.  T  Have  play'd  the  fool,  the  grofs  fool,  to  believe 

/     The  bofom  of  a  friend  will  hold  a  fecret 
Mine  own  could  not  contain  ;  and  my  induftry 
In  taking  liberty  from  my  innocent  daughter, 
Out  of  falfe  hopes  cf  freedom  to  myfelf, 
Is  in  the  little  help  it  yields  me,  punifh'd. 
She's  abfent,  but  I  have  her  figure  here, 
And  every  grace,  and  rarity  about  her, 
Are,  by  the  pencil  of  my  memory, 
In  living  colours  painted  on  my  heart. 
My  fires  too,  a  fhort  interim  clos'd  up, 
Break  out  with  greater  fury.     Why  was  I, 

Since 
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Since  *twas  my  fate,  -and  not  to  be  declined, 

In  this  fo  tender-confcienc'd  ?  fay  I  had 

Injoy'd  what  I  defied,  what  had  it  been 

But  inceft  f  and  there's  fomething  here  that  tells  me, 

I  Hand  accountable  for  greater  fins, 

I  never  check'd  at :  neither  had  the  crime 

Wanted  a  prefident.     I  have  read  in  ftory, 

Thofe  firft  great  hero's  that  for  their  brave  deeds 

Were  in  the  world's  firft  infancy  ftil'd  gods, 

Freely  enjoy'd  what  I  deny'd  myfelf. 

Old  Saturn,  in  the  golden  age,  embraced 

His  filler  Ops,  and  in  the  fame  degree 

The  Thunderer  Juno,  Neptune  Thetis,  and 

By  their  example,  after  the  firft  deluge, 

Deucalion  Pirrha*     Univerfal  nature, 

As  every  day  'tis  evident,  allows  it 

To  creatures  of  all  kinds.     The  gallant  horfe 

Covers  the  mare  to  which  he  was  the  fire  : 

The  bird,  with  fertile  feed  gives  new  encreafe 

To  her  that  hatch'd  him.   Why  fhould  envious  man  theft 

Brand  that  clofe  ad,  which  adds  proximity 

To  what's  mod:  near  him,  with  the  abhorred  title 

Of  inceft  ?  or  our  later  laws  forbid 

What  by  the  firft  was  granted  ?  Let  old  men 

That  are  not  capable  of  thefe  delights, 

And  folemn  fuperftitious  fools  prefcribe 

Rules  to  fhemfelves,  I  will  not  curb  my  freedom, 

But  conftantly  go  on,  with  this  afTurance, 

I  but  walk  in  a  path  which  greater  men 

Have  trod  before  me. Ha,  this  is  the  fort. 

Open  the  gate.     Within  there,     [Enter  t<wofddkrtnuith 

1.  Sold.  With  your  pardon^  muskets-. 
We  muft  forbid  you  entrance. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

2.  Sold.  Perfe&ly,  my  lord. 
Mai.  I  am  this  captain's  friend. 

1 .  Sold.  It  may  be  fo ;  but  'till  we  know  his  pleafure 
You  muft  excufe  us. 

z.  Sold.  We'll  acquaint  him  with 
Your  waiting  here. 

Mont 
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Mont.  Waiting !  flave,  he  was  ever 
By  me  commanded. 

i .  Sold.  As  we  are  by  him, 

Mont.  So  punctual !  pray  you  then  in  my  name  intreat 
His  prefence. 

2.  Sold.  That  we  fhall  do.  {Exeunt  foldiers* 

Mai.  I  muft  ufe 
Some  flrange  perfuafions  to  work  him  to 
Deliver  her,  and  to  forget  the  vows, 
And  horrid  oaths  I  in  my  madnefs  made  him. 
Talk  to  the  contrary,  and  may  I  get  her 
Once  more  in  my  poffeffion,  I  will  bear  her 
Into  feme  clofe  cave,  or  defert,  where  we'll  end 
Our  lufts  and  lives  together. 

Enter  Montre<vile  and  faldiers, 

Mont.  Fail  not,  on  \ 

The  forfeit  of  your  lives,  to  execute 
LWhat  I  commanded. 

Mai.  Moritrevile,  how  is't  friend  > 

Mont.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  wear  fuch  chearful  looks* 
The  world's  well  alter'd. 

Mai.  Yes,  I  thank  my  ftars ; 
But  methinks  thou  art  troubled* 

Mont.  Some  light  crofs, 
But  of  no  moment. 

Mai.  So  I  hope  :  beware 
Of  fad  and  impious  thoughts,  you  know  howfiflf 
They  wrought  on  me. 

Mont.  No  fuch  come  near  me,  fir. 
I  have  like  you  no  daughter,  and  much  wifh 
You  never  had  been  curs'd  with  one. 

Ma.  Who,  I? 
Thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  am  mod  happy  in  her. 

Mont.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Mai.  My  inceftuous  fires 
Towards  her  are  quite  burnt  out,  I  love  her  now 
As  a  father,  and  no  farther. 

Mont.  Fix  there  then 

Your  conftant  peace,  and  do  not  try  a  fecond 

Temptation  from  her, 

Mai 
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Mai.  Yes,  friend,  though  fhe  were 
By  millions  of  degrees  more  excellent 
In  her  perfections ;  nay,  tho'  fhe  could  borrow 
A  form  angelical  to  take  my  frailty, 
It  would  not  do  :  and  therefore,  Montrevile 
(My  chief  delight  next  her)  I  come  to  tell  thee, 
The  governor  and  I  are  reconcil'd, 
And  I  confirm'd,  and  with  all  poflible  fpeed, 
To  make  large  fatisfa&ion  to  young  Beaufort, 
And  her  whom  I  have  fo  much  wronged  j  and  for 
Thy  trouble  in  her  cuftody,  of  which 
I'll  now  difcharge  thee,  there  is  nothing  in 
My  nerves  or  fortunes,  but  lhall  ever  be 
At  thy  devotion. 

Montr.  You  promife  fairly, 
Nor  doubt  I  the  performance  ;  yet  I  would  not 
Hereafter  be  reported,  to  have  been 
The  principal  occafion  of  your  falling 
Into  a  relapfe  :  or  but  fuppofe  out  of 
The  eafinefs  of  my  nature,  and  afiurance 
You  are  firm,  and  can  hold  out,  I  could  confent  J 
You  needs  mull  know  there  are  fo  many  lets 
That  make  againfl  it,  that  it  is  my  wonder 
You  offer  me  the  motion,  having  bound  me 
With  oaths  and  imprecations,  on  no  terms,  | 
Reafons,  or  arguments,  you  could  propofe, 
I  ever  fhould  admit  you  to  her  fight, 
Much  lefs  reftore  her  to  you. 

Male.  Are  we  foldiers,  and  Hand  on  oaths  I 

Montr.  'Tis  beyond  my  knowledge 
In  what  we  are  more  worthy,  than  in  keeping 
Our  words,  much  more  our  vows. 

Male/.  Heaven  pardon  all. 
How  many  thoufands  in  our  heat  of  wine, 
Quarrels  and  play,  and  in  our  younger  days 
(In  private,  I  may  fay)  between  ourfelves 
In  points  of  love,  have  we  to  anfwer  for, 
Should  we  be  fcrupulous  that  way ! 

Montr.  You  fay  well, 
And  very  aptly  call  to  memory 
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Two  oaths  againft  all  ties  and  rights  of  friendfhip 
Broken  by  you  to  me. 

Malef.  No  more  of  that. 

Montr.  Yes,  'tis  material,  and  to  the  purpofe  : 
The  firft  (and  think  upon't)  was,  when  I  brought  you 
As  a  vifitant  to  my  miftrefs,  then  the  mother 
Of  this  fame  daughter,  whom,  with  dreadful  words* 
Too  hideous  to  remember,  you  fwore  deeply, 
For  my  fake,  never  to  attempt ;  yet  then, 
Then,  when  you  had  a  fweet  wife  of  your  own, 
I  know  not  with  what  arts,  philtres,  and  charms, 
(Unlefs  in  wealth  and  fame  you  were  above  me) 
You  won  her  from  me,  and  her  grant  obtain'd, 
A  marriage  with  the  fecond  waited  on 
The  burial  of  the  firft,  (that  to  the  world 
Brought  your  dead  fon)  this  I  fate  tamely  down  by* 
Wanting,  indeed,  occafion  and  power 
To  be  at  the  height  revenged. 

Male/.  Yet  this  you  feem'd 
Freely  to  pardon. 

Montr.  As  perhaps  I  did. 
Your  daughter  Theocrine  growing  ripe, 
(Her  mother  too  deceas'd)  and  fit  for  marriage, 
I  was  a  fuitor  for  her,  had  your  word 
Upon  your  honour,  and  our  friendfhip  made 
Authentical,  and  ratified  with  an  oath, 
She  fhould  be  mine^  but  vows  with  you  being  like 
To  your  religion,  a  nofe  of  wax, 
To  be  turn'd  every  way,  that  very  day 
The  governor's  fon  but  making  his  approaches 
Of  courtfhipto  her,  the  wind  of  your  ambition 
For  her  advancement,  fcatter'd  the  thin  fand 
In  whkh  you  wrote  your  full  confent  to  me, 
And  drew  you  to  his  party.     What  hath  pafs'd  fince* 
You  bear  a  regifter  in  your  own  bofom 
That  can  at  large  inform  you. 

Malef  Montrevile, 
I  do  confefs  all  that  you  charge  me  with 
To  be  ftrong  truth,  and  that  I  bring  a  caufc 
Mcfl  mifcrably  guilty,  and  acknowledge, 

That 
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That  though  your  goodnefs  made  me  mine  own  judge, 

I  mould  not  fhew  the  leaft  compaffion, 

Or  mercy  to  myfelf.     O,  let  not  yet 

My  foulnefs  taint  your  purenefs,  or  myfallhood 

Divert  the  torrent  of  your  loyal  faith. 

My  ills,  if  not  return' d  by  you,  will  add 

Luftre  to  your  much  good,,  and  to  o'ercome 

With  noble  fufferance,  will  exprefs  your  ilrength, 

And  triumph  o'er  my  weaknefs.     If  you  pleafe  too* 

My  black  deeds  being  only  known  to  you, 

And  in  furrend'ring  up  my  daughter,-  buried: 

You  not  alone  make  me  your  flave  (for  I, 

At  no  part,  do  deferve  the  name  of  friend) 

But  in  your  own  breaft  raife  a  monument 

Of  pity  to  a  wretqh,  on  whom  with  juftice 

You  may  exprefs* all  Cruelty. 

Mont..  You  much  move  me. 

MaL  O  that  I  could  but  hope  it !  to  revenge 
An  injury  is  proper  to  the  wifhes 
Of  feeble  women,  that  want  ftrength  to  acl  it : 
But  to  have  power  to  punifh,  and  yet  pardon, 
Peculiar  to  Princes.     See  thefe  knees, 
That  have  been  ever  ftifF  to  bend  to  heaven, 
To  you  are  fupple.     Is  there  aught  beyond  this 
That  may  fpeak  my  fubmifiion  ?  Or  can  pride. 
(Though  I  well  know  it  is  a  itranger  to  you) 
Delire  a  feaft  of  more  humility 
To  kill  her  growing  appetite  ? 

Mont.  I  requir'd  not 
To  be  fought  to  this  poor  way,  yet  'tis  fo  far 
A  kind  of  fatisfaclion,  that  I  will 
Difpenfe  a  little  with  thofe  ferious  oaths 
You  made  me  take  :  your  daughter  mail  come  to  you, 
I  will  not  fay  as  you  delivered  her, 
But  as  fhe  is,  you  may  difpofe  of  her 
As  you  Ihall  think  moil  requifite.  \Exit  Montfehtfte* 

MaL  His  laft  words  are  riddles  to  me. 
Here  the  lion's  force 

Would  have  prov'd  ufelefs,  and  againft  my  nature 
Compell'd  me,  from  the  crocodile,  to  borrow 
'     Vol,    VIII.  O  Her 
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Hei*  Counterfeit  tears  ;  there's  now  no  turning  backWafrci$, 
May  I  but  quench  thefe  fires  that  rage  within  me, 
And  fall  what  can  fall,  I  am  a'rm'd  to  bear  it. 

2.  So/ J.  You  mull  be  packing. 

[The  foldiers  thru  ft  forth  Theocrine  >  het* 
garments  loofe,  her  hair  diJkeveFd* 

Theo,  Hath  he  rbbb'd  me  of 
Mine  honour,  and  denies  me  riow  a  room 
To  hide  my  fhame  ? 

2.  Sold,  My  lord  the  admiral 
Attends  your  ladyfhip. 

i.  Sold,  Clofe  the  port,  and  leave^em.  [Exeunt foldiers^ 

Mai,  Ha!  who  is  this?  how  alter'd!  how deform'd? 
-It  cannot  be.    ,  And  yet  this  creature  has 
A  kind  of  a  refemblanee  to  my  daughter, 
My  Theocrine  !  but  as  different 
From  that  (he  was,  as  bodies  dead  are  in 
Their  bell  perfections,  from  what  they  were 
When  they  had  life  and  motion. 

Theo.  'Tis  moft  true,  fir, 
I  am  dead,  indeed,  to  all  but  mifery. 
O  come  not  near  me,  fir,  I  am  infectious, 
To  look  on  me  at  a  diftance  is  as  dangerous* 
As  from  a  pinnacle's  cloud -kiffmg  fpire, 
With  giddy  eyes  to  view  the  fteep  defcent '% 
But  to  acknowledge  me,  a  certain  ruin. 
O,  fir. 

MaL  Speak,  Theocrine,  force  me  not 
To  farther  queftion,  my  fears  already 
Have  choak'd  my  vital  fpirits. 

Theo,  Pray  you  turn  away 
Your  face  and  hear  me,  and  with  my  laft  breath 
Give  me  leave  to  accufe  you.     What  offence 
From  my  firffc  infancy  did  I  commit, 
That  for  a  punifhmerit  you  mould  give  up 
My  virgin  chaftity  to  the  treacherous  guard 
Of  goatifh  Montrevile  ? 
'    Mai.  What  hath  he  done  ? 

Theo*  AbusM  me,  fir,  by  violence,  and  this  toW, 
f  cannot  live  to  fpeak  more ;  may  the  "caufg 

la 
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In  you  find  pardon;  bat  the  {peeding  curfe 
6f  a  ravifh'd  maid  fall  heavy,  heavy  on  him : 
Beaufort,  my  lawful  love,  farewel  for  ever.       [She  dies. 
Malefi  Take  not  thy  flight  fo  foon,  immaculate  fpirit* 
'Tis  fled  already,  how  the  innocent 
As  in  a  gentle  flumber  pafs  away  f 
But  to  cut  off  the  knotty  thread  of  life 
Jn  guilty  men,  mull  force  item  Atropos 
To  ufe  her  fharp  knife  often.     I  would  help 
The  edge  of  her's  with  the  fharp  point  of  mine^ 
But  that  I  dare  not  die,  'till  I  have  rent 
This  dog's  heart  piecemeal.     O  that  I  had  wings 
To  fcale  thefe  walls,  or  that  my  hands  were  cannons 
To  bore  their  flinty  fides,  that!  might  bring 
The  villain  in  the  reach  of  my  good  fword, 
The  Turkifh  empire,  offer'd  for  his  ranfom, 
Should  not  redeem  his  life.     O  that  my  voice 
Were  loud  as  thunder,  and  with  horrid  founds 
Might  force  a  dreadful  paffage  to  his  ears, 
And  through  them  reach  his  foul !  Libidinous  monfler^ 
Foul  ravifher,  as  thou  durft  do  a  deed 
Which  forced  the  fun  to  hide  his  glorious  face 
Behind  a  fable  mafque  of  clouds,  appear, 
And  as  a  man  defend  it,  or  like  me 
Shew  fome  compunction  for  it. 

[Montrewile  above?  the  curtain  fuddenly  draivn^ 
Montr.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Makf.  Is  this  an  object  to  raife  mirth? 
Montr.  Yes,  yes. 
Malef.  My  daughter's  dead* 
Mont.  Thou  hadft  befl  follow  her, 
Or  if  thou  art  the"  thing  thou  art  reported, 
Thou  fhouldft  have  led  the  way.     Do,  tear  thy  hair 
Like  a  village  nurfe,  and  mourn  while  I  laugh  at  thee. 
Be  but  a  juft  examiner  of  thy  felf, 
And  in  an  equal  balance  poife  the  nothing, 
Or  little  mifchief  I  have  done,  compar'd 
With  the  ponderous  weight  of  thine,  and  how  canft  thotf 
Accufe  or  argue  with  me  ?  Mine  was  a  rape, 
And  ihe  being  in  a  kind  contracted  to  me, 

O  z  Tfes 
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The  fact  may  challenge  fome  qualification  : 
But  thy  intent  made  nature's  felf  run  backward, 
And  done,  had  caus'd  an  earthquake. 

1 .  Sold.  Captain.  \Afoldier  above. 
Montr.   Ha. 

2 .  Sold.  Our  out-works  are  furpriz'd,  the  centinel  flain, 
The  corps -du- guard  defeated  too. 

Montr.  By  whom  ? 

i.  Sold.  The  fudden  florm  and  darknefs  of  the  night 
Forbids  the  knowledge  ;  make  up  fpeedily, 
Or  all  is  loft. 

Montr.  In  the  devil's  name,  whence  comes  this ! 

Mai.  Do,  do,  rage  on  ;  rend  open,  JEo\us,[They  defend. 
Thy  brazen  prifon,  and  let  loofe  at  once        .    [A form. 
Thy  ilormy  ifiue.    Bluft'ring  Boreas,     s 
Aided  with  all  the  gales  the  pilot  numbers 
Upon  his  compafs,  cannot  raife  a  tempefl 
Through  the  vaft  region  of  the  air,  like  that 
I  feel  within  me  :  for  I  am  poiTefs'd 
With  whirl-winds,  and  each  guilty  thought  to  me  is 
A  dreadful  hurricane  ;  although  this  center 
Labour  to  bring  forth  earthquake,  and  hell  open 
Her  wide-ltretch.'d  jaws,  and  let  out  all  her  furies, 
They  cannot  add  an  atom  to  the  mountain 
Of  fears  and  terrors  that  each  minute  threaten 
To  fall  on  my  accurfed  head.     Ha,  is't  fancy  ? 
Enter  the  ghojt  of  young  Malefort,  naked  from  the  ivaijl, 

full  of  wounds^  leading   in  the  Jhadonjj  of  a  lady,  her 

face  leprous. 
Or  hath  hell  heard  me,  and  makes  proof  if  I 
Dare  fland  the  trial  \  yes,  I  do,  and  now 
I  view  thefe  apparitions,  I  feel 

I  once  did  know  the  fuhitances,     For  what  come  you  ? 
Are  you  aerial  forms  deprived  of  language, 
And  fo  deny'd  to  tell  me,  that  by  figns 
You  bid  me  a2$  here  of  inyfelf  ?  'tis  fo, 

[The  ghofts  ufe  federal gefl.ures* 
And  there  is  fomethino;  here  makes  anfwer  for  you , 
You  come  to  launce  my  fear'd-up  comcience  ?  yes, 
And  to  inftruft  .me,  that  thofe  thunderbolts, 

That . 
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That  hurl'd  me  headlong  from  the  height  of  glory, 
Wealth,  honours,  worldly  happinefs,  were  forg"d 
Upon  the  anvil,  of  my  impious  wrongs 
And  cruelty  to  you.    I  do  confefs  it ; 
And  that  my  luft  compelling  me  to  make  way 
For  a  fecond  wife,  I  poifon'd  thee,  and  that 
The  eaufe  (which  to  the  werld  is  undifcover'd) 
That  forc'd  thee  to  (hake  off  thy  filial  duty 
To  me  thy  father,  had  its  fpring  and  fource 
From  thy  impatience  to  know  thy  mother, 
That  with  all  duty,  and  obedience  ferv'd  me 
(For  now  with  horror  I  acknowledge  it.) 

\Anfwer'dJlill  hy  figris , 
Remov'd  unjuftly :  yet  thou  being  my  fon, 
Were't  not  a  competent  judge  mark'd  out  by  heaven 
For  her  revenger,  which  thy  falling  by 
My  weaker  hand  confirm'd.     'Tis  granted  by  thee. 
Can  any  penance  expiate  my  guilt  ? 
Or  can  repentance  fave  me  ?  They  are  vanifh'd.    {Exeunt 
What's  left  to  do  then  ?  I'll  accufe  my  fate  gh&fts> 

That  did  not  fafhion  me  for  nobler  ufes : 
Or  if  thofe  ftars,  crofs  to  me  in  my  birth, 
Had  not  deny'd  their  profperous  influence  to  it 
With  peace  of  confeience  like  to  innocent  men, 
I  might  have  ceas'd  to  be,  and  not  as  now, 
To  curfe  my  caufe  of  being. 

[He* s  kill* d  with  afiajh  of  lightening* 
Enter  Belgard  with  foldiers. 

Belg.  Here  is  a  night 
To  feafon  my  filks !  Buff-jerkin,  now  I  mifs  thee. 
Thou  haft  endur'd  many  foul  nights,  but  never 
One  like  to  this.  How  fine  my  feather  looks  now  ! 
Juft  like  a  capon's  tail  floPn  out  of  the  pen 
And  hid  in  the  fink ;  and  yet't  had  been  difhonour 
To  have  charg'd  me  without  it.— Wilt  thou  never  ceafe  ? 
Is  the  petarde,  as  I  gave  directions,  faften'd 
On  the  portcullis  ? 

Another  Sold,  It  hath  been  attempted 
By  divers,  but  in  vain, 

O  3  Belg. 
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Belg.  Thefe  are  your  gallants, 
That  at  a  feaft  take  the  firft  place,  poor  X 
Hardly  allow'd  to  follow.    Marry,  in 
Thefe  foolifh  bufineffes  they  are  content 
That  I  fhall  have  precedence  :  I  much  thank 
Their  manners,  or  their  fear.   Second  me,  foldiers^ 
They  have  had  no  time  to  undermine,  or  if 
They  have,  'tis  but  blowing  up,  and  fetching 
A  caper  or  two  in  the  air  ;  and  I  will  do  it, 
Rather  than  blow  my  nails  here. 

Sold.  O  brave  captain  !  \ExeunU 

An  alarum,  noife  and  cries  within,  afiourijh. 
Enter   Beaufort  fen.  Beaufort  jun.  Montaigne,  Chamont% 
Lanour9  Belgard,  Montr  evi/e,  So/dUrs. 

Montr.  Racks  cannot  force  more  from  me  than  I  hav& 
Already  told  you.     I  expect  no  favour, 
I  have  cafT  up  my  accompt. 

Beauf.fen.  lake  you  the  charge 
Of  the  fort,  Belgard,  your  dangers  have  deferv'd  it. 

Belg.  I  thank  your  excellence,  this  will  keep  me  fafe  yef 
From  being  pull'd  by  the  ileeve,  and  bid  remember 
The  thing  I  wot  of. 

Beaufjim.  All  that  have  eyes  to  v/eep, 
Spare  one  tear  with  me.     Theocrine's  dead. 

Montr.  Her  father  too  lies  breathlefs  here,  I  thinkj 
Struck  dead  with  thunder. 

Cham.  'Tis  apparent ;  how 
His  carcafe  fmells ! 

Lan.  His  face  is  alter' d  to 
Another  colour. 

Beauf.jun.  But  here's  one  retains 
Her  native  innocence,  that  never  yet 
CalPd  down  heaven's  anger. 

Beauf.fen.  'Tis  in  vain  to  mourn 
For  what's  pad  help.     We  will  refer,  bad  man, 
Your  fentence  to  the  king  :  may  we  make  ufe  of 
This  great  example,  and  learn  from  it,  that 
There  cannot  be  a  want  of  power  above 
To  punilh  murther,  and  unlawful  love.      [Exeunt  omnesl 
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A6t.  L     Seen.  i. 

Enter  Mathias  in  armour,  Sophia  in  a  riding  fait,  Gwifca$ 
Hilario,  ivith  other  few  ants. 


Mat. 


I N  C  E  we  mufl  part,  Sophia,  to  pafs 

farther 
Is  not   alone  impertinent,  but  dan- 


gerous. 


"We  are  not  diftant  from  the  Turkifh 
camp     . 
Above  five  leagues,  and  who  knows  but  fome  party 
Of  his  Timariots,  that  fcour  the  country, 
May  fall  upon  us  ?  Be  now,  as  thy  name 
Truly  interpreted  hath  ever  fpoke  thee, 
Wife,  and  difcreet,  and  to  thy  underitanding 


Many  thy  conftant  patience. 
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Soph.  You  put  me,  fir, 
To  the  utmoft  trial  of  it* 

Mat.  Nay,  no  melting, 
Since  tire  necemty  that  now  feparates  us, 
We  have  long  fince  difputed,  and  the  reafons 
Forcing  me  to  it,  too  oft  wafh'd  in  tears. 
I  grant  that  you  in  birth  were  far  above  me, 
And  great  men,  my  fuperiors,  rivals  for  you ; 
But  mutual  confent  of  heart,  as  hands 
Join'd  by  true  love,  hath  made  us  one,  and  equal ; 
Nor  is  it  in  me  mere  defire  of  fame, 
Or  to  be  cried  up  by  the  publick  voice 
For  a  brave  foldier,  that  puts  on  my  armour ; 
Such  airy  tumours  take  not  me.     You  know 
How  narrow  our  demeans  are,  and  what's  more* 
Having  as  yet  no  charge  of  children  on  us, 
We  hardly  can  fubfift. 

Soph.  In  you  alone,  fir, 
I  have  all  abundance. 

Mat.  For  my  mind's  content, 
In  your  own  language  I  could  anfwer  you  j 
You  have  been  an  obedient  wife,  a  right  one ; 
And  to  my  power,  tho'  fhort  of  your  defert, 
I  have  been  ever  an  indulgent  hufband. 
We  have  long  enjoyed  the  fweets  of  love,  and  tjio' 
Not  to  fatisfy,  or  loathing,  yet 
We  muft  not  live  fuch  dotards  on  our  pleafugesy 
As  ilill  to  hug  them  to  the  certain  lofs 
Of  profit  and  preferment.     Competent  means 
Maintains  a  quiet  bed,  want  breeds  diffcnfioa 
Even  in  good  women. 

Soph.  Have  you  found  in  me,  fir, 
Any  diftafte,  or  fign  of  difcontent 
For  want  of  what's  fuperfluous  ? 

Mat.  No,  Sophia  ; 
Nor  {halt  thou  ever  have  caufe  to  repent 
Thy  conftant  courfe  in  goodnefs,  if  heaven  blefs 
My  honeft  undertakings.     'Tis  for  thee 
That  I  turn  foldier,  and  put  forth,  deareft, 
Upon  tlxis  fea  of  action  as  a  factor,     . 

To 
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*To  trade  for  rich  materials  to  adorn 

Thy  noble  parts,  and  fhow  'em  in  full  luftre. 

I  blufh  that  other  ladies,  lefs  in  beauty 

And  outward  form,  but  in  the  harmony 

Of  the  foul's  raviming  mufick,  the  fame  age 

Not  to  be  nam'd  with  thee,  mould  fo  outftiine  thee 

In  jewels  and  variety  of  wardrobes ; 

While  you  (to  whofe  fweet  innocence  both  Indies 

Compar'd  are  of  no  value)  wanting  thefe, 

Pafs  unregarded. 

Soph.  If  I  am  fo  rich,  or 
In  your  opinion  fo,  why  mould  you  borrow 
Additions  for  me  ? 

Mat.  Why  ?  I  mould  be  cenfur'd 
Of  ignorance,  pofFeffing  fuch  a  jewel 
Above  all  price,  if  I  forbear  to  give  it 
The  befl  of  ornaments.     Therefore,  Sophia, 
In  few  words  know  my  pleafure,  and  obey  me, 
As  you  have  ever  done.     To  your  difcretion 
I  leave  the  government  of  my  family, 
And  our  poor  fortunes,  and  from  thefe  command 
Obedience  to  you  as  to  myfelf : 
To  the  utmoft  of  what's  mine  live  plentifully  ; 
And  e'er  the  remnant  of  our  ftore  be  fpent, 
With  my  good  fword,  I  hope,  I  fhall  reap  foryou 
A  harvefi  in  fuch  full  abundance,  as 
Shall  make  a  merry  winter. 

Soph.  Since  you  are  not 
To  be  diverted,  fir,  from  what  you  purpofe, 
All  arguments  to  ftay  you  here  are  ufelefs. 
Go  when  you  pleafe,  fir;  eyes,  I  charge  youwalle  not 
One  drop  of  forrow,  look  you  hoard  all  up 
Till  in  my  widowed  bed  I  call  upon  you, 
But  then  be  fure  you  fail  not.     You  blefl  angels, 
Guardians  of  human  life,  I  at  this  inftant 
Forbear  t'invoke  you  at  our  parting;  'twere 
To  perfonate  devotion.     My  foul 
Shall  go  along  with  you,  and  when  you  are 
Circled  with  death  and  horrour,  feek  and  find  you } 
And  then  I  will  not  leaye  a  faint  umVd  to 
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For  your  protection.     To  tell  you  what 

I  will  do  in  your  abfence,  would  fhew  poorly; 

My  actions  mall  fpeak  me ;  'twere  to  doubt  you, 

To  begj  I  may  hear  from  you  where  you  are ; 

You  carmpt  live  obfcure,  nor  fhall  one  poft 

By  night,  or  day,  pafs  unexamin'd  by  me. 

If  I  dwell  long  upon  your  lips,  confider 

After  this  feaft  the  griping  fail  that  follows, 

And  it  will  be  excufable  ;  pray  turn  from  me, 

All  that  I  can  is  fpoken.  [Exit  Sophia, 

Mat.  Follow  your  miftrefs. 
Forbear  your  wifhes  for  me,  let  me  find  'em 
At  my  return  in  your  prompt  will  to  ferve  her. 

Hi/.  For  my  part,  fir,  I  will  grow  lean  with  ftudy 
To  make  her  merry. 

Cor.  Tho'  you  are  my  lord, 
Yet  being  her  gentlewoman,  by  my  place 
I  may  take  my  leave;  your  hand,  or  if  you  pleafe 
To  have  me  fight  fo  high,  I'll  not  be  coy, 
But  Hand  a  tiptoe  for't. 

Mat.  O  !  farewell,  girl. 

Hi/.  A  kifs  well  begg'd,  Corifca. 

Cor.  'T was  my  fee; 
Love,  how  he  melts !  I  cannot  blame  my  lady's 
Unwillingnefs  to  part  with  fuch  marmalade  lips. 
There  will  be  fcrambling  for  'em  in  the  camp  ; 
And  were  it  not  for  my  honefty,  I  could  wifh  now 
J  were  his  leager  laundrefs,  I  would  find 
Sope  of  mine  own,  enough  to  wain  his  linen, 
Or  I  would  ftrain  hard  for't. 

Hi/.  How  the  mammet  twitters ! 
Come,  come,  my  lady  ftays  for  us, 

Cor.  Would  I  had  been 
Her  lady  (hip  the  laft  night. 

Hi/.  No  more  of  that,  wench.  [Exit  Hi/a rio. 

Mat.  I    am  ftrangely  troubled:    yet  why  fhould  I 
nourifh 
A  fury  here,  and  with  imagin'd  food, 
Having  no  real  grounds  on  which  to  raife 
1  building  of  fufpicion.  ihe  was  ever 
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Or  can  be  falfe  hereafter  ?  I  in  this 

But  foolifhly  enquire  the  knowledge  of 

A  future  forrow,  which,  if  I  find  out, 

My  prefent  ignorance  were  a  cheap  purchafe 

Tho'  vyith  my  lofs  of  being.     I  have  already 

Dealt  with  a  friend  of  mine,  a  general  fcholar, 

One  deeply  read  in  nature's  hidden  fecrets, 

And  tho'  with  much  unwillingnefs,  have  won  him 

To  do  as  much  as  art  can,  to  refolve  me 

My  fate  that  follows-—  to  my  wifh,  he's  come.     \Enter 

Julio  Baptifta,  now  I  may  affirm  Baptifta*, 

Your  promife  and  performance  walk  together ; 

And  therefore,  without  circumftance,  to  the  point : 

Inftrudt  me  what  I  am. 

Bapt.  I  could  wifh  you  had 
Made  trial  of  my  love  fome  other  way. 

Math.  Nay,  this  is  from  the  purpofe. 
"  Bapt.  If  you  can 
Proportion  your  defire  to  any  mean, 
I  do  pronounce  you  happy  :  I  have  found 
By  certain  rules  of  art  your  matchlefs  wife 
Is  to  this  prefent  hour  from  all  pollution 
Free  and  untainted. 

Math.  Good. 

Bapt.  In  reafon  therefore 
You  mould  fix  here,  and  make  no  farther  fearch 
Of  what  may  fall  hereafter. 

Math.  O  Baptifta !  , 
'Tis  not  in  me  to  mailer  fo  my  pafiions ; 
I  mull  know  farther,  or  you  have  made  good 
But  half  your  promife.      While  my  love  Hood  by# 
Holding  her  upright,  and  my  prefence  was 
A  watch  upon  her,  her  defires  being  met  too 
With  equal  ardor  from  me,  what  one  proof 
Could  me  give  of  her  conftancy  being  untempted  ? 
But  when  1  am  abfent,  and  my  coming  back 
Uncertain,  and  thofe  wanton  heats  in  women 
Not  to  be  quench'd  by  lawful  means,  and  fhe 
The  ablolute  difpofer  of  herfelf, 
Without  controul  or  curb;  nay  more,  invited 
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By  opportunity  and  all  ilrong  temptations, 
If  then  (he  hold  out ■ 

Baft.  As  no  doubt  fhe  will. 

Math.  Thofe  doubts  mull  be  made  certainties,  Bap- 
tifla, 
By  your  affurance,  or  your  boafled  art 
Deferves  no  admiration.     How  you  trifle 
And  play  with  my  affliction  !  I  am  on 
The  rack  till  you  confirm  me. 

Baft.  Sure,  Mathias, 
I  am  no  God,  nor  can  I  dive  into 
Her  hidden  thoughts,  or  know  what  her  intents  are ; 
That  is  deny'd  to  art,  and  kept  conceal'd 
Even  from  the  devils  themfelves :  they  can  but  guefs, 
Out  of  long  obfervation,  what  is  likely, 
But  pofitively  to  foretell  that  this  mould  be, 
You  may  conclude  imporTible ;  all  I  can 
I  will  do  for  you  when  you  are  diflant  from  her 
A  thoufand  leagues,  as  if  you  then  were  with  her> 
You  iliall  know  truly  when  fhe  is  folicited, 
And  how  far  wrought  on. 

Math.  I  defire  no  more. 

Baft.  Take  then  this  little  model  of  Sophia, 
With  more  than  human  (kill  limb'd  to  the  life  ; 
Each  line  and  lineament  of  it  in  the  drawing 
So  pun&ually  obferv'd,  that,  had  it  motion, 
In  fo  much  'twere  herfelf. 

Mat.  It  is  indeed 
An  admirable  piece  ;  but  if  it  have  not 
Some  hidden  virtue  that  I  cannot  guefs  at, 
In  what  can  it  advantage  me  ? 

,  Baft.  I'll  inftruft  you. 
Carry  it  ftill  about  you,  and  as  oft 
As  you  defire  to  know  how  foe's  affe£led, 
With  curious  eyes  perufe  it :  while  it  keeps 
The  figure  it  now  has  intire  and  perfect, 
She  is  not  only  innocent  in  fadl 
But  unattempted  ;  but  if  once  it  vary 
From  the  true  form,  and  what's  now  white  and  red 

Incline  to  yellow,  reft  moil  confident 

She's 
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She's  with  all  violence  courted,  but  unconquer'd. 

But  if  it  turn  all  black,  'tis  an  afTurance 

The  fort,  by  compofition  or  furprize, 

Is  forc'd,  or  with  her  free  confent  furrender'd. 

Mat.  How  much  you  have  engaged  me  for  this  favour* 
The  fervice  of  my  whole  life  fhall  made  good. 

Bap.  We  will  not  part  fo  ;  I'll  along  with  you* 
And  it  is  needful  with  the  rifing  fun 
The  armies  meet,  yet  e'er  the  fight  begin, 
In  fpight  of  opposition  I  will  place  you 
In  the  head  of  the  Hungarian  general's  troop. 
And  near  his  perfon, 

Mat.  As  my  better  angel 
You  fhall  dired  and  guide  me. 

Baft.  As  we  ride 
I'll  tell  you  more. 

Mat*  In  all  things  I'll  obey  you.  {Exeunt* 


*■ 


Adl.  L     Seen.  2, 

Enter  TJlaldo  and  Ricardo. 

#/f.\TTHEN  came  thepoft? 
\S       Uial.  The  laft  night. 

Ric.  From  the  camp  ? 

Uial.  Yes,  as  'tis  faid,  and  the  letter  writ  and  fign'd 
By  the  general  Ferdinand. 

Ric.  Nay,  then  fans  queftion 
It  is  of  moment. 

Uial.  It  concerns  the  lives 
Of  two  great  armies. 

Ric.  Was  it  chearfully 
Receiv'd  by  the  king  ? 

Uial.  Yes,  for  being  aflur'd 
The  armies  were  in  view  of  one  another, 
Having  proclaimed  a  publick  jfifl  and  prayer 
for  the  Rood  fuccefs,  he  dfpaxh'd  a  gentleman 
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Of  his  privy  chamber  to  the  general, 
With  abfolute  authority  from  him 
To  try  the  fortune  of  a  day. 

Ric.  No  doubt  then 
The  general  will  come  on  and  fight  it  bravely. 
Heaven  profper  him ;  this  military  art 
I  grant  to  be  the  nobleft  of  profeflions, 
And  yet  (I  thank  my  ftars  for't)  I  was  never 
Inclin'd  to  learn  it,  fmce  this  bubble  honour, 
(Which  is  indeed  the  nothing  foldiers  fight  for, 
With  the  lofs  of  limbs  or  life)  is  in  my  judgment 
Too  dear  a  purchaie. 

TJbaL  Give  me  our  court-warfare ; 
The  danger  is  not  great  in  the  encounter    - 
Of  a  fair  miftrefs. 

Ric.  Fair  and  found  together 
Do  very  well,  Ubaldo.     But  fuch  are 
With  difficulty  to  be  found  out,  and  when  you  know 
Their  value,  priz'd  too  high.     By  thy  own  report 
Thou  waft  at  twelve  a  gamefter,  and  fince  that 
Studied  all  kinds  of  females,  from  the  night-trader 
Pth'  flreet,  with  certain  danger  to  thy  pocket, 
To  the  great  lady  in  her  cabinet, 
That  fpent  upon  thee  more  in  cullifes, 
To  ftrengthen  thy  weak  back,  than  would  maintain 
Twelve  Inlander's  mares,  and  as  many  running  horfes ; 
Befides  apothecaries  and  chirurgeon's  bills, 
Paid  upon  all  occafions,  and  thofe  frequent. 

TJbaL  You  talk,  Ricardo,  as  if  yet  you  were 
A  novice  in  thofe  myfteries. 

Ric.  By  no  means  ; 
My  do&or  can  allure  the  contrary, 
I  lofe  no  time.     I  have  felt  the  pain  and  pleafure, 
As  he  that  is  a  gamefler,  and  plays  often, 
Muft  fometimes  be  a  lofer. 

JJbal.  Wherefore  then 
Do  you  envy  me  ? 

Ric.  It  grows  not  from  my  want, 
Nor  thy  abundance,  but  being  as  I  am 
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The  likelier  man,  and  of  much  more  experience, 
My  good  parts  are  my  curfes  :  there's  no  beauty 
But  yields  e'er  it  be  fummon'd ;  and  as  nature 
Had  'fign'd  me  the  monopoly  of  maidenheads, 
There's  none  can  buy  tift  I  have  made  my  market : 
Satiety  cloys  me  :  as  I  live,  I  would  part  with 
Half  my  eftate,  nay,  travel  o'er  the  world. 
To  find  that  only  phceftix  in  my  fearch 
That  could  hold  out  againft  me. 

UbaL  Be  not  wrapped  fo : 
You  may  fpare  that  labour,  as  ihe  is  a  woman^ 
What  think  you  of  the  queen  ? 

Ric.  I  dare. not  aim  at 
The  petticoat  royal ;  that  is  ftill  excepted : 
Yet  were  fhe  not  my  king's,  being  the  abflracl 
Of  all  that's  rare,  or  to  be  wihVd  in  woman, 
To  write  her  in  my  catalogue,  having  enjoy 'd  her, 
I  would  venture  my  neck  to  a  halter.    But  we  talk  of 
ImpofTibilities ;  as  fhe  hath  a  beauty 
Would  make  old  Neftor  young,  fuch  majefty 
Draws  forth  a  fword  of  terror  to  defend  k% 
As  would  fright  Paris,  tho'  the  queen  of  love 
Vow'd  her  beftvfurtherance  to iiirn, 

Ubal,  Have  you  obferv'd 
The  gravity  of  her  language  mix'd  with  fweetnefs  ? 

Ric.  Then,  at  what  diftance  ihe  referves  herfelf 
When  the  king  himfelf  makes  his  approaches  to  her  I 

UbaL  As  fhe  were  ftill  a  virgin,  and  his  life 
But  one  continued  wooing. 

Ric.  She  well  knows 
Her  worth,  and  values  it. 

UbaL  And  fo  far  the  king  is 
Indulgent  to  her  humours,  that  he  forbears 
The  duty  of  a  hufband,  but  when  fhe  calls  for't* 

Ric.  All  his  imaginations  and  thoughts 
Are  buried  in  her;  the  loud  noife  of  war 
Cannot  awake  him. 

Ubal.  At  this  very  inftant, 
When  both  his  life  and  crown  are  at  the  flake, 
He  only  ftudies  her  content,  and  when 

She's 
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She's  pleas' d  to  mew  herfelf,  mufick  and  mafquefc 
Are  with  all  care  and  coft  provided  for  her. 

Ric.  This  night  fhe  promis'-d  to  appear. 

VbaL  You  may  believe  it  by  the  diligence  of  the  king^ 
As  if  he  were  her  harbinger. 
Enter  Ladijlaus^  Eubulus,  and  attendants  with  perfumes* 

Lad.  Thefe  rooms 
Are  not  perfum'd,  as  we  directed. 

Eub.  Not!  fir, 
I  know  not  what  you  would  have ;  I  am  fure  the  fmoko 
Coft  treble  the  price  of  the  whole  week's  provifioa. 
Spent  in  your  majefty's  kitchens* 

Lad.  How!  I  fcorn 
Thy  grofs  comparifon.     When  my  Monona, 
TIT  amazement  of  the  prefent  time,  and  envy 
Of  all  fucceeding  ages,  does  defcend 
To  fancti  (y  a  place,  and  in  her  prefence 
Makes  it  a  temple  to  me,  can  I  be 
Too  curious,  much  lefs  prodigal  to  receive  her  f 
But  that  the  fplendor  of  her  beams  of  beauty 
Hath  ftruck  thee  blind 

Eub.  As  dotage  hath  done  you. 

Lad.  Dotage,  O  blafphemy !  is  it  in  meT 
To  ferve  her  to  her  merit  ?  is  fhe  not 
The  daughter  of  a  king  ? 

Eub.  And  you  the  fon 
Of  our's  I  take  it,  by  what  privilege  elfe 
Do  you  reign  over  us  ?  for  my  part,  I  know  .not 
Where  the  difparity  lies. 

Lad.  Her  birth,  old  man, 
Old  in  the  kingdom's  fervice  which  protects  thee, 
Is  the  leaft  grace  in  her :  and  tho'  her  beauties 
,Might  make  the  Thunderer  a  rival  for  her, 
They  are  but  fuperficial  ornaments, 
And  faintly  fpeak  her.     From  her  heavenly  mind* 
Were  all  antiquity  and  fiction  loft, 
Our  modern  poets  could  not  in  their  fancy 
But  fafhion  a  Minerva  far  tranfcending 
Th'imagin'd  one,  whom  Homer  only  dreamt  of: 
Eut  then  add  this,  (he's  mine,  mine,  Eubulus, 
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And  xho%  fhe  know  one  glance  from  her  fair  eySs 

Mail  make  all  gazers  her  idolaters, 

She  is  fo  fparing  of  their  influence,, 

That  to  fhun  fuperftition  in  others, 

She  moots  her  powerful  beams  only  at  me* 

And  can  I  then,  whom  fhedefires  to  hold  ^ 

Her  kingly  captive  above  all  the  world, 

Whofe  nations  and  empires  if  fhe  pleas'd 

She  might  command  as  flaves,  but  gladly  pay 

The  humble  tribute  of  my  love  and  fervice  ? 

Nay,  if  I  faid  of  adoration  to  her, 

I  did  not  err. 

Euh,  Well,  flnce  you  hug  your  fetters, 
In  love's  name  wear  'em.     You  are  a  king,  and  that 
Concludes  you  wife.     Your  will  a  powerful  reafon, 
Which  we  that  are  foolifh  fubjefts  muft  not  argue* 
And  what  in  a  mean  man  I  mould  call  folly. 
Is  in  your  majefly  remarkable  wifdom. 
But  for  me  I  fubfcribe. 

Lad.  Do,  and  look  up, 
Upon  this  wonder. 

Loud  mufick,  Honorio  tn\  ftate  under  a  canopy  t  bir 
train  born  up  by  Silvia  and  Ac antbe. 

Ric.  Wonder!  it  is  more,  fir. 

VbaL  A  rapture  f  an  aftonifhment. 

Ric.  What  think  you,  fir  I 

Eub.  As  the  king  thinks,  that  is  the  fureft  guarjl 
We  courtiers  ever  lie  at.     Was  pririce  ever 
So  drown'd  in  dotage  ?  Without  fpe&acles 
I  can  fee  a  handfome  woman,  and  fhe  is  fo  : 
But  yet  to  admiration  look  not  on  her, 
Heaven,  how  he  fawns !  and  as  it  were  his  duty, 
With  what  afTured  gravity  fhe  receives  it ! 
Her  hand  again !  O  fhe  at  length  vouchfafes 
Her  lip,  and  as  he  had  fuck'd  nedlar  from  it, 
How  he's  exalted  !  Women  in  their  natures 
AfFecl:  command,  but  this  humility 
In  a  hufband  and  a  king,  marks  her  the  way 
To  abfolute  tyranny.     So  Juno's  plac'd 
In  Jove's  tribunal,  and,  like  Mercury, 
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Forgetting  his  own  greatnefs,  he  attends 

For  her  imployments.     She  prepares  to  fpeak^ 

What  oracles  mall  we  hear  now? 

Hon.  That  you  pleafe,-  fir, 
With  fuch  aflurances  of  love  and  favour 
To  grace  your  handmaid,  but  in  being  your's,  fir, 
A  rnatchlefs  queen,  and  one  that  knows  herfelf  fo, 
Binds  rne  in  retribution  to  deferve 
The  grace  conferred  upon  me. 

Lad.  You  tranfcend 
In  all  things  excellent,  and  it  is  my  glory, 
Your  worth  weighed  truly,  to  depofe  my f elf 
From  abfolute  command,  furrend'ring  up 
My  will  and  faculties  to  your  difpofure  : 
And  here  I  vow,  not  for  a  day  or  year, 
But  my  whole  life,  which  I  wiih  long,  to  ferve  you : 
That  whatfoever  I  in  juilice  may 
Exacl:  from  thefe  my  fubjecls,  you  from  me 
May  boldly  challenge.     And  when  you  require  it, 
In  fign  of  my  fubje&ion,  as  your  vaffal, 
Thus  I  will  pay  my  homage, 

Hon.  O  forbear,  fir, 
Let  not  my  lips  envy  my  robe  :  on  them  . 
Print  your  allegiance  often.     I  defire 
No  other  fealty. 

Lad.  Gracious  fovereign, 
Boundlefs  in  bounty! 

Eub.  Is  not  here  fine  fooling  ? 
He's  queftionlefs  bewiteh'd.     Would  I  were  gelt, 
So  that  would  difenchant  him.     Tho'  I  forfeit 
My  life  for  it,  I  mull  fpeak.— By  your  good  leave,  fir, 
I  have  no  fuit  to  you,  nor  can  you  grant  one, 
Having  no  power.     You  are  like  me,  a  fubjecl, 
Her  more  than  ferene  majefty  being  prefent. 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  'tis  ill  manners  in  you, 
Having  depos'd  yourfelf,  to  keep  your  hat  on, 
And  not  fland  bare  as  we  do,  being  no  king, 
But  a  fellow-fubjecl:  with  us.     Gentlemen-uihers, 
It  does  belong  to  your  place,  fee  it  reformed, 
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He  has  given  away  his  crown,  and  cannot  challenge 
The  privilege  of  his  bonnet. 

Lad,  Do  not  tempt  me. 

Eub.  Tempt  you,  in  what?    in  following  your  ex* 
ample  ? 
If  you  are  angry,  queftion  me  hereafter, 
As  Ladiflaus  Ihould  do  Eubulus, 
On  equal  terms.  You  were  of  late  my  fovereign, . 
But  weary  of  it,  I  now  bend  my  knee 
To  her  dignity,  and  defire  a  boon 
Prom  her  more  than  magnificence. 

Hon.  Take  it  freely. 
Nay,  be  not  mov'd,  for  our  mirth  fake  let  us  hear  him* 

Eub.  'Tisbut  to  afk  a  queftion  :  Have  you  ne'er  read 
The  ftory  of  Semiramis  and  Ninus  ? 

Hon.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Eub.  I  will  then  inftrucT;  you, 
And  'tis  to  the  purpofe.     This  Ninus  was  a  king, 
*  And  fuch  an  impotent  loving  king  as  this  was, 
But  now  he's  none.    This  Ninus  (pray  you  obferveme) 
Doted  on  this  Semiramis,  a  fmith's  wife, 
(I  muft  confefs,  there  the  comparifon  holds  not, 
You  are  a  king's  daughter,  yet,  under  your  correction, 
Like  her, '  a  woman)  this  AiTyrian  monarch 
(Of  whom  this  is  a  pattern)  to  exprefs 
His  love  and  fervice,  feated  her,  as  you  are, 
In  his  regal  throne,  and  bound  by  oath  his  nobles, 
Forgetting  all  allegiance  to  himfelf, 
One  day  to  be  her  fubjecls,  and  to  put 
In  execution  whatever  ihe  • 

Pleas' d  to  impofe  upon  'em.    Pray  you  command  him 
To  minifler  the  like  to  us,  and  then 
You  mall  hear  what  follow'd. 

Lad,  Well,  fir,  to  yrur  ftory.  > 

Eub,  You  have  no  warrant,  ftand  by  ;  let  me  know 
Your  pleafure,  goddefs. 

Hon.  Let  this  nod  afiure  you. 

Eub.  Goddefs  like,  indeed;  as  I  live,  a  pretty  idol  ! 
She  knowing  her  power,  wifely  made  ufe  of  it  j 
And  fearing  his  inconflancy,  and  repentance 
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Of  what  he  had  granted  (as  in  reafon,  madam£ 
You  may  do  his)  that  he  might  never  have 
Power  to  recall  his  grant,  or  queftion  her 
For  her  fhort  government,  inftantly  gave  order 
To  have  his  head  ftruck  off. 

Lad.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Hub.  The  ftory  fays  To,  and  commends  her  wifdorjfr 
For  making  ufe  of  her  authority ; 
And  it  is  worth  your  imitation,  madam, 
He  loves  fubje&ion,  and  you  are  no  queen, 
Unlefs  you  make  him  feel  the  weight  of  it. 
You  are  more  than  all  the  world  to  him,  and  that 
He  may  be  foe  to  you,  and  not  feek  change, 
When  his  delights  are  fated,  mew  him  up 
In  fome  clofe  prifon,  ifyou  let  him  live, 
(Which  is  no  "policy)  and  there  diet  him 
As  you  think  fit  to  feed  your  appetite, 
Since  there  ends  his  ambition. 

<Vbalel.  Bevillifh  counfel. 

Ric.  The  king's  amazM. 

JJbald.  The  qu^en  appears  too  full 
Of  deep  imaginations,  Eubulus  < 

Hath  put  both  to  it. 

Ric.  Now  fhe  feems  refolved : 
I  long  to  know  the  iflue.  [Honor i a  defcenfo* 

Hon.  Give  me  leave, 
Dear  fir,  to  reprehend  you  for  appearing 
Perple^'d  with  what  this  old  man,  out  of  envy 
Of  your  unequaPd  -graces  fhowVd  upon  me, 
Hath  in  his  fabulous  ftory  fawcily 
Applied  to  me.    Sir,  that  you  only  nourim 
One  doubt,  Honoria  dares  abufe  the  power 
With  which  the  is  invefted  by  your  favour, 
Or  that  me  ever  can  make  ufe  of  it 
To  the  injury  of  you  the  great  beftower, 
Takes  from  your  judgment.    It  was  your  delight 
To  feek  to  me  with  more  obfequioufnefs, 
Than  I  defiVd  ;  and  Hood  it  with  my  duty 
Not  to  receive  what  you  were  pleas'd  to  offer? 
I  do  but  atl  the  part  .you  put  upon  me*  „ 
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JW  though  you  make  me  perfoliate  a  queen, 

And  you  my  fubjedt,  when  the  play,  your  pleafure^ 

Js  at  a  period,  I  am  what  I  was 

Before  I  enter'd,  ftill  your  humble  wife;, 

And  you  my  royal  fove^eign. 

Ricardo.  Admirable  ! 

Honoria.  I  have  heard  of  captains  taken  more  with, 
dangers 
Than  the  rewards*  and  if  in  your  approaches 
To  thofe  delights  whith  are  your  own,  and  freely 
To  heighten  your  defire,  you  make  the  paflfage 
^Narrow  and  difficult,  ihall  I  prefcribe  you  ? 
Or  blame  your  fondnefs  ?  or  can  that  fwell  me 
Beyond  my  juft  proportion  ? 

Ubaldo.  Above  wonder ! 

Lad.  Heaven  make  me  thankful  for  fuch  goodnefer 

Hon.  Now,  iir, 
The  ftate  I  took  to  fatisfy  your  pleafure, 
I  change  to  this  humility  ;  and  the  oath 
You  made  to  me  of  homage,  I  thus  cancel 
And  feat  you  in  your  owm 

Land*  I  am  tranfported 
Beyond  rnyfeif. 

Hon.  And  now  to  your  wife  lordflii|>, 
Am  I  prov'd  a  Semiramis  ?  or  hath 
My  Ninus,  as  malicioufly  you  made  him, 
Caufe  to  repent  th'  excefs  of  favour  to  me. 
Which  you  call  dotage  ? 

Lad.  Anfwer,  wretch* 
^      Eub.  I  dare,  {m* 
-And  fay,  however  the  event  may  plead 
In  your  defence,  you  had  a  guilty  caufe  ; 
Nor  was  it  wifdom  in  you  (I  repeat  it) 
To  teach  a  lady,  humble  in  herfelf, 
With  the  ridiculous  dotage  of  a  lover, 
To  be  ambitious. 

Hon.  Eubulus,  I  am  fo, 
9Tis  rooted  in  me,  you  miftake  my  temper. 
I  do  profefs  myfelf  to  be  the  molt 
Ambitious  of  my  fax,-  but  ndt  to  hold 
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Command  over  my  lord,  fuch  a  proud  torrent 
Would fink  me  in  my  willies ;  not  that  I 
Am  ignorant  how  much  I  can  deferve, 
And  may  with  juitice  challenge. 

Eub.  This  I  looked  for  ; 
After  this  feeming  humble  ebb,  I  knew 
A  gufhing  tide  would  follow. 

Hon.  By  my  birth, 
And  liberal  gifts  of  nature,  as  of  fortune, 
From  you,  as  things  beneath  me,  I  expeft 
What's  due  to  majefty,  in  which.  I  am 
A  fharer  with  your  fovereign. 

Eub.  Good  again ! 

Hon.  And  as  I  am  moft  eminent  in  place, 
In  all  my  a£tions  I  would  appear  fo. 

Lad.  You  need  not  fear  a  rival. 

Hon.  I  hope  not ; 
And  till  I  find  one,  I  difdain  to  know 
What  envy  is. 

Lad.  You  are  above  it,  madam. 

Hon.  For  beauty  without  art,  difcourfe,  and  free 
From  affedtation,  with  what  graces  elfe 
Can  in  the  wife  and  daughter  of  a  king 
Be  wim'd,  I  dare  prefer  myfelf. 

Eub.  As  I 
Blufh  for  you,  lady,  trumpet  not  your  own  praife: 
This  fpoken  by  the  people  had  been  heard 
With  honour  to  you  ;  does  the  court  afford 
No  oil-tongu'd  parante,  that  you  are  forc'd 
To  be  your  own  grofs  flatterer  ? 

Lad.  Be  dumb, 
Thou  fpirit  of  contradiction. 

Hon.  The  wolf 
But  barks  againft  the  moon,  and  I  contemn  it. 
The  mafque  you  promised. 

A  horn.     Enter  a  Pofl. 

Lad.  Let  'em  enter.     Howl 

Eub.  Here's  one,  I  fear,  unlock' d  for. 

Lad.  From  the  camp  i 
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Poft.  The  general,  victorious  in  your  fortune, 
KiiTes  your  hand  in  this,  fir. 

Lad.  That  great  power, 
Who  at  his  pleafure  does  difpofe  of  battles, 
Be  ever  prais'd  for't.     Read,  fweet,  and  partake  it : 
The  Turk  is  vanquiftVd,  and  with  little  lofs 
Upon  our  part,  in  which  our  joy  is  doubPd. 

Eub.  But  let  it  not  exalt  you  ;  bear  it,  fir, 
With  moderation,  and  pay  what  you  owe  for't. 

Lad.  I  underftand  thee,  Eubulus.     I'll  not  now 
Enquire  particulars.     Our  delights  deferr'd, 
With  reverence  to  the  temples,  there  we'll  tender 
Our  fouls  devotions  to  his  dread  might, 
Who  edg'd  our  fwords,  and  taught  us  how  to  fight. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 

A<ftus  II.  Scena  i. 

Enter  Hilar  io  and  Corifca* 

HiLXTOV  like  my  fpeecht 

;L     Cor.  Yes,  if  you  give  it  aftion 
In  the  delivery. 

HiL  If!    I  pity  you. 
I  have  play'd  the  fool  before  5  this  is  not  the  firft  time, 
Nor  mall  be  I  hope  the  laft. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  think  fo  too. 

HiL  And  if  I  put  her  not  out  of  her  dumps  witj| 
laughter, 
Til  make  her  howl  for  anger. 

Cor.  Not  too  much 
Of  that,  good  fellow  Hilario.     Our  fad  latly 
Hath  drank  too  often  of  that  bitter  cup, 
A  pleafant  one  mull  reftore  her.     With  what  patience 
Would  me  endure  to  hear  of  the  death  of  my  lord, 
That  meerly  out  of  doubt  he  may  mifcarrv 
Afflicts  herfelf  thus  \ 
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Hit%  XTm  j  His  a  queftion 
A  widow  only  can  refolve.     There  be  fome 
That  in  their  hufband's  licknefs  have  wept 
Their  pottle  of  tears  a  day ;  but  being  once  certaift 
At  midnight  he  was  dead*  have  in  the  morning 
Dry'd  up  their  handerchiefs  and  thought  no  more  on't» 

Cor.  Tufh,  Ihe  is  none  of  that  race  ;  if  her  forrow 
Be  not  true  and  perfect  I  againft  my  fex 
Will  take  my  oath  woman  ne'-er  wept  in  earnefr. 
She  has  made  herfelf  a  prifoner  to  her  chamber^ 
Dark  as  a  dungeon*  in  which  no  beam 
Of  comfort  inters.     She  admits  no  vifits ; 
Eats  little,  and  her  nightly  mufick  is 
Of  fighs  and  groans,  tun'd  to  fuch  harmony 
Of  feeling  grief,  that  I  againft  my  nature 
Am  made  one  of  the  confort.    This  hour  only 
She  takes  the  air*  a  cuftom  every  day 
She  folemnfy  obferves,  with  greedy  hopes 
From  fome  that  ;pafs  by  to  receive  aiTuranee 
Of  our  fuccefsj  and  fafety  of  her  lord. 
Now,  if  your  device  will  take 

Hi  I.  Ne'er  fear  it : 
I  am  provided  cap-a-pie,  and  have 
My  properties  in  readinefs. 

Sophia  <voithin.  Bring  my  vail,  there. 

Cor.  Be  gone*  I  hear  her  coming. 

Bit  If  I  do  not 
Appear,  and  what's mdre3  appear  perfect,  hifs  me.    \Ex& 

Enter  Sophia.  \Hih 

Sophia.  I  was  Hatter'd  once  I  was  a  liar,  but  now 
Turn'd  a  prodigious  meteor,  and  like  one 
Hang  in  the  air  between  my  hopes,  and  fears, 
And  every  hour  the  little  fluff  burnt  out, 
That  yields  a  waning  light  to  dying  comfort, 
I  do  expert  my  fall  and  certain  ruin . 
In  wretched  things  more  wretched  is  delay, 
And  hope,  a  paraiite  to  me,  being  unmafqu'd, 
Appears  more  horrid  than  defpair,  and  my 
Diftradtion  worfe  than  madnefs.     E'en  my  prayers 
When  with  molt  seal  fent  upwards^  are  pulPd  down, 

WitM 


^Picture.1  339 

With  ftreng  imaginary  doubts  and  fears, 
And  in  their  fudden  precipice  o'erwhelm  me, 
Dreams  and  fantaflick  vifions  walk  the  round 
About  my  widow' d  bed,  and  every  flumb^r 
Broken  with  loud  alarms :  can  thefe  be  thea 
But  fad  prefages,  girls  ? 

Cor.  You  make  'em  fo, 
And  antedate  a  lofs  (hall  ne*er  fall  on  you. 
Such  pure  affection,  fuch  mutual  love, 
A  bed,  and  undefiTd  on  either  part, 
A  houfe  without  contention,  in  two  bodies 
-One  will  and  foul,  like  to  the  rod  of  concord, 
Kiffing  each  other,  cannot  be  fhort-liv'd 
Or  end  in  barrennefs.     If  all  thefe,  dear  madam, 
(Sweet  in  your  fadnefs)  ihould  produce  no  fruit, 
Or  leave  the  age  no  models  of  yourfelves, 
To  witnefs  to  pofterity  what  you  were, 
Succeeding  times,  frighted  with  the  example, 
But  hearing  of  your  ftory,  would  initruct 
Their  faireft  iffue  to  meet  fenfually, 
Like  other  creatures,  and  forbear  to  raife 
True  love,  or  Hymen  altars, 

Sophia.  O  Corifca  I 
I  know  thy  reafons  are  like  to  thy  wifhes, 
And  they  are  built  upon  a  weak  foundation. 
To  raife  me  comfort.     Ten  long  days  are  pafl:, 
Ten  long  days,  my  Corifca,  fince  my  lord 
■Embark'd  himfelf  upon  a  fea  of  danger, 
In  his  dear  care  of  me.     And  if  his  life 
Had  not  been  fhipwreck'd  on  the  rock  of  war, 
His  tendernefs  of  me  (knowing  how  much 
I  languifh  for  his  abfence)  had  provided 
Some  trufty  friend  from  whom  I  might  receive 
AiTurance  of  his  fafety. 

Cor.  Ill  news,  madam. 
Are  fwallow-wing'd,  but  what's  good  walks  on  crutches: 
With  patience  expecl  it,  and  e'er  long, 
No  doubt,  you  fhall  hear  from  him. 

Afocw-gelderts  horn  blown*     A poft. 

Sophia.  Ha!  what's  that? 
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Cor.  The  fool  has  got  a  fow-gelder's  horn, 
As  I  take  it,  madam. 

Sophia.  It  makes  this  way  {till, 
Nearer  and  nearer. 

Cor.  From  the  camp,  I  hope. 

Enter  Hi/ario9  <zvith  long  'white  hair  and  bear  a \  in  an 
antick  armour,  one  nx>ith  a  horn  before  him. 

Sophia.  The  melTenger  appears,  and  in  ftrange  armour, 
Heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will ! 

Hi/.  It  is  no  boot 
To  ftrive,  out  horfes  tir'd  let's  walk  on  foot* 
And  that  the  caftle  which  is  very  near  us, 
To  give  us  entertainment  may  foon  hear  us. 
Blow  luftily,  my  lad,  and  drawing  nigh  a> 
Afk  for  a  lady  which  is  cleap'd  Sophia. 

Cor.  He  names  you,  madam. 

Hi/.  For  to  her  I  bring, 
Thus  clad  in  arms,  news  of  a  pretty  thing, 
By  name  Mathias. 

Sophia.  From  my  lord  ?  O  fir! 
I  am  Sophia,  that  Mathias'  wife. 
So  may  Mars  favour  you  in  all  your  battles, 
As  you  with  fpeed  unload  me  of  the  burden 
I  labour  under,  till  I  am  confirm'd 
Both  where  and  how  you  left  him. 

Hi/.  If  thou  art, 
As  I  believe,  the  pigs-ney  of  his  heart,     - 
Know  he's  in  health,  and  what's  more,  full  of  glee  i 
And  fo  much  I  was  will'd  to  fay  to  thee. 

Sophia.  Have  you  no  letters  from  him  t 

Hi/.  No  more  words, 
In  the  camp  we  ufe  no  pens*  but  write  with  fwords  : 
Yet  as  I  am  enjoin'd,  by  word  of  mouth 
I  will  proclaim  his  deeds  from  north  to  fouth. 
But  tremble  not  while  I  relate  the  wonder, 
Though  my  eyes  like  light'ning  mine,    and  my  voiCe 
thunder. 

Sophia,  This  is  fome  counterfeit  bragart* 

Cer.  Hear  him,  madam  * 

2  Hih 
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HiL  The  rear  march'd  firft,  which  follow'd  by  thfc 


van* 


And  wing'd  with  the  battalia*  no  man 
Durit  ftay  to  fhift  a  fhirt*  or  loufe  himfelf  £ 
Yet  e'er  the  armies  join'd,  that  hopeful  elf. 
Thy  dear,  my  dainty  ducklings  bold  Mathias* 
Advanc'd,  and  ftar'd  like  Hercules  or  Golias. 
A  hundred  thoufand  Turks  (is  is  no  vaunt) 
AiTaiPd  him  ;  every  one  a  termagaunt  i 
But  what  did  he  then  ?  with  his  keen-edge  fpear 
He  cut  and  carbonado'd  'em :  here  and  them 
Lay  legs  and  arms*  and  as  'tis  faid  truly 
Of  Bevis,  fome  he  quartered  all  in  three,. 

Sophia.  This  is  ridiculous.. 

Hil/l  muft  take  breath* 
Then,  like  a  nightingale*  I'll-  fing  his  death*. 

Sophia.  His  death! 

BiL  I  am  out. 

Cor.  Recover,  dunder-head.. 

HiL  How  he  efcap'd  I  fhould  have  fung,  notdy'd* 
For,  tho'  a  knight,  when  I  faid  fo  I  ly'd. 
Weary  he  was,  and  fcarce  could  ftand  upright, 
And  looking  round  for  fome  couragious  knight   - 
To  refcue  him,  as  one  perplex'd  in  woe* 
He  calPd  to  me,  help !  help,  Hilario  ! 
My  valiant  fervant,  help. 

Cor.  He  has  fpoiPd  all. 

Sophia.  Are  you  the  man  of  arms  then?    I'll  make 
bold 
To  take  off  your  martial  beard  ;  you  had  fool's  hair 
Enough  without  it.     Slave  !  how  durft  thou  make 
Thy  fport  of  what  concerns  me  more  than  life, 
In  fuch  an  antick  fafhion  ?  Am  I  grown 
Contemptible  to  thofe  I  feed  ?  you,  minion, 
Had  a  hand  in  it  too,  as  it  appears, 
Your  petticoat  ferves  for  bafes  to  this  warrior. 

Cor.  We  did  it  for  your  mirth, 

HiL  For  myfelf,  I  hope, 
I  have  fpoke  like  a  foldier. 

P  3  Sophia* 
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Sophia.  Hence,  you  rafcal. 
I  never  but  with  reverence  name  my  lord, 
And  can  I  hear  it  by  thy  tongue  profan'd 
And  not  correct  thy  folly  ?  But  you  are 
Transform'd,  and  turn'd  knight  errant ;  take  your  courfe 
And  wander  where  you  pleafe,  for  here  I  vow 
By  my  lord's  life  (an  oath  I  will  not  break) 
Till  his  return,  or  certainty  of  his  fafety, 
My  doors  are  fhut  againft  thee.  [Exit  Sophial 

Cor.  You  have  made 
A  fine  piece  of  workon't :  how  do  y6u  like  the  quality? 
You  had  a  foolifh  itch  to  be  an  a6tor, 
And  may  flroll  where  you  pleafe. 

Hi/.  Will  you  buy  my  mare  ? 

Cor.  No,  certainly,  I  fear  I  have  already 
Too  much  of  mine  own  :  I'll  only  as  a  damfel 
(As  the  books  fay)  thus  far  help  to  difarm  you, 
And  fo,  dear  Don  Quixote,  taking  my  leave, 
I  leave  you  to  your  fortune.  [Exit  Gerifca^ 

Hi/.  Have  I  fweat 
My  bra  ns  out  for  this  quaint  and  rare  invention, 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  I  could  turn 
Tragedian,  and  roar  now,  but  that  I  fear 
'Twould  get  me  too  great  a  flomach,  having  no  meat 
To  pacify  Colon.     What  will  become  of  me  ? 
I  cannot  beg  in  armour,  and  ileal  I  dare  not : 
My  end  mull  be  to  ftand  in  a  corn-field 
And  fright  away  the  crows,  for  bread  and  cheefe, 
Or  find  fome  hollow-tree  in  the  h'ghway, 
And  there  until  my  lord  return  fell  fwitches. 
No  more  Hilario,  but  DoloriO  now. 
I'll  weep  my  eyes  out,  and  be  blind  of  purpofe 
To  move  companion;  and  fo  I  vanifli. 

[Exit  Hilario* 
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A&.  II.     Seen.  2* 

s. 

Enter  EubuluSy  Ubaldo,  Ricardoy  and  others. 

Eub.  A  RE  the  gentlemen  fent  before,  as  it  was  or** 

By  the  king's  dire&ionr  to  entertain 
The  general  ? 

Ric  Long  fince ;  they  by  this  have  met  him* 
And  gi'en  him  the  bienvenue. 

Eub.  I  hope  I  need  not 
Inftrud  you  in  your  parts. 

VbaL  How !  us,  my  lord  X 
Fear  not ;  we  know  our  diftanc.es  and  degrees 
To  the  very  inch,,  where  we  are  to  falute  him, 

Ric.  The  ftate  were  miferable  if  the  court  had  nont 
Of  her  own  breed,  familiar  with  all  garbs. 
Gracious  in  England,  Italy,  Spain  or  France* 
With  form  and  punctuality  to  receive 
Stranger  embafladors,     For  the  general,. 
He's  a  mere  native,  and  it  matters  not 
Which  way  we  do  accoft  him. 

VbaL  'Tis  great  pity 
That  fuch  as  lit  at  the  helm  provide  no  better 
For  the  training  up  of  the  gentry.     In  my  judgment 
An  academy  ere&ed,  with  large  penfions 
To  fuch  as  in  a  table  could  fet  down 
The  congees,  cringes,  poftures,  methods,  phrafe> 
Proper  to  every  nation 

Ric.  O,  it  were 
An  admirable  piece  of  work. 

VbaL  And  yet  rich  fools 
Throw  away  their  charity  on  hofpitals 
For  beggers  and  lame  foldiers,  and  ne'er  ftudy 
The  due  regard  to  compliment  and  ctturtmip, 
Matters  of  more  import,  and  are  indeed 
The  glories  of  a  monarchy. 
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Eub.  Thefe,  no  doubt, 
Are  Hate-points,  gallants,  I  confefs ;  but  fure, 
Our  court  needs  no  aids  this  way,  iince  it  is 
A  fchool  of  nothing  elfe.     There  are  fome  of  you. 
Whom  I  forbear  to  name,  whofe  coining  heads 
Are  the  mint  of  all  new  fafhions,  that  have  done 
More  hurt  to  the  kingdom  by  fuperfluous  bravery,. 
Which  the  foolifh  gentry  imitate,  than  a  war, 
Or  a  famine  ;  all  the  treafure  by 
This  foul  excefs  is  got  into  the  merchants, 
Embroiderers,  filkmens,  jewellers,  taylors  hands,. 
And  the  third  part  of  the  land  too ;  the  nobility 
IngrofTing  titles  only.  v 

Ric.  My  lord,  you  are  bitter. 

Enter  a  few  ant .  [A  trumpet* 

$er<v.  The  general  is  alighted,  and  now  entered. 

Ric.  Were  he  ten  generals,  I  am  prepared. 
And  know  what  I  will  do. 

Eub .  Pray  you  what,   FJcard  ? 

Ric,  I'll  fight  at  compliment  with  him. 

Ubal.  I'll  charge  home  too.  [well. 

Eub.  And  that's  a  defperate  fervice  if  you  come  off 

Enter  Ferdinand,  Mathias,  Baptifa,  two  captains* 

Ferd.  Captain,  command  the  officers  to  keep 
The  foldier  as  he  march'd  in  rank  and  file, 
Till  they  hear  farther  from  me. 

Eub.  Here's  one  fpeaks 
In  another  key  :  this  is  no  canting  language 
Taught  "in  your  academy. 

Ferd.  Nay,  I  will  prefent  you 
To  the  king  myfelf. 

Math.  A  grace  beyond  my  merit. 

Ferd.  You  undervalue  what  I  cannot  fet 
Too  high  a  price  on. 

Eub.  With  a  friend's  true  heart 
I  gratulate  your  return. 

Ferd.  Next  to  the  favour 
Of  the  great  king,  I  am  happy  in  your  friendship. 

UbaL  By  courtfhip,  courfe  on  both  fides. 

JFerd.  Prav  you  receive 
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This  ftranger  to  your  knowledge,,  on  my  credit 
At  all  parts  he  deferves  It; 

Eub.  Your  report 
Is  a  flrong  aflurance  to  me:-- Sir,  moll  welcome. 

Math.  This  faid  by  you,  the  reverence  of  your  age 
Commands  me  to  believe  it. 

Ric.  This'  was  pretty. 
But  fecondme  now.—- 1  cannot  floop  too  low 
To  do  your  excellence  that  due  obfervance 
Your  fortune  claims. 

Eub.  He  ne'er  thinks  on  his  virtue. 

Ric  For  being,  as  you  are,  the  foul  of  foldiers^ 
And  bulwark  of  Bellona. 

Ubal.  The  protection 
Both  of  the  court  and  king. 

Ric. ,  And  the  fole  minion 
Of  mighty  Mars. 

Ubal.  One^that  with  jufHce  may" 
Increafe  the  number  of  the  worthies. 

Eub.  Hoy  day ! 

Ric-  It  being  impoflible  in  my  arms  to  circle 
Such  giant  worth. 

Ubal.  At  diftance  we  pre  fume 
To  kifs  your  honoured  gauntlet, 

Eub.  What  reply  now 
Can  he  make  to  this  foppery  ?. 

Eerd.  You  have  iaid? 
Gallants,  fo  much,  and  hitherto  done  fo  little,, 
That  till  I  learn  to  fpeak,  and  you  to  do, 
I  rnuft  take  time  to  thank  you, 

Eub.  As  I  live, 
Anfwer'd  as  I  could  wifh.     How  the  fops  gape  now  ! 

Ric.  This  was  harfh  and  fcurvy ., 

Ubal.  We  will  be  reveng'd 
When  he  comes  to  court  the  ladies,  and  laugh  at  him, 

Eub.  Nay,  do  your  offices,  gentlemen,,  and  conduct 
The  general  to  the  prefence. 

Ric.  Keep  your  order. 

Ubal.  Make  way  for  the  general, 

[Exeunt  omnes  pr&ler  Eubuluw, 
c  Eub, 
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Eub.  What  wife  man, 
That  with  judicious  eyes  looks  on  a  foldier, 
But  mull  confefs  that  fortune's  fwing  is  more 
O'er  that  profeffion,  than  all  kinds  elfe 
Of  life  purfu'd  by  man  ?  they  in  a  ftate 
Are  but  as  chirurgeons  to  wounded  men 
Even  defperate  in  their  hopes,  while  pain  andanguiib 
Make  them  blafpheme,  and  call  in  vain  for  death  : 
Their  wives  and  children  kifs  the  chirurgeon's  knees  i 
Promife  him  mountains,  if  his  faving  hand 
Reftore  the  tortur'd  wretch  to  former  ftrength. 
But  when  grim  death  by  Efculapius'  art 
Is  frighted  from  the  houfe,  and  health  appears 
In  fanguine  colours  on  the  lick  man's  face, 
All  is  forgot,  and  afking  his  reward, 
He's  pay'd  with  curfes,  often  receives  wounds 
From  him  whofe  wounds  he  cur'd  ;  fo  foldiers, 
Though  of  more  worth  and  ufe,  meet  the  fame  fate, 
As  it  is  too  apparent.     I  have  obferv'd 
In  one  hue, 

When  horrid  Mars,  the  touch  of  whofe  rough  hand 
With  palfies  makes  a  kingdom,  hath  put  on 
His  dreadful  helmet,  and  with  terror  fills 
The  place  where  he,  like  an  unwelcome  gaefi, 
Refolves  to  revel ;  how  the  lords  of  her,  like 
The  tradefman,  merchant,  and  litigious  pleader, 
(And  fuch-like  fcarabs  bred  i'th'  dung  of  peace) 
In  hope  of  their  protection,  humbly  offer 
Their  daughters  to  their  beds,  heirs  to  their  fervice, 
And  warn  with  tears  their  fweat,  their  dull,  theft*  fears : 
But  when  thofe  clouds  of  war  that  menae'd 
A  bloody  deluge  to  th'  affrighted  Hate, 
Are  by  their  breath  difpers'd  and  over  blown, 
And  famine,  Mood,  and  death,  Bellona's  pages, 
Whip'd  from  the  quiet  continent  to  Thrace, 
Soldiers,  that  like  thefoolifhJiedge-fparrow, 
To  their  own  rain  hatch  this  cuckow  peace. 
Are  ftraight  thought  burdenfome,  iince  want  of  means/ 
Growing  £rom  want  of  action,  breeds  contempt, 

And 
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And  that  the  wcril  of  ills  falls  to  their  lot, 
Their  fervice  with  the  danger  foon  forgot. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  The  queen,  my  lord,  hath  made  choice  of  thi$ 
room, 
To  fee  the  mafque. 

Eub.  I'll  be  looker  on, 
My  dancing  days  are  pafl. 
Loud  tnufick  as  they  pafs ;  a  fang  in   the  praife  of  <war  $ 

XJbaldoy     Ricardo,     Ladifiaus,     Ferdinando,    Honoria*, 

MathiaSy  Silva,  Ac  ant  he,  Baptijta,  a?td  others \ 

Lad.  This  courtefy 
To  a  ftranger,  my  Honoria,  keeps  fair  rank 
With  all  your  rarities.    After  your  travel 
Look  on  our  court  delights ;  but  firft  from  your 
Relation,  with  ere&ed  ears  I'll  hear 
The  mufick  of  your  war,  which  rauft  be  fweet^ 
Ending  in  victory. 

Ferd.  Not  to  trouble 
Your  majefties  with  defcription  of  a  battle^ 
Too  full  of  horror  for  the  place,  and  to 
Avoid  particulars  which  I  mould  deliver, 
I  mull  trench  longer  on  your  patience  than 
My  manner  will  give  way  to  \  in  a  word,  fir? 
It  was  well  fought  on  both  fides,  and  almoft 
With  equal  fortune,  it  continuing  doubtful 
Upon  whofe  tents  plumed  vi&ory  would  take 
Her  glorious  Hand  ;  impatient  of  delay, 
With  the  flower  of  our  prime  gentlemen,  I  charg'd 
Their  main  battalia,  and  with  their  affiftance 
Broke  in  ;  but  when  I  was  almoil  aflur'd 
That  they  were  routed,  by  a  ftratagem 
Of  the  fubtil  Turk,  who  opening  his  grofs  body* 
And  rallying  up  his  troops  on  either  fide, 
I  found  myfelf  fo  far  ingag'd  (for  I 
Mull  not  conceal  my  errors)  that  I  knew  not 
Which  way  with  honour  to  come  off, 

Eub.  I  like 
A  general  that  tells  his  faults,  and  is  r.o& 
Ambitious  to  ingrofs  unto  himfelf 
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All  honour,  as  fome  have,  in  which  with  juftice 
They  could  not  claim  a  (hare. 

Ferd.  Being  thus  hemm'd  in, 
Their  fcymitars  rag'd  among  us,  and  my  horfe 
Kill'd  under  me,  I  every  minute  look'd  for 
An  honourable  end,  and  that  was  all 
My  hope  could  fafhion  to  me :  circPd  thus 
With  death  and  horror,  as  one  fent  from  heaven 
This  man  of  men,  with  fome  choice  horfe  that  followed 
His  brave  example,  did  purfue  the  tract 
His  fword  cut  for  'em,  and  but  that  I  fee  him, 
Already  blufh  to  hear  what  he  being  prefent 
I  know  would  wifh  unfpoken,  I  ihould  fay,  fir, 
By  what  he  did,  we  boldly  may  believe 
All  that  is  writ  of  Hector. 

Mat.  General, 
Pray  fpare  thefe  ftrange  hyperboles. 

Eub.  Do  not  blufh 
To  hear  a  truth ;  here  are  a  pair  of  monfieurs, 
Had  they  been  in  your  place,  would  have  run  away 
And  ne'er  chang'd  countenance. 

Ubald.  We  have  your  good  word  ftill. 

Eub.  And  mall  while  you  defer ve  it. 

Lad.  Silence,  on. 

Ferd.  He,  as  I  faid,  like  dreadful  lightning  thrown 
From  Jupiter's  fhield,  difpers'd  the  armed  gyre 
With  which  I  was  environ'd,  horfe  and  man 
Shrunk  under  his  itrong  arm  :    more  with  his  lookf 
Frighted,  the  valiant  fled,  with  which  encourag'd,. 
My  foldiers  (like  young  eaglets  preying  under 
The  wings  of  their. fierce  dam)  as  if  from  him 
They  took  both  fpirit  and  fire,  bravely  came  on. 
By  him  I  was  remounted,  and  infpir'd 
With  treble  courage ;  and  fuch  as  fled  before, 
Boldly  made  head  again  :  and  to  confirm  'em, 
It  fuddenly  was  apparent,  that  the  fortune 
Of  the  day  was  ours.  Each  foldier  and  commander 
Perform'd  his  part ,  but  this  was  the  great  wheel 
By  which  the  leiTer  mov'd,  and  all  rewards 
And  figns  of  honour,  as  the  civic  garland^ 

The 
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The  mural  wreath,  the  enemy's  prime  horfe, 
With  the  general's  fword  arid  armour  (the  old  honours 
With  which  the  Romans  crown  their  feveral  leaders) 
To  him  alone  are  proper. 

Lad.  And  they  mail 
Defervedly  fall  on  him.?   Sit,  'tis  our  pleafure.. 

Ferd.  Which  I  mull  ferve,  not  argue. 

Hon.  You  are  a  ftrangeiv 
But  in  your  fervice  for  the  king,  a  native. 
And  though  a  free  queen,  I  am  bound  in  dutjr 
To  cherifh  virtue  wherefoe'er  I  find  it  : 
This  place  is  your's. 

Mat.  It  were  prefumption  in  me. 
To  fit  fo  near  you^ 

Hon.  Not  having  our  warrant. 

Lad.  Let  the  mafquers  enter  :  by  the  preparation^ 
'Tis  a  French  brawl,  an  apilli  imitation 
Of  what  you  really  perform  in  battle  ; 
And  Pallas  bound  up  in  a  little  volume,, 
Apollo  with  his  lute  attending  on  her,      [So#g  and  dance* 
Serve  for  the  induction. 
Enter  two  Boys,  one  with  his  lute,  the  other  like  Pallas\ 

A  fong  in  the  praije   of  Joldiers,  efpecially  being  njicjQ^ 

rious  y  the  fong  ended,  the  king  goes  on.. 

SONG     by    Pallas. 

CT'Hough  we  contemplate  to  exprefe 
**         The  glory  of  your  happinejs, 
That  hy  your  powerful  arm  have  been 

So  true  a  <viclorT  that  no  fin 
Could  ever  taint  you  with  a blame- 

To  leffen  your  deferred  fame- 

Or  though  iv e  contend  to  Jet 

Your  worth  in  the  full  height,  or  gef 

Celejlial fingers  (crown  d  with  bays 
Withflourijhes  to  drejs  your  praife  :) 

You  know  your  cpnquefi,  but  your  fiery. 
Lives  in  your  triumphant  glory v 
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Lad.  Our  thanks  to  all. 
To  the  banquet  that's  prepar'd  to  entertain  'em. 
What  would  my  bell  Honoria  ? 

Hen.  May  it  pleafe 
My  king,  that  I  who  by  his  fuifrage  ever 
Have  had  power  to  command,  may  now  intreat 
An  honour  from  him. 

Lad.  Why  mould  you  defire 
What  is  your  own  ?  what  e'er  it  be,  you  are 
The  miftrefs  of  it. 

Hon.  I  am  happy  in 
Your  grant :  my  fuit,  fir,  is,  that  your  commanders^ 
Efpecially  this  ftranger,  may  as  I 
In  my  difcretion  fhall  think  good,  receive 
What's  due  to  their  deferts. 

Lad.  What  you  determine 
Shall  know  no  alteration. 

Eub.  Thefoldier 
Is  like  to  have  good  ufage  when  he  depends 
Upon  her  pleafure  :  are  all  the  men  fo  bad, 
That  to  give  fatisfaclion  we  mull 
A  woman-treafurer  have?  heaven  help  all! 

Hon.  With  you,  fir, 
I  will  begin,  and  as  in  my  efteem 
You  are  moft  eminent,  expett  to  have 
What's  fit  forme  to  give,  and  you  to  take  ; 
The  favour  in  the  quick  difpatch  being  double. 
Go  fetch  my  cafket,  and  with  fpeed.        [Exit  Acanthi 

Eub,  The  kingdom 
Is  very  bare  of  money,  when  rewards 
lffue  from  the  queen's  jewel-houfe;  give  him  gold 
And  ftore,  no  queftion  the  gentleman  wants  it. 
Good  madam,  what  fhall  he  do  with  a  hoop-ring, 
And  a  fpark  of  diamond  in  it  ?  though  you  took  it, 

[Enter  Acanthe* 
For  the  greater  honour,  from  your  majefly's  fnger, 
Twill  not  increafe  the  value.     He  muft  pur  chafe 
Rich  fuits,  the  gay  caparifon  of  courtfnip, 
Revel,  and  feaft,  which,  the  war  ended,  is 

A 
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A  foldier's  glory;  and  'tis  lit  that  way 
Your  bounty  fhould  provide  for  him. 

Hon.  You  are  rude, 
And  by  your  narrow  thoughts  proportion  mine. 
What  I  will  do  now,  fhall  be  worth  the  envy 
Of  Cleopatra.    Open  it,  fee  here,         [Honoria  defcends* 
The  lapadaries  idol  gold  is  tram, 
And  a  poor  falary  fit  for  grooms ;  wear  thefe 
As  ftudded  ftars  in  your  armour,   and  make  the  fun 
Look  dim  with  jealoufy  of  a  greater  light 
Than  his  beams  gild  the  day  with :  when  it  is 
Expos' d  to  view,  call  it  Honoria's  gift, 
The  queen  Honoria's  gift,  that  loves  a  foldier; 
And  to  give  ornament  and  luflre  to  him, 
Parts  freely  with  her  own.    Yet  not  to  take 
JProm  the  magnificence  of  the  king,  I  will 
Difpenfe  his  bounty  too,  but  as  a  page 
To  wait  on  mine  ;  for  other  loffes  take 
A  hundred  thoufand  crowns :  Your  hand,  dear  fir, 
And  this  fhall  be  thy  warrant.    [Takes  off  the  UngsJlgneU 

Eub.  I  perceive 
I  was  cheated  in  this  woman :  now  fhe  is 
I  th'  giving  vein  to  foldiers,  let  her  be  proud, 
And  the  king  dote,  fo  fhe  go  on,  I  care  not. 

Hon.  This  done,  our  pleafure  is,  that  all  arrears 
Be  paid  unto  the  captains  and  their  troops, 
With  a  large  donative  to  increafe  their  zeal 
For  the  fervice  of  the  kingdom. 

Eub.  Better  ftill; 
Let  men  of  arms  be  us'd  thus  :  if  they  do  not 
Charge  defperately  upon  the  cannon's  mouth, 
Though  the  devil  roar'd,  and  fight  like  dragons,  hang  me, 
Jsfow  they  may  drink  fack;  bat  fmallbeer,  with  a paffport 
To  beg  with  as  they  travel,  and  no  money, 
Turns  their  red  blood  to  butter-milk, 

Hon.  Are  you  pleas*  d,  fir, 
With  what  I  have  done  ? 

Lad.  Yes,  and  thus  confirm  it, 
With  this  addition  of  mine  own  :  you  have,  fir, 
From  our  lov'd  queen  receiv'd  fome  recompence 

For 
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For  your  life  hazarded  in  the  late  action  ; 
And  that  you  may  follow  her  great  example* 
In  cherifhing  valour  without  limit,  alk 
What  you  from  us  can  wifh. 

Mat,  If  it  be  true„ 
Brea$l  fir,  as  'tis  affirm'd,  that  every  foil,, 
Where  he  is  well,  is  to  a  valiant  man 
His  natural  country ;  reafon  may  allure  me* 
I  mould  fix  here,  where  blefiings  beyond  hope, 
From  you,  the  fpring,  like  rivers  flow  unto  me.. 
If  wealth  were  my  ambition,  by  the  queen 
I  am  made  rich  already,  to  the  amazement 
Of  all  that  fee,  or  fhall  hereafter  read 
The  ilory  of  her  bounty ;  if  to  fpend 
The  remnant  of  my  life  in  deeds  of  arms, 
No  region  is  more  fertile  of  good  knights, 
From  whom  my  knowledge  that  way  may  be  better 'dr 
Than  this  your  warlike  Hungary ;  if  favour, 
Or  grace  in  court  could  take  me,  by  your  grant, 
Far,  far  beyond  my  merit,  I  may  make 
In  ytfur's  a  free  election  :  but  alas !  fir, 
I  am  not  mine  own,  but  by  my  deftiny 
(Which  I  cannot  refill)  forc'd  to  prefer 
My  country's  fmoak  before  the  glorious  fire 
With  which  your  bounties  warm  me.     All  I  afk,  fir, 
Tho'  I  cannot  be  ignorant  it  muft  relifh 
Of  foul  ingratitude,  is,  your  gracious  licence 
For  my  departure. 

Lad,  Whither  ? 

Mat,  To  my  own  home,  fir, 
My  own  poor  home  :.  which  will  at  my  return 
Grow  rich  by  your  magnificence.     I  am  here 
But  a  hody  without  a  foul,  and  till  I  find  it 
In  the  embraces  of  my  conftant  wife,  and  to  fet  off  that 

constancy 
In  her  beauty  and  matchlefs  excellencies,  without  a  rival, 
I  am  but  half  myfelf. 

Hon,  And  is  fhe  then 
So  chaile  and  fair  as  you  infer  ? 

Mat* 
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Mat.     O,  Madam, 
Tho*  it  mull  argue  weaknefs  in  a  rich  man 
To  mow  his  goitHbefere  an  armed  thief, 
And  I  in  praiiing  of  my  wife,  but  feed 
The  fire  of  lufc  in  others  to  attempt  her  ; 
Such  is  my  full-faiPd  confidence  in  her  virtue, 
Tho'  in  my  abfence  fhe  were  now  befieg'd 
By  a  ftrong  army  of  lafcivious  wooers, 
And  every  one  more  expert  in  his  art, 
Than  thofe  that  tempted  chafle  Penelope ; 
Tho'  they  rais'd  batteries  by  prodigal  gifts, 
By  amorous  letters,  vows  made  for  her  fervice, 
With  all  the  engines  wanton  appetite 
Could  mount  to  ihake  the  fortrefs  of  her  honour, 
Here,  here  is  my  affurance  me  holds  out,  \M*Jfc*  &* 

And  is  impregnable.  pi£tur$k: 

Hon.  What's  that  ? 

Mat.  Her  fair  figure. 

Lad.  And  as  I  live  an  excellent  face  I 

Hon.  You  have  feen  a  better. 

Lad.  I  ever  except  your's ;  nay  frown  not,  fweeteft, 
The  Cyprian  queen  compar'd  to  you,  in  my 
Opinion,  is  a  negroe  :  as  you  ordered, 
I'll  fee  the  foldiers  paid,  and  in  my  abfence 
Pray  you  ufe  your  powerful  arguments  to  flay 
This  gentleman  in  our  fervice. 

Hon.  I  will  do 
My  part. 

Lad.  On  to  the  camp. 

\Exeunt  Ladijlausy   Ferdinand,    Euhulus,    Baftijla% 
Captains. 

Hon.  I  am  full  of  thoughts. 
And  fomething  there  is  here  I  mufl  give  form  to, 
Tho'  yet  an  embrion. — You,  figniors, 
Have  no  bufmefs  with  the  foldier,  as  I  take  it, 
You  are  for  other  warfare ;   quit  the  place, 
But  be  within  call. 

Ric.  Imployment  on  my  life,  boy. 

Vb.  If  it  lie  in  our  road,  we  are  made  for  ever. 

\Exeunt  Ubaldo,  Ricardo. 

Hon- 
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Hon.  You  may  perceive  the  king  is  no  way  tainted' 
With  the  difeafe  of  jealoufy,  fmce  he  leaves  me 
Thus  private  with  you. 

Mat.  It  were  in  him,  madam, 
A  fin  unpardonable  to  diftruft  fuch  purenefs, 
Tho'  I  were  an  Adonis. 

Hon.  I  prefume 
He  neither  does,  nor  dares :  and  yet  the  ftory 
Delivered  of  you  by  the  general, 
With  your  heroick  courage  (which  finks  deeply 
Into  a  knowing  woman's  heart)  befides 
Your  promifing  prefence,  might  beget  fome  fcruple 
In  a  meaner  man  :  but  more  of  this  hereafter  \ 
I'll  take  another  theme  now,  and  conjure  you 
By  the  honours  you  have  won,  and  by  the  love 
Sacred  to  your  dear  wife,  to  anfwer  truly 
To  what  I  ihall  demand. 

Mat.  You  need  not  ufe 
Charms  to  this  purpofe,  madam. 

Hon.  Tell  me  then, 
Being  yourfelf  affur'd  His  not  in  man 
To  fully  with  one  fpot  th'immaculate  whitenefe 
Of  your  wife's  honour,  if  you  have  not  fince 
The  Gordian  of  your  love  was  tied  by  marriage,, 
Flay'd  falfe  with  her. 

Mat.  By  the  hopes  of  mercy,  never. 

Hon.  It  may  be,  not  frequenting  the  converfe 
Of  handfome  ladies,  you  were  never  tempted^ 
And  fo  your  faith's  untried  yet. 

Mat.  Surely,  madam, 
I  am  no  woman-hater,.  I  have  been 
Received  to  the  fociety  of  the  befl 
And  faireft  of  our  climate,  and  have  met  with. 
No  common  entertainment,  yet  ne'er  felt 
The  lead  heat  that  way. 

Hon.  Strange  !  and  do  you  think  ftill 

The  earth  can  mow  no  beauty  that  can  drencll 

In  Lethe  all  remembrance  of  the  favour 

You  now  bear  to  your  own  \ 

Mat, 


The  Picture.  ^SS 

Mat.  Nature  mull  find  out 
Some  other  mould  to  fafhion  a  new  creature 
Fairer  than  her  Pandora,  e'er  I  prove 
Guilty  or  in  my  wifhes,  or  my  thought^ 
To  my  Sophia. 

Hon.  Sir,'  confider  better  ; 
Not  one  in  our  whole  fex  ? 

Mae.  I  am  conftant  to 
My  refolution. 

Hon.  But  dare  you  ftand 
The  oppofition,  and  bind  yourfelf 
By  oath  for  the  performance  ? 

Mat.  My  faith  elfe 
Had  but  a  weak  foundation, 

Hon.  I  take  hold 
Upon  your  promife,  and  enjoin  your  toy 
For  one  month  here— —« 

Mat.  I  am  caught. 

Hon,  And  if  I  do  not 
Produce  a  lady  in  that  time  that  mall 
Make  you  confefs  your  error,  I  fubmit 
Myfelf  to  any  penalty  you  fhall  pleafe 
T'  impofe  upon  me :  in  the  mean  fpace  write 
To  your  chafte  wife,  acquaint  her  with  your  fortune  $ 
The  jewels  that  were  mine  you  may  fend  to  herr 
For  better  confirmation,  I'll  provide  you 
Of  trufly  meffengers:  but  how  far  diflant  is  fhe  ? 

Mat.  A  day's  hard  riding. 

Hon.  There's  no  retiring,. 
111  bind  you  to  your  word. 

Mat.  Well,  fince  there  is 
No  way  to  fhun  it,  I'll  ftand  the  hazard,  % 
And  inftantly  make  ready  my  difpatch  : 
Till  then,  I'll  leave  your  majefty,  [Exit  Mathias* 

Hon.  How  I  burft 
With  envy,  that  there  lives  befides  myfelf 
One  fair  and  loyal  woman  !  'twas  the  end 
Of  my  ambition,  to  be  recorded 
The  only  wonder  of  the  age,  and  fhall  I 
Give  way  to  a  competitor  ? .  nay  more, 

Ta 
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To  add  to  my  affliction,  the  aiTurances 
That  I  plac'd  in  my  beauty  have  deceiv'd  me. 
I  thought  one  amorous  glance  of  mine  could  bring- 
All  hearts  to  my  fubje&ion;  but  this  ftranger, 
Unmov'das  rocks,  contemns  me.     But  I  cannot 
Sit  down  fo  with  my  honour,  I  will  gain 
A  double  victory,  by  working  him 
To  my  defire,  and  taint  her  in  her  honour, 
Or  lofe  myfelf.    I  have  read,  that  fometime  poifon 
Is  ufeful :  to  fupplant  her,  I'll  employ 
With  any  coll,  Ubaldo  and  Ricardoy 
Two  noted  courtiers,  of  approved  cunning 
In  all  the  windings  of  lull's  labyrinth  i 
And  in  corrupting  him  I  will  outgo 
N  Nero's  Poppaea  :  if  he  ihut  his  ears 
Againft  my  Siren  notes*  I'll  boldly  fwear 
UlyfTes  lives  again,  or  that  I  have  found 
A  frozen  Cynic,  cold  in  fpite  of  all 
Allurements,  one,  whom  beauty  cannot  move,. 
Nor  foftefl  blandifhments  entice  to  love.       {Exit.  Hon* 

The  end  of  the  fecond  Aft. 

Ad.  III.    Seen.  i. 

Enter  Hilar  to. 

HiL  rT'sHin,  thin  provifion  !  I  am  dieted 

J[      Like  one  fet  to  watch  hawks ;  and  to  keep 

me  waking, 

My  croaking  guts  make  a  perpetual  'larum. 

Here  I  Hand  centinel,  and  tho*  I  fright 

Beggers  from  my  lady's  gate,  in  hope  to  have 

A  greater  mare,  I  find  my  commons  mend  not. 

I  look'd  this  morning  in  my  glafs,  the  river, 

And  there  appear'd  a  filh  call'd  a  Poor  John, 

Cut  with  a  lenten  face  in  my  own  likenefs* 

And 
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And  it  feem'd  to  fpeak,  and  fay,  goodmorrow  coufin. 
3Mo  man  comes  this  way  but  has  a  fling  at  me.  . 
A  chirurgeon  paffing  by  afe'd,  at  what  rate 
J  would  fell  myfelf  ?  I  anfwered,  for  what  ufe  ? 
To  make,  faid  he,  a  living  anatomy, 
.  And  fet  thee  up  in  our  hall,  for  thou  art  tranfparent 
Without  diffection  :  and  indeed  he  had  reafon  ; 
For  I  am  fcour'dwith  this  poor  purge  to  nothing. 
They  fay  that  hunger  dwells  in  the  camp,  but  till 
My  lord  returns,  or  certain  tidings  of  him, 

He  will  not  part  with  me but  forrow's  dry, 

And  I  muft  drink  howfoever. 
Guide.  That  is  her  caflle, 

[Enter  Ubaldoy  Ricardo,  and  Guide* 
Upon  my  certain  knowledge. 

Ubaldo.  Our  horfes  held  out 
To  my  deiire  :  I  am  a  fire  to  be  at  it. 

Ric.  Take  the  jades  for  thy  reward  5    before  I  part 
hence, 
I  hope  to  be  better  carried.  Give  me  the  cabinet. 
So,  leave  us  now. 

Guide.  Good  fortune  to  you,  gallants.      [Exit  Guidt* 
Ubald.  Being  joint  agents,  in  adefign  of  truft  too 
For  the  fervice  of  the  queen,  and  our  own  pleafure, 
Let  us  proceed  with  judgment. 

Ric.  If  I  take  not 
This  fort  at  the  firfl  aflault,  make  me  an  eunuch, 
So  I  may  have  precedence. 

IJbaL  On  no  terms. 
We  are  both  to  play  one  prize.     He  that  works  befi 
V  the  fearching  this  mine,  fhall  carry  it 
Without  contention. 

Ric.  Make  you  your  approaches 
As  I  directed. 

Ub.  I  need  no  infraction, 
I  work  not  on  your  anvil  ;  I'll  give  fire 
With  my  own  Unfrock,  if  the  powder  be  dank. 
The  devil  take  the  touch-hole*     Who  have  we  here  ? 
What  fkeleton's  this  ? 

Ric. 
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Ric  A  ghoft !  or  the  image  of  famine! 
Where  doft  thou  dwell  ? 

Hi/.  Dwell  fir  ?  my  dwelling  is 
I'th'  high-way  :  that  goodly  houfewas  once 
My  habitation,  but  I  am  baniftied, 
And  cannot  be  call'd  home  till  news  arrive 
Of  the  good  knight  Mathias. 

Ric.  If  that  will 
\Reftore  thee,  thou  art  fafe. 

Vbal.  We  come  from  him 
With  prefents  to  his  lady. 

Hi/.  But  are  you  fure 
He's  in  health  1 

Ric.  Never  fo  well ;  conduct  us 
To  the  lady. 

Hi  I.  Tho'  apoorfnake,  I  will  leap 
Out  of  my  fkin  for  joy.    Break,  pitcher,  break; 
And  wallet,  late  my  cup-board,  I  bequeath  thee 
To  the  next  begger ;  thou  red  herring,  fwim 
To  the  red-fea  again.     Methinks  I  am  -already 
Knuckle  deep  in  the  flefh-pots,  and  tho'  waking,  dream 
Of  wine  and  plenty. 

Ric.  What's  the  myftery 
Of  this  ftrange  pafiion  ? 

Hi/.  My  belly,  gentlemen, 
Will  not  give  me  leave  to  tell  you;  when  I  have  brought 

you 
To  my  lady's  prefence  I  am  difenchanted, 
There  youfhall  know.     All  follow,  if  I  outitrip  you, 
•Know  I  run  for  my  belly. 

Ubah  A  mad  fellow.  [ExeuTitk 
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Ad.  III.  Seen.  2. 

Enter  Sophia  and  Cori/ca* 

%>opb.   TT"\0  not  again  delude  me. 

1 ,3     Cor.  If  I  do*  fend  me  a  grafing  with  my 

fellow  Hilario. 
J  flood  as  you  commanded  in  the  turret, 
Obferving  all  that  pafs'd  hy,   and  even  now 
■I  did  difcern  a. pair  of  cavaliers, 
For  fucn  their  outfide  fpoke  them,  with  their  guide, 
Difmounting  from  their  horfes  ;  they  faid  fomething 
To  our  hungry  centinel,  that  made  him  caper 
And  frifk  i'th'air  for  joy  ;  and  to  confirm  this 
See,  madam,  they  are  in  view. 

Enter  Hilario,  Ubaldo,  Ricardo, 

HiL  News  from  my  lord  ! 
Tidings  of  joy  !  thefe  are  no  counterfeits, 
But  knights  indeed.    Dear  madam,  fign  my  pardon* 
That  I  may  feed  again,  and  pick  up  my  crumbs  j 
I  have  had  a  long  fail  of  it. 

Soph.  Eat,  I  forgive  thee.  . 

Hit.  O  comfortable  words !  eat,  I  forgive  thee. 
And  if  in  this  I  do  not  foon  obey  .you, 
And  ram  in  to  the  purpofe,  billet  me'again 
t'the  high- way*     Butler  and  cook  be  ready, 
For  I  enter  like  a  tyrant.  [Exit  Hilario, 

Uhal.  Since  mine  eyes 
Were  never  happy  in  fo  fwee't  an  object, 
Without  injury,  I  prefume.you  are 
The  lady  of  the  houfe,  and  fo  falute  you, 

Ric.  This  letter,  with  thefe  jewels  from  your  lord-, 
Warrant  my  boldnefs,  madam. 

VbaL  In  being  a  fervant 
To  fuch  rare  beauty,  you  muft  needs  defeve 
This  courtefy  from  a  ftranger. 

Ric.   Vou  are  Hill 
-Before  hand  with,  me*    Pretty  one,  I  defcead 
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To  take  the  height  of  your  lip,  and  if  I  mifs 
In  the  altitude,  hereafter,  if  you  pleafe, 
I  will  make  ufeof  my  Jacob's  flaif. 

[Sophia  having  in  the  interim  read  the  letter ',  and 
opened  the  cajket. 

Cor-.  Thefe  gentlemen 
Have  certainly  had  good  breeding,  as  it  appears 
By  their  neat  killing,  they  hit  me  fo  pat  on  the  lips 
At  the  firft  fight. 

Soph.  Heaven,  in  thy  mercy  make  me 
Thy  thankful  handmaid,  for  this  boundlefs  blefling 
In  thy  goodnefs  fhower'd  upon  me. 

Ubal.  I  do  not  like 
This  fimple  devotion  in  her,  it  is  feldom 
Practis'd  among  my  miftreffes. 

Ric.  Or  mine: 
Would  they  kneel  to  I  know  not  who,  for  the  pofleffiODi 
Of  fuch  ineftimable  wealth,  before 
They  thank'd  the  bringers  of  it  ?  The  poor  lady 
Does  want  instruction;  but  I'll  be  her  tutor, 
And  read  her  another  leflbn. 

Soph.   If  I  have 
Shown  want  of  manners,  gentlemen,  in  my  flownefs 
To  pay  the  thanks  1  owe  you  for  your  travel 
To  do  my  lord  and  me  (however  unworthy 
Of  fuch  a  benefit)  this  noble  favour, 
Impute  it,  in  your  clemency,  to  the  excefs 
Of  joy  that  overwhelm'd  me. 

Ric  She  fpeaks  well. 

Ubal.  Polite  and  courtly. 

Soph.  And  how'er  it  may 
Increafe  th' offence  to  trouble  you  with  more 
Demands  touching  my  lord,  before  I  have 
levited  you  to  tafte,  fuch  as  the  coarfenefs 
Of  my  poor  houfe  can  offer,  pray  you  connive 
On  my  weak  tendernefs,    tho'  I  intreat 
To  learn  from  you  fomething  he  hath  it  may  be 
In  his  letter  left  uDiaention'd. 
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Ric.  I  can  only 
Givcyou  affurance  that  he  is  in  health, 
Grac'd  by  the  king  and  queen. 

UbaL  And  in  the  court 
With  admiration  looked  on* 

Ric.  You  ma  ft  therefore 
Put  off  thefe  widows  garments,  and  appear 
Like  to  yourfelf.  .  .  I 

UbaL  And  entertain  all  pleafures 
Your  fortune  marks  out  for  yon. 

Ric*  There  are' other 
Particular  privacies,  which  on  occafion 
I  will  deliver  to  you. 

Soph.  You  oblige  me 
To  your  fervice  ever. 

Ric.  Good  !  your  fervice,  mark  that. 

Soph.  In  the  mean  time,  by  your  good  acceptance* 
make 
My  ruftick  entertainment  relifh  of 
The  curioufnefs  of  the  court. 

UbaL  Your  looks,  fweet  madam, 
Cannot  but  make  each  difh  a?feaft, 

Soph.  It  {hall  be 
Such  in  the  freedom  of  my  will  to  pleafe  you.' 
•I'll  mow  you  the  way  ;  this  is  too  great  an  honour 
From  fuch  brave  guefts  to  me  fo  mean  anhoftefs,  [Exeunt* 
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inter  Acanthe>  two,  four^  or  Jive  with  wizards. 

Ac  an,  "^7011   know  your  charge,  give  it  a&io%  and 

J  expert 

Rewards  beyond  your  hopes. 

1 .  Viz*  If  we  but  eye  'em, 
They  are  ours  I  warrant  you. 

2.  May  we  not  afk  why 
We  are  put  upon  this  I 

Vol.  VIII.  -  <j  'Acan. 
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Jean,  Let  that  ftop  your  mouthy 
And  learn  more  manners*  groom.  'Tis  upon  the  houf 
In  which  they  ufe  to  walk  here ;  when  you  have  'em 
In  your  power,  with  violence  carry  them  to  the  place 
Where  I  appointed*  there  I  \vill  expeft  you ; 
Jte  bold,  and  careful.  "  [Exit  Acavthe. 

Enter  Ma  Mas  and  Baptijla. 

\.  Viz.  Thefe  are  they. 

2.  Viz.  Are  you  fure  ? 

i .  Viz.  Am  I  fure  I  am  myfelf  ? 

2    Viz.  Seize  on  him  ftrongly ;  if  he  have  but  meant 
To  draw  his  fword,  'tis  ten  to  one  we  fmart  fort. 
Take  all  advantages* 

Mat.  I  c-annot  gueis 
What  her  intents  are*  but  her  carriage  was 
As  I  but  now  related. 

Baptifia.  Your  affurance 
In  the  conftancy  of  .your  lady  is  the  armour 
That  muft  defend  you  :  where's  the  pi&ure  ? 

Mat.  Here* 
And  no  way  alter1*!. 

Bap.  If  fhe  be  riot  perfect 
There  is  no  truth  in  art. 

Mat.  By  this  I  hope 
•She  hath  received  my  letters. 

Bap.  Without  qufcftion : 
Thefe  courtiers  are  rank  riders,  when  they  af& 
To  vifit  a  handfome  lady. 

Mat.  Lend  me  your  ear. 
One  piece  of  her  entertainment  will  require 
Your  dearefl  privacy 

i .  Viz.  Now  they  flandfairj 
Upon  'em. 

Mat.  Villains. 

i .  Viz.  Stop  their  mouths;  we  tome  not 
To  try  your  valours  :  kill  him  if  he  offer 

To  open  his  mouth We  have  you,  'tis  in  vain 

*To  make  refiftance— mount  'em  md  away,       [Exeuyh 
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Enter-  Servants  'with  lights^  Ladijlaus^  Ferdinand^ 
Eubulus. 

Lad*,  ,rTMS  late^  go  to  your  reft,  but  do  not  envy 
JL     The  happinefs  I  draw  near  to. 

Eub.  If  you  enjoy  it 
The  fnoderate  way,  the  fport  yields,  I  confefs* 
A  pretty  titillation,  but  too  much  oft 
Will  bring  you  on  your  knees.     In  my  younger  d&yS 
1  was  myfelf  a  gamefter,  and  I  found 
By  a  fad  experience,  there  is  no  fuch  foker 
As  a  young  fpungy  wife  -,  me  keeps  a  thoufand 
Horfe-leaches  in  her  box,  and  the  thieves  will  fuck  out 
Both  blood  and  marrow  :  I  feel  a  kind  of  cramp 
In  my  joints  when  I  think  on' t  5  but  it  may  be  queens. 
And  fuch  a  queen  as  your's  is*  has  the  art. 

Ferd.  You  take  leave 
To  talk,  my  lord. 

Lad.  He  may,  fmce  he  Can  do  nothing, 

Eub.  If  you  fpend  this  way  too  much  of  your  royal  flock* 
E'er  long  we  may  be  puefellows. 

Lad.  The  door  fruit  ! 
Knock  gently*  harder.     So,  here  comes  her  woman^ 
Take  off  my  gown. 

Enter  Acanthe. 

Jean.  My  lord,  the  queen  by  me       m* 
This  night  defires  your  pardon. 

Lad.  How,  Acanthe ! 
1  come  by  her  appointment,  'twas  her  grant^ 
The  motion  was  her  own. 

Jean.  It  may  be,  fir, 
But  by  her  doctors  fmce  fhe  is  advis'd 
}'For  her  health  fake  to  forbear. 

Eub.  I  do  not  like 
This  phyfical  letchery,  the  old  downright  way 
Is  worth  a  thoufand  of  'tfc 

<L*  Lad. 
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Lad.  Pr'ythee,  Ancanthe, 
Mediate  for  me. 

Eub.  O  the  fiends  of  hell  f 
Would  any  man  bribe  his  fervant  to  make  wa^ 
To  his  own  wife?  if  this  be  the  court  ftate, 
Shame  fall  on  fuch  as  ufe  it. 

Ac  an.  By  this  jewel, 
This  night  I.  dare  not  move  her;  but  to-morrow 
I  will "watch  all  occafion. 

Lad,  Take  this 
To  be  mindful  of  me  [Exit  Jcanthei 

Eub.  'Slight,  I  thought  a  king 
Might  have  took  up  any  woman  at  the  king's  price  ; 
And  mull  he  buy  his  own  at  a  dearer  rate 
Than  a  ftranger  in  a  brothel  ? 

Lad.  What  is  that 
You.  mutter,  fir  ? 

Eub.  No  treafon  to  your  honour. 
I'll  fpeak  it  out,  tho'  it  anger  you  :  if  you  pay  for 
Your  lawful  pleafure,  in  fome  kind,  great  fir 
What  do  you  make  the  queen  ?  cannot  you  clicket 
Without  a  fee,  or  when  me  has  a  fuit  for  you  to  grant  ? 

Ferd.  O  hold,  fir. 

Lad:  Off  with  his  head. 

Eub.  Do  when  you  pleafe,  you  but  blow  out  a  taper 
That  would  light  your  underftanding,  and  in  care  oft 
Is  burnt  down  to  the  focket :  be  as  you  are,  fir, 
An  abfolute  monarch ;  it  did  ihow  more  kinglike 
In  thofe  libidinous  Csefars,  that  compell'd 
Matrons  and  virgins  ,pf  all  ranks  to  bow 
Unto  their  ravenous  lulls,  and  did  admit 
Of  more  excufe  than  I  can  urge  for  you, 
That  (lave  yourfelf  to  th' imperious  humour 
Of  a  proud  beauty. 

Lad.  Out  of  my  fight. 

Eub.  I  will,  fir, 
Give  way  to  your  furious  paflion ;  but  when  reafon 
Hath  got  the  better  of  it,  I  much  hope 
The  counfel  that  offends  now,  will  deferve 
Your  royal  thanks'.    Tranquillity  of  mind 

,    -  Stay 
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Stay  witl>  you,  fir.— I  do  begin  to  doubt 

There's  fomething  more  in  the  queen's  ftrangenefs,  than 

Is  yet  difclofed,  and  I'll  find  it  Qut4 

Or  lofe  myfelf  in  the  fearch.  [Exit  Eub* 

Ferd.  Sure  he's  honeft, 
And  from  your  infancy  hath  truly  ferv'd  y$u, 
£,et  that  plead  for  him,  and  impute  tjiis  harmnefs 
To  the  frowardnefs  of  his  age. 

Lad.  I  am  much  trouble^. 
And  do  begin  to  flagger  :  Ferdinand,  goodnight ; 
To-morrow  vifil  us,  Back  tp  our  own  lodgings,  {Exeunt. 
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Enter  Acantbe,  the  Vixardedfer  wants.  Ma  t  hi  as  y  Baptifta. 

Acanth.  It/OU  have  done  bravely  :  lock  this  in  that 

j£  room, 

There  let  him  ruminate,  I'll  anon  unhood  him.  [They  car- 
The  other  muft  ilay  here  ;  as  foon  as.  I  ryoffBap% 

Have  quit  the  place,  give  him  the  liberty 
And  ufe  of  his  eyes ;  that  done,  difperfe  yourfelves 
As  privately  as  you  can;  but,  on  your  lives, 
No  wqxd  of  what  hath  pafs'd.  [Exit  Ac  ant  he. 

i.  Viz.  If  I  do,  fell 
My  tongue  to  a  tripe-wife. — Come,  unbind  his  arms ; 
You  are  now  at  your  own  difpofure,  and  however 
We  us'd  you  roughly,  I  hope  you  will  find  here 
Such  entertainment,  as  will  give  you  caufe 
To  thank  us  for  the  fervice,  and  fo  I  leave  you. 

[Exeunt  Servants  I 

Mat.  If  I  am  in  a  prifon,  'tis  a  neat  one  ; 
What  OEdipus  can  refolve  this  riddle  ?  Ha ! 
I  never  gave  juft  caufe  to  any  man 
Bafely  to  plot  againft  my  life. — But  what  is 
Become  of  my  true  friend?  for  him  I  fufFer 
More  than  myfelf. 

Acan.  Remove  that  idle  fear,, 
He'sfafe  as  you  are.     •  Q^3  *  Mat. 
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Mat.  Whofoe'er  thou  art, 
For  him  I  thank  thee.    I  cannot  imagine 
Where  I  mould  be,,  tho'  I  have  read  the  table* 
Of  errant  knighthood,  flufPd  with  the  relatione 
Of  magical  enchantments,  yet  I  am  not 
So  fottifhly  credulous  to  believe  the  devil 
Jiath  that  way  power.     Ha !  mufick  ! 

# 

Mujick  above  y  a  fong  of  pleafure* 

The  blujhing  rofe  and  purple  flower. 
Let  gronjj  too  long  are  foonejl  blafled. 

Dainty  fruits ,  thoy  fweet,  will fower^ 
And  rot  in  ripencfs,  left  untafed. 

Tet  here  is  one  more  fweet  than  thefe, 

The  moreyou  tafle,  the  fnorejhe^ll  pleafe* 

Beauty  tho*  incloid with  ice, 

Is  a  jhadow  chajle  as  rarey 
Then  how)  much  thefe  fweets  entice  t 

That  have  ij/uefull  as  fair  ? 
Earth  cannot  yield  from  all  her  power? 
One  equal  for  da?ne  Venus'1  bowers, 

A  fong  too!  certainly  be  it  he,  orfhe 
That  owns  this  voice,  it  hath  not  been  acquainted 
With  much  affliction.    Whofoe'er  you  are 
That  do  inhabit  here,  if  you  have  bodies, 
And  are  not  mere  aerial  forms,  appear, 

Enter  Honor  ia. 
And  make  me  know  your  end  with  me.     Moft  ftrange  J 
What  have  I  conjured  up  ?  Sure  if  this  be 
A  fpirit,  'tis  no  damn'd  one  ;  what  a  Ihape's  here  ! 
Then  with  what  majefty  it  moves !     If  Juno 
Were  now  to  keep  her  ftate  among  the  gods, 
And  Hercules  to  be  made  again  her  gueft, 
She  could  not  put  on  a  more  glorious  habit, 
Tho'  her  handmaid  Iris  lent  her  various  colours  j 
Or  could  Oceanus,  ravifh'd  from  the  deep 
All  jewels  fhipwreck'd  in  it.    As  you  have 

Thus 
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Thus  far  made  known  yourfelf,  if  that  your  face 
Have  not  too  much  divinity  about  it 
For  mortal  eyes  to  gaze  on,  perfect  what 
You  have  begun  with  wonder,,  and  amazement 
To  my  aftoninYd fenfes.  How!   the  queen! 

\Kneels*  jh epulis  off  her  mafqu£A 

Hon.  Rife»  fir,  and  hear  my  reafons  in  defence 
Of  the  rape,  for  foyou  may  conceive,  which  JL 
By  inllruments  made  upon  you.    You  perhaps 
May  think*  what  you  have  fuffer'd  for  my  lull 
Is  a  common  practice  with  me  i  but  I  call 
Thofe  ever-fliining  lamps*  and  their  great  maker 
As  witneifes  of  my  innocence,  I  ne'er  looked  on 
A  man  but  your  bell  felf,  on  whom  I  ever 
(Except  the  king)  vouchfaf  d  an  eye  of  favour, 

Mat.  The  king  indeed,  and  only  fuch  a  king 
Deferves  your  rarities,  madam,  and  but  he, 
'Twere  giant-like  ambition  in  any 
In  his  wifhes  only  to  prefume  to  talis 
The  neclar  of  your  kiffes,  or  tofee4 
His  appetite  with  that  ambrofta,  due 
And  proper  to  a  prince,  and  what  binds  more* 
A  lawful  hufband :  for  myfelf,  great  queen, 
I  am  a  thing  obfeure,  disfurnihVd  of 
All  merit,  that  can  raife  me  higher  than, 
In  my  moil  humble  thankfulneis  for  your  bounty. 
To  hazard  my  life  for  you,  and  that  way 
I  am  moft  ambitious. 

Hon.  I  defire  no  more  ♦ 

Than  what  you  promife  ;  if  you  dare  expofe 
Your  life,  as  you  profefs,  to  do  me  fervice, 
How  can  it  better  be  employ'd,  than  in 
Preferving  mine  ?  which  only  you  can  do, 
And  muft  do  with  the  danger  of  your  own. 
A  defperate  danger  too,  if  private  men 
Can  brook  no  rivals  in  what  they  affeel, 
But  to  the  death  purfue  fuch  as  inyade 
What  law  makes  their  inheritance.    The  king, 
To  whom  you  know  I  am  dearer  than  his  crown, 
His  health,  his  eyes,,  his  after-hopes,  with  all 

0^4  Hi* 
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His  prefent  blefTmgs,  muft  fall  on  that  man 
Like  dreadful  lightning,  that  is  won  by  prayers,. 
Threats,  or  rewards  to  ftain  his  bed,  or  make 
His  hop'd-for  iffue  doubtful. 

Mat.  If  you  aim 
At  what  I  more  than  fear  you  do,  the  reafons 
Which  you  deliver  mould  in  judgment  rather 
Deter  me,  than  invite  a  grant  with  my 
Aflnred  ruin. 

Hon.  True,  if  that  you  were 
Of  a  cold  temper,  one  whom  doubt,  or  fear, 
In  the  moll  horrid  forms  they  could  put  on, 
Might  teach  you  to  be  ingrateful,  your  denial 
To  me,  that  have  deferv'd  fo  much,  is  more, 
If  it  can  have  adddition. 

Mat.  I  know  not 
What  your  commands  are. 

Hon.  Have  you  fought  fo  well 
Among  arm'd  men,  yet  cannot  guefs  whatliib 
You  are  to  enter  when  you  are  in  private 
With  a  willing  lady  ?  one,  that  to  enjoy 
Your  company,  this  night  deny'd  the  king 
Accefs  to  what's  his  own,  if  you  will  prefs  me 
To  fpeak  in  plainer  language. 

Mat.  Pray  you  forbear, 
I  would  1  dm  not  underltand  too  much 
Already  ;  by  your  words  I  am  inftrudted 
To  credit  that,  wJiich  not  conhrm'd  by  you, 
Had  bred  fufpicion  in  me  of  untruth, 
Tho'an  angel  had  affirm'd  it.    But  fuppofe 
That  cloy 'd  with  happinefs  (which  is  ever  built 
On  virtuous  chaftity)  in  the  wantonnefs 
Of  appetite,  you  defire  to  make  trial 
Of  tne  falfe  delights  propos'd  by  vicious  lufts  : 
Among  ten  thoufand,  every  way  more  able 
And  apter  to  be  wrought  on,  fuch  as  owe  you 
Obedience,  being  your  fubjecls,  why  Ihould  you 
Make  choice  of  me,  a  fbranger? 

Hon.  Tho'  yet  reafon 
Was  ne'er  admitted  in  the  court  of  love, 


I'll 


The  Picture.  369 

1*11  yield  you  one  unanfwerable.  As  I  urg'd 

In  our  late  private  conference,  you  have 

A  pretty  promifmg  prefence,  but  there  are 

Many  in  limbs  and  feature  who  may  take 

That  way  the  right  hand  file  of  you  ;  befides 

Your  May  of  youth  is  pad,  and  the  blood  fpent 

By  wounds,  tho'  bravely  taken,  render  you, 

Difabl'd  for  love's  fervice ;  and  that  valour 

Set  off  with  better  fortune,  which  it  may  be 

Swells  you  above  your  bounds,  is  not  the  hook 

That  hath  caught  me,  good  fir :  I  need  no  champion 

With  his  fword  to  guard  my  honour,  or  my  beauty,. 

In  both  I  can  defend  mvfelf,  and  live 

My  own  protection. 

Math.  If  thefe  advocates, 
The  beilthat  can  plead  for  me,  have  no  power, 
What  can  you  find  in  me  elfe,  that  may  tempt  you 
With  irrecoverable  lofs  unto  yourfelf 
To  be  a  gainer  from  me  ? 

Hon.  You  have,  fir. 
A  jewel  of  fuch  matchlefs  worth  and  luftre. 
As  does  difdain  comparifon,  and  darkens 
^11  that  is  rare  in  other  men,  and  that 
I  muft  or  win,  or  lefTen. 

Math.  You  heap  more 
Amazement  on  me  :  what  am  I  poffefs'd  of 
That  you  can  covet  ?  make  me  underfland  it, 
Jf  it  have  a  name. 

Hon.  Yes,  an  imagin'd  one, 
But  is  in  fubftance  nothing,  being  a  garment 
Worn  out  of  fafhion,  and  long  fmce  given  o'er 
By  the  court  and  country  ;  'tis  your  loyalty,. 
And  conftancy  to  your  wife,  'tis  that  I  doat  onr 
And  doesdeferve  my  envf;  and  that  jewel, 
Or  by  fair  play,  or  foul,  I  muft  win  from  you, 
:    Math.  Thefe  are  mere  contraries ;  if  you  love  me?,, 

madam, 
For  my  conftancy,  why  feek  you  to  deftroy  it  ? 
In  my  keeping,  it  preferves  me  worth  your  favour  ; 
Or  if  it  be  a  jewel  of  that  value, 
i  0,5  Ae 
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As  you  with  labour'd  rhetorick  would  perfuade  me, 
What  can  you  flake  againft  it  ? 

Hon.  A  queen's  fame, 
And  equal  honour. 

Math.  So,  whoeyer  wins, 
Eoth  fhall  be  lofers. 

Hon,  That  is  that  I  aim  at : 
Yet  on  the  by  I  lay  my  youth,  my  beauty, 
This  moifl  palm,  this  foft  lip,  and  thofe  delights 
Darknefs  mould  only  judge  of:  do  you  find  'em 
Infectious  in  the  trial,  that  you  flart 
As  frighted  with  their  touch  ? 

Math,  Is  it  in  man 
To  refill  fuch  flrong  temptations  ? 

Hon.  He  begins 
To  waver.  [JJiJe, 

Math.  Madam,  as  you  are  gracious, 
Grant  this  fhort  night's  deliberation  to  me, 
And  with  the  rifing  fun  from  me  you  {hall 
Receive  full  fatisfa&ion. 

Hon.  Tho"  extreams 
Hate  all  delay,  I  will  deny  you  nothing ; 
This  key  will  bring  you  to  your  friend ;  you  are  fafe  beth^ 
And  all  things  ufeful  that  could  be  prepar'd 
For  one  I  love  and  honour,  wait  upon  you. 
Take  counfel  of  your  pillow,  fuch  a  fortune 
(As  with  affection's  fwifteft  wings  flies  to  you) 
Will  not  be  often  tender'd.  \Exit*  Honoria* 

Math.  How  my  blood 
Jlebels !  I  now  could  call  her  back,  and  yet 
There's  fomething  flays  me  :  if  the  king  had  rendered 
Such  favours  to  my  wife,  'tis  to  be  doubted 
They  had  not  been  refus'd ;  but  being  a  man, 
I  mould  not  yield  firft,  or  prove  an  example 
For  her  defence  of  frailty  :  by  this  fans  queflion 
She's  tempted  too,  and  here  I  may  examine    [Looks  at  thz 
How  fhe  holds  out.   She's  Hill  the  fame,  the  fame  $i&ure* 
Pure  cryflal  rock  of  chaflity.     Perifh  all 
Allurements  that  may  alter  me  ;  the  fnow 
Of  her  fweet  coldnefs  hath  extinguifh'd  quite 
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The  fire  that  but  even  now  began  to  flame  !•■' 

And  I  by  her  confirm'd,  rewards,  nor  titles, 

Nor  certain  death*  from  the  refufed  queen 

Shall  {hake  my  faith,  fmce  I  refolve  to  be 

Loyal  to  her,  as  fhe  is  true  to  me.  [Exit  Mathias* 


Adtus  III.  Scena  2. 

Ent  er  Ubaldo  and  Ricardo* 

l/W.VTTHAT  we  fpake  on  the  voley  begins  to 

VV  work, 

We  have  laid  a  good  foundation. 

Rid.  Build  it  up, 
Or  elfe  'tis  nothing  ;  you  have  by  lot  the  honour 
Of  the  firft.  aflault ;   but  as  it  is  condition'd, 
Obferve  the  time  proportion'd :  I'll  not  part  with- 
My  mare  in  the  achievement,  when  I  whittle 
Or  hem,  fall  off. 

Enter  Sophia. 

Vbal.  She  comes ;  Hand  by,  I'll  watch 
My  opportunity. 

^  of  hi  a.  I  find  myfelf 
Strangely  diftra&ed  with  the  various  {lories, 
Now  well,- now  ill,,  then  doubtfully  by  my  guefts 
Deliver'd  of  my  lord  :  and  like  poor  beggers, 
That  in  their  dreams  find  treafure,  by  reflection 
Of  a  wounded  fancy,  make  it  queftionable 
Whether  they  fleep  or  not ;  yet  tickPd  with 
Such  a  fantaftick  hope  of  happinefs, 
Wifti  they  may  never  wake :  in  fome  fuch  meafure^. 
Incredulous  of  what  I  fee  and  touch, 
As  'twere  a  fading  apparition,  I 
Am  ftill  perplex'd  and  troubled,  and  when  moft 
Confirmed  'tis  true,  a  curious  jealoufy 
To  be  afiur'd  by  what  means,  and  from  whom: 
Such  a  mafs  of  wealth  was  firft  deferv'd,-then  gotten,. 

Q>  '        Ctfj*3 
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Cunningly  fteals  into  me.     I  have  pra&is'd 
For  my  certain  refolution  with  thefe  courtiers, 
Promising  private  conference  to  either  ; 
And  at  this  hour,  if  in  fearch  of  the  truth, 
«I  hear  or  fay  more  than  becomes  my  virtue, 
Forgive  me,  my  Mathias. 

UbaL  Now  I  make  in. 
Madam,  as  you  commanded,  I  attended 
Your  pleafure.  » 

Sophia.  I  muft  thank  you  for  the  favour. 

UbaL  I  am  no  ghoftly  father,  yet  if  you  have 
Some   fcruples,  touching  your  lord,  you   would  be  re- 
I  am  prepaid.  [folv'd  of> 

Sophia.  But  will  you  take  your  oath 
To  anfwer  truly  ? 

UbaL   On  the  hem  of  your  fmock,  if  you  pleafe* 
A  vow  1  dare  not  break,  it  being  a  book 
I  would  gladly  fwear  on. 

Sophia.  To  fpare,  fir,  that  trouble, 
I'll  take  your  word,  which  in  a  gentleman 
Should  be  of  equal  value  :  Is  my  lord  then 
In  fuch  grace  with  the  queen  ? 

UbaL  You  mould  bell  know 
By  what  you  have  have  found  from  him,  whether  he  Qm 
Defer  ve  a  grace  or  no. 

Sophia.  What  grace  do  you  mean  ? 

UbaL  That  fpecial  grace  (if  you'll  have  it) 
He  labour'd  fo  hard  for  between  a  pair  of  fheets 
On  his  wedding-night, 
When  your  ladyfhip  loft  you  know  what. 

Sophia.  Fie,  be  more  modeft, 
Or  I  fhall  leave  you. 

UbaL  I  would  tell  a  truth 
As  cleanly  as  I  could,  and  yet  the  fubjedi 
Makes  me  run  out  a  little. 

Sophia.  You  would  put  now 
A  fooiifh  jealoufy   n  my  head,  my  lord 
Hath  gotten  a  new  miftrefs. 

UbaL  One  !  a  hundred ! 
But  under  feal  I  fpeak  it ;  I  prefume 

Upon 
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Upon  your  filence,  it  being  for  your  profit. 
They  talk  of  Hercules'  back  for  fifty  in  a  night; 
'Twas  well ;  but  yet  to  your's  he  was  a  piddler : 
..  Such  a  foldier,  and  a  courtier  never  came 
To  Alba  regalis,  the  ladies  run  mad  for  him,. 
And  there  is  fuch  contention  among  "em 
Who  fnall  engrofs  him  wholly,  that  the  like 
Was  never  heard  of. . 

Sophia,  Are  they  handfome  women  ? 

XJbaL  Fie,  no,  coarfe  mammets,   and  what's  worfe, 
they  are  old  too : ! 
Some  fifty,  fome  threefcore,  and  they  pay  dear  for't, 
Believing  that  he  carries  a  powder  in  his  breeches, 
Will  make  'em  young  again,  and  thefe  fuck  fhrewdly. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  muft  fetch  you  off.  \Whifiles.. 

UbaL  I  could  tell  you  wonders 
Of  the  cures  he  has  done,,  but  a  bufmefs  of  import 
Calls  me  away  ;  but  that  dipatch'd  I  will    . 
Be  with  you  prefently.  [Steps  ajide* 

Sophia.  There  is  fomething  more 
In  this  than  bare  fufpicion. 

Ric.  Save  you,  lady : 
Now  you  look  like  yourfelf !  I  have  not  look'd  on 
A  lady  more  compleat,  yet  have  feen  a  madam 
Wear  a  garment  of  this  fafhion,  of  the  fame  fluff  too. 
One  julfc  of  your  dimenfions.  .  Sat  the  wind  there,  boy  > 

Sophia.  What  lady,  fir  ?  i\ 

Ric.  Nay,  nothing;  andmethmks 
I  fhould  know  this  ruby  :  very  good ;  'tis  the  fame. 
This  chain  of  orient  pearl,  and  this  diamond  too, 
Have  been  worn  before ;  but  much  good  may  they  do  you  ; 
Strength  to  the  gentleman's  back,  he  toil'd  hard  for  'em, 
Before  he  got  'em. 

Sophia.  Why,  how  were  they  gotten  ?     \Ubaldo  hems* 

Ric.  Not  in  the  field  with  his  fword,  upon  my  lire. 
He  may  thank  his  clofe  ftilletto.     Plague  upon  it ; 
Run  the  minutes  fo  fafl  ?  Pray  excufe  my  manners,  / 
I  left  a  letter  in  my  chamber  window, 
^Which  I  would  not  have  feen  on  any  terms ;  fie  on  it, 
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Forgetful  as  I  am  >  but  I'll  ftrait  attend  you. 

\Ricardo  fieps  ajtdc. 

Sophia..  This  is  ftrange ;  his  letters  faid  thefe  jewels 
Prefented  him  by  the  queen,,  as  a  reward  [were. 

For  his  good  fervice,,  and  the  trunks  of  clothes 
That  follow'd  them  this,  lair.  nightr  with  haite  made  up 
By  his  direction. 

Enter  Ubaldo* 

VbaL.  I  was  telling  you 
Of  wonders,  madam. 

Sophia.  If  you  are  fo  fkillful, 
Without  premeditation  anfwer  mer 
Know  you  this  gown,  and  thefe  rich  jewels  ? 

Ubal.  Heaven! 
How  things  will  come  out!  but  that  I  mould  offend  you,, 
And  wrong  my  more  than  noble  friend, 
Your  hufband,  for  we  are  fworn  brothers,  in  the  difco- 
Of  his  nearer!  fecrets,  I  could LverJf 

Sophia.  By  the  hope  of  favour 
That  you  have  from  me,,  out  with  it. 

UhaL  'Tis  a  potent  fpell,. . 
I  cannot  refill ;  why  I  will  tell  you,  madam, 
And  to  how  many  feveral  women  you  are 

Beholden  for  your  braveries this  was 

The  wedding  gown  of  Paulina,  a  rich  itrumpet,. 
Worn  but  a  day,  when  fhe  married  old  Gonzage, 
And  left  off  trading. 

Sophia.  O  my  heart ! 

VhaL  This  chain 
Of  pearl  was  a  great  widow's,,  that  invited 
Your  lord  to  the  mafque,.  and  the  weather  proving  foul? 
He  lodg'd  in  her  houfe  all  night,,  and  merry  they  were  f 
But  how  he  came  by.it  I  know  not. 

Sophia.  Perjur'd  man !. 

Ubal.  This  ring  was  Julietta's ;  a  fine  piece,. 
But  very  good  at  the  fport.     This  diamond 
Was  madam  Acanthe's,.  given  him  for  a  fong 
Prick'd  in  a  private  arbour,,  as  (he  faidr 
When  the  queen  afk'd  for  it,-  and  ihc  heard  him  fing  too, 
\&nd  danc'd  to  his  hornpipe,,  or  there  are  liars  abroad. 

There 


The  Picture,.  37^ 

There  are  other  toys  about  you 

The  fame  way  purchas'd,  but  parallePd 

With  thefe  not  worth  the  relation. 

You  are  happy  in  a  hufband  ;  never  man 

Made  better  ufe  of  his  ftrength.     Would  you  have  hinv 

Wafte 
His  body  away  for  nothing  ?  If  he  holds  out,. 
There's  not  an  embroidered  petticoat  in  the  court 
But  fhall  be  at  your  fervice. 

Sophia.  I  commend  him: 
It  is  a  thriving  trade  j  but  pray  you  leave  me 
A  little  to  myfelf. 

JJhaL  You  may  command 
Your  fervant,.  madam.     She's  flung  unto  the  quicks  lad* 

Ric.  I  did  my  part;  if  this,  potion  work  not,,  hang  me ; 
Let  her  fleep  as  well  as  fhe  can  to-night,  to-morrow 
We'll  mount  new  batteries. 

JJbaL  And  till  then  leave  her,.  [Exi  JJhaL  and  Ri  car  do*. 

Sophia ..  You  powers,, that  take  into  your  care  the  guard. 
Of  innocence,  aid  me;  for  I  am  a  creature 
So  forfeited  to  defpair,,  hope  cannot  fancy 
A  ranfom  to  redeem  me.     I  begin 
To  waver  in  my  faiths  and  make  it  doubtful,. 
Whether  the  faints  that  were  canoniz'd  for 
Their  holinefs  of  life,  fmn'd  not  in  fecret, 
Since  my  Mathias  is  fal'n  from  his  virtue 
In  fuch  an  open  fafhion.     Could  it  be  elfer 
That  fuch  a  hufband,.  fo  devoted  to  me, 
So  vow'd  to  temperance^  for  lufcious  hire,. 
Should  proftitute  himfelf  to  common  harlots, 
Old  and  deform'd  too  ?   Was't  for  this  he  left  me  ? 
And  in  a  feign'd  pretence  for  want  of  means 
To  give  me  ornament  ?  or  to  bring  home 
Difeafes  to  me?  Suppofe  thefe  are falfe^ 
And  luftful  goats,,  if  he  were  true  and  rights 
Why  ftays  he  fo  long  from,  me,  being  made  ric\ 
And  that  the  only  reafon  why  he  left  me  ? 
No*  he  is  loft  'T  and  fhall  I  wear  the  fpoils 
And  Salaries  of  luft  ?  They  cleave  unto  me 
Like  Neflfos'  poifon'&fhift,    No?.  in  my  rage 
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I'll  tear  'em  off,  and  from  my  body  wafh 

The  venom  with  my  tears.     Have  I  no  fpleen 

Nor  anger  of  a  woman  ?  Shall  he  build 

Upon  my  ruins,  and  I,  unreveng'd, 

Deplore  his  falfhood?  No,  with  the  fame  train 

For  which  he  hath  diihonour'd  me,  I'll  purchafe 

A  jufl  revenge.    I  am  not  yet  fo  much 

In  debt  to  years,  nor  fo  mifhap'd,  that  all 

Should  fly  from  my  embraces.     Chaitity, 

Thou  only  art  a  name,  and  I  renounce  thee, 

I  am  now  a  fervant  to  voluptuoufnefs ; 

Wantons  of  all  degrees  and  fafhions,  welcome ; 

You  fhall  be  entertain'd,  and  if  I  ftray* 

Let  him  condemn  himfelf,  that  led  the  way.  Exit. 

The  end  of  the  third  a£l\ 

A&.  IV.    Seen.  1. 

i 

Enter  Mat  hi  as  and  B  apt  i ft  a. 

Baft.  \\  7  E  are  in  a  defperate  flrait ;  there's  no  eva* 

W  &™> 

Nor  hope  left  to  come  off,  but  by  your  yielding 

To  the  neceflity ;  you  mufl  fain  a  grant 
To  her  violent  paffion,  or 

Math.  What,  my  Baptifta  2 

Bapt.  We  are  but  dead  elfe.- 

Math.  Were  the  fword  now  heav'd  up, 
And  my  neck  upon  the  block,.  I  would  not  buy 
An  hour's  reprieve  with  the  lofs  of  faith  and  virtue 
To  be  made  immortal  here.   Art  thou  a  fcholai> 
Nay,  almofl  without  parallel,  and  yet  fear 
To  die,  which  is  inevitable  ?  You  may  urge 
The  many  years  that  by  the  courfe  of  nature 
We  may  travel  in  this  tedious  pilgrimage, 
And  hold  \%  as  a  blemng,  as  it  is, 

When 
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When  innocence  is  our  guide  :  yet  know,,  Baptifta^ 

Our  virtues  are  preferr'd  before  our  years, 

By  the  great  judge.  To  die  untainted  in 

Our  fame  and  reputation,  is  the  greateil  i 

And  to  lofe  that,  can  we  defire  to  live  ? 

Or  mail  I,  for  a  momentary  pleafure, 

Which  foon  comes  to  a  period,  to  all  times 

Have  breach  of  faith  and  perjury  remember'd 

In  a  flill  living  epitaph  ?  No,  Baptiita, 

Since  my  Sophia  will  go  to  her  grave 

Unfpotted  in  her  faith,  I'll  follow  her 

With  equal  loyalty ;  but  look  on  this, 

Your  own  great  work,  your  mailer-piece,  and  then 

She  being  {till  the  fame,  teach  me  to  alter. 

Ha !  fure  I  do  not  fleep  !  or,  if  I  dream,       [The  pifiuri 

This  is  a  terrible  vifion !  I  will  clear  alter*  d% 

My  eyefight,  perhaps  melancholy  makes  me 

See  that  which  is  not. 

Bapt.  It  is  too  apparent. 
I  grieve  to  look  upon't :  befides  the  yellow, 
Tnat  does  affure  (he's  tempted,  there  are  lines 
Of  a  dark  colour,  that  diiperfe  themfelves 
O'er  every  miniature  of  her  face,  and  thofe 
Confirm.. 

Math.  She  is  turn'd  whore. 

Bapt.  I  mufl  not  fay  fo. 
Yet  as  a  friend  to  truth,  if  you  will  have  me 
Interpret  it,  in  her  confent  and  wifnes 
She's  falfe,  but  not  in  fact  yet. 

Math.  Fa&!  Baptifla, 
Make  not  yourfelf  a  pander  to  her  loofenefsa 
In  labouring  to  palliate  what  a  vizard 
Of  impudence  cannot  cover.     Did  e'er  woman 
In  her  will  decline  from  chaflity,  but  found  means 
To  give  her  hot  lull  full  fcope  ?  It  is  more 
Impofftble  in  nature  for  grofs  bodies 
Defcending  of  themfelves,  to  hang  in  the  air, 
Or  with  my  fingle  arm  to  underprop 
A  falling  tower  ;  nay,  in  its  violent  courfe 
To  Hop  the  light'ning,  than  to  flay  a  woman, 

Hurried 
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Hurried  by  two  furies,  luft  and  falfhood, 
In  her  full  career  to  wickednefs. 

Bap.  Pray  you  temper  * 

The  violence  of  your  pafiion. 

Math.  In  extreams 
Of  this  condition,  can  it  be  in  man 
To  ufe  a  moderation  ?  I  am  thrown 
From  a  fteep  rock  headlong  into  a  gulph 
Of  mifery,  and  find  myfelf  paft  hope, 
In  the  fame  moment  that  I  apprehend 
That  I  am  falling ;  and  this,  the  figure  of 
My  idol  few  hours  fince,  while  fhe  continued 
In  her  perfection  %  that  was  late  a  mirror, 
In  which  I  faw  miraculous  fhapes  of  duty, 
Staid  manners,,  with  all  excellency  a  hufband 
Could  wifh  in  a  chaite  wife,  is  on  the  iuddea 
Turn'd  to  a  magical  glafs,  and  does  prefent 
Nothing  but  horns  and  horror. 

Bapt.  You  may  yet,, 
And  'tis  the  belt  foundation,  build  up  comfort 
On  your  own  goodnefs. 

Math.  No,  that  hath  undone  me, 
For  now  I  hold  my  temperance  a  fin 
Worfe  than  excefs,  and  what  was  vice  a  virtue. 
Have  I  refus'd  a  queen,  and  fuch  a  queen 
Whofe  ravifhing  beauties  at  the  firft  fight  had  tempted 
A  hermit  from  his  beads,  and  changed  his  prayers 
To  amorous  fonnets,  to  preferve  my  faith 
Inviolate  to  thee>  with  the  hazard  of 
My  death  with  torture,  fince  fhe  could  infiift 
No  lefs  for  my  contempt,  and  have  I  met 
Such  a  return  from  thee  ?  I  will  not  curfe  thee, 
Nor  for  thy  falfhood  rail  againft  the  fex ; 
rTis  poor,  and  common  ;  Til  only  with  wife  men 
Whifper  unto  myfelf,  however  they  feem, 
Not  prefent,  nor  paft  times,  nor  the  age  to  come 
Hath  heretofore,  can  now,  or  ever  fhall 
Produce  one  eonftant  woman. 
•       Bap.  This  is  more 
Than  the  fatyrifts  wrote  againft  *em« 

Math 
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Mat.  There's  no  language 
That  can  exprefs  the  poifon  of  thefe  afpicks, 
Thefe  weeping  crocodiles,  and  all  too  little 
That  hath  been  faid  againft  vem.    But  I'll  mould 
My  thoughts  into  another  form,  and  if 
She  ca*n  out-live  the  report  of  what  I  have  done, 
This  hand,  when  next  fhe  comes  within  my  reach, 
Shall  be  her  executioner. 

Enter  Honor  ia. 

Bapt.  The  queen,  fir. 

Hon.  Wait  our  command  at  diilance  ;  fir,  you  have 
Free  liberty  to. depart. 

Bapt.  I  know  my  manners, 
And  thank  you  for  the  favour.  [Exit  Baptijta* 

Hon.  Have  you  taken 
Good  reft  in  your  new  lodgings  ?  I  expe£l  now 
Your  refolute  anfwer  -,  but  advife  maturely 
Before,  I  hear  it. 

Mat.  Let  my  a&ions,  madam, 
For  no  words  can  relate  my  joy,  in  all 
You  can  command  with  chearfulnefs  to  ferve  you, 
Afiure  your  highnefs  ;  and  in  fign  of  my 
Submifiion,  and  contrition  for  my  error, 
My  lips,  that  but  the  laft  night  fhun'd  the  touch 
Of  your's  as  poifon,  taught  humility  now, 
Thus  on  your  foot,  and  that  too  great  an  honour 
For  fuch  an  undeferver,  feals  my  duty. 
A  cloudy  mill  of  ignorance,  equal  ta 
Cimmerian  darknefs,  would  not  let  me  fee  then, 
What  now  with  adoration  and  wonder, 
With  reverence  I  look  up  to  :  but  thofe  fogs 
Difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  by  the  powerful  beams 
With  which  your  felf,  the  fun  of  all  perfection, 
Vouchfafe  to  cure  my  blindnefs,  like  a  fuppiiant 
As  low  as  I  can  kneel,  I  humbly  beg 
What  you  once  pleas'd  to  tender. 

Hon.  This  is  more 
Than  I  could  hope  ;  what  find  you  fo  attra&ive 
Upon  my  face  in  fo  fhort  time  to  make 
This  fudden  metamorphofis I  pray  you  rife; 
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I  for  your  late  neglect  thus  fign  your  pardon, 
Ay,  now  you  kifs  like  a  lover,  and  not  as  brother 
Coldly  falute  their  fillers. 

Mat,.  I  am  turned 
AU  fpirit  and  fire. 

Hon.  Yet  to  give  fome  allay 
To  this  hot  fervour,  'twere  good  to  remember 
The  king,  whofe  eyes  and  ears  are  every  where,. 
With  the  danger  too  that  follows,  this  difcover'd. 

Mat.  Danger  !  a  bugbear,  madam,  let's  ride  onc$ 
Like  Phaeton  in  the  chariot  of  your  favour, 
And  I  contemn  Jove's  thunder :  though  the  king 
In  our  embraces  flood  a  looker  on, 
Jrlis  hangmen  too  with  fiudied  cruelty  ready 
To  drag  me  from  your  arms,  it  mould  not  fright  mc 
From  the  injoying  that,  a  fmgle  life  is 
Too  poor  a  price  for :  O,  that  now  all  vigour 
Of  my  youth  were  recollected  for  an  hour, 
That  my  defire  might  meet  with  your's,  and  draw 
The  envy  of  all  men  in  the  encounter 
Upon  my  head,  I  mould- — but  we  lofe  time, 
Be  gracious,  mighty  queem 

Hon.  Paufe  yet  a  little  : 
The  bounties  of  the  king,  and  what  weighs  more* 
Your  boafted  conftancy  to  your  matchlefs  wife,. 
Should  not  foon  be  fhaken. 

Mat.  The  whole  fabrick, 
When  I  but  look  on  you,  is  in  a  moment 
O'erturn'd  and  ruin'd  ;  and  as  rivers  lofe 
Their  names,  when  they  are  fwallow'd  by  the  ocean, 
In  you  alone  all  faculties  of  my  foul 
Are  wholly  taken  up,  my  wife,  and  king 
At  the  beft  as  things  forgotten. 

Hon.  Can  this  be  ? 
I  have  gain'd  my  end  now. 

Mat.  Wherefore  Hay  you,  madam? 

Hon.  In  my  confideration  what  a  nothing 
Man's  conftancy  is. 

Mat.  Your  beauties  make  it  fo 

In  me,  fweet  lady. 

Hon* 
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'Hon.  And  it  is  my  glory  : 
t  could  be -coy  now  as  you  were,  but  I   . 
Am  of  a  gentler  temper  ;  howfoever* 
And  in  a  juft  return  of  what  I  have  fuffer'd 
In  your  difdain,  with  the  fame  meafure  grant  me 
Equal  deliberation  :  I  ere  long 
Will  vifit  you  again,  and  when  I  next 
Appear,  as  conquer' d  by  it,  flave-like  wait 
On  my  triumphant  beauty.  [Exit  Honor! a* 

Mat'.'  What  a  change 
Is  here  beyond  my  fear!  but  by  thy  falfhood, 
-Sophia,  not  her  beauty,  is  it  deny'd  me 
To  fin  but  in  my  wimes,    What  a  frown 
In  fcorn  at  her  departure  fhe  threw  on  me? 
I  am  both  ways  loft ;  ftorms  of  contempt  and  fcorn 
Are  ready  to  break  on  me,  and  all  hope 
Of  fhelter  doubtful :  I  can  neither  be 
Difloyal,  nor  yet  honeft  ;  I  Hand  guilty 
On  either  part ;  at  worft  death  will  end  all, 
And  he  muft  be  my  judge  to  right  my  wrong, 
Since  I  have  lov'd  too  much  and  liv'd  too  long. 

■[Exit  Mathiaf* 
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Enter  Sophia  fold)  with  a  I  oak  and  a  note. 

Soph.  T^TOR  cuftom  nor  example,  nor  vaft  numbers 

JJ^I    Of  fuch  as  do  offend,  make  lefs  the  fin, 
For  each  particular  crime  a  ftric~t  accompt 
Will  be  exacted;  and  that  comfort  which 
The  damn'd  pretend,  fellows  in  mifery, 
Takes  nothing  from  their  torments ;  every  one 
Muft  furFer  in  himfeif  the  meafure  of 
His  wickednefs.    If  fo,  as  I  muft  grants 
It  being  unrefutable  in  reafon, 
However  my  lord  offend,  it  is  no  warrant 
For  me  to  walk  in  his  forbidden  paths : 

2  .       'What 
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What  penance  then  can  expiate  my  guilt 

For  my  confent  (tranfported  then  with  paffion) 

To  wantonnefs  I  the  wounds  I  give  my  fame 

Cannot  recover  his,  and  though  I  have  fed 

Thefe  courtiers  with  promifes  and  hopes, 

I  am  yet  in  fact  untainted  $  and  I  truft. 

My  borrow  for  it,  with  my  purity 

Arid  love  to  gbodnefs  for  itfelf,  made  powerful. 

Though  all  they  have  alledg'd  prove  true  or  falfe> 

Will  be  fuch  exorcifms  as  ihall  command 

This  fury  jealoufy  from  me.    What  I  have 

Determin'd  touching  them,  I  am  refolv'd 

To  put  in  execution.     Within  there, 

Where  are  my  noble  guefts  ? 

Enter Hilar io,  Corifca,  voith  other  Jew  ants* 

Hilar io.  The  elder*  madam, 
Is  drinking  by  himfelf  to  your  ladylhip's  health 
In  mufkadine  and  eggs ;  and  for  a  rafher 
To  draw  his  liquor  down>  he  hath  got  a  pye 
Of  marrow-bones,  potatoes  and  eringo's, 
With  many  fuch  ingredients;  and  'tis  faid 
He  hath  fent  his  man  in  poll  to  the  next  town> 
For  a  pound  of  ambergrife,  and  half  a  peck 
Of  fifties  calPd  Cantharides. 

Cor.  The  younger 
Prunes  up  himfelf,  as  if  this  night  he  were 
To  act  a  bridegroom's  part ;  but  to  what  purpofe, 
I  am  ignorance  itfelf. 

Soph*  Continue  fo.  {gives  a  papef* 

Let  thofe  lodgings  be  prepared  as  this  directs  you, 
-And  fail  not  in  a  circumftance,  as  you 
RefpecT:  my  favour. 

1 .  Servant,  We  have  our  inflructions. 

£.  Servant-.  And  punctually  will  follow  'em. 

[Exeunt fervant$* 
Enter  Ubaldo. 

Hik  Here  comes,  madam, 
The  lord  Ubaldo. 

XJbald.  Pretty  one,  there's  gold 
To  buy  thee  *a  new  gown,  and  there's  for  thee> 

Grow 
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•fc&ow  fat»  and  fit  for  fervice.  I  am  now 

As  I  fhould  be,  at  the  height,  and  able  to 

Beget  a  giant.    O  my  better  angel, 

In  this  you  fhow  your  wifdom,  when  you  pay 

The  letcher  in  his  own  coin :  fhall  you  fit  puling^ 

Like  a  patient  Grizzle*  and  be  laught  at  ?  no, 

This  is  a  fair  revenge,  mail  we  to  it  ? 

Soph.  To  what,  fir? 

Vbald.  The  {port  you  promis'd. 

Soph.  Could  it  be  done  with  fafety. 

Vba Id.  I  warrant  you,  I  am  found  as  a  bell,  a  tough 
Old  blade,  and  fteel  to  the  back,  as  you  fhall  find  me 
In.  the  trial  on  your  anvil. 

Soph.  So  ;  but  how,  fir, 
Shall  I  fatisfy  your  friend,  to  whom  by  promife 
I  am  equally  ingag'd  ? 

Vbald.  I  muft  confefs 
The  more  the  merrier  5  but  of  all  men  living 
Take  heed  of  him  ;  you  may  fafer  run  upon 
The  mouth  of  a  cannon  when  it  is  unlading* 
And  come  off  colder. 

Soph.  How  !  is  he  not  wholefome  ? 

Vbald.  Wholefome  ?  I'll  tell  you  £ot  your  good,  he  if 
A  fpital  of  difeafes^  and  indeed 
•More  lothfome  and  infectious  i  the  tub  is 
His  weekly  bath  :  he  hath  nbt  drank  this  feven  years 
-Before  he  came  to  your  houfe-,  but  competitions 
Of  faffafras  and  guaicum,  and  dry  mutton 
His  daily  portion  ■:  name  what  fcratclvfoever 
Can  be  got  by  women,  and  the  furgeons  will  refolve  you 
At  this  time  or  at  that  Ricardo  had  it. 

Soph.  Blefs  me  from  him. 

Via  Id.  'T  is  a  good  prayer,  lady> 
ft  being  a  degree  unto  the  pox 

Only  to  mention  him  :  if  my  tongue  burn  not-*  hang  me> 
When  I  but  name  Ricardo. 

Soph.  Sir,-  this  caution 
Mull  be  rewarded. 

Vbald.  I  hope  I  have  marr'd  his  markets 
But  when  ? 
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Soph.  Why  prefently,  follow  my  woman, 
She  knows  where  to  conduct  you,  and  will  ferve 
To  night  for  a  page.  Let  the  waiftcoat  I  appointed, 
With  the  cambrick  fhirt  perfum'd,  and  the  rich  cap 
Be  brought  into  his  chamber. 

Ubald.  ^Excellent  kdy  ! 
And  a  caudle  too  in  the  morning* 

Corifca.  I  will  £t  you.        [ExeuntUhaldo  andCorifca* 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Soph.  So  hot  on  the  fcent !  here  comes  the  other  beagle, 

Mi  card.  Take  purfe  and  all. 

Hik  If  this  company  would  come  often, 
I  fhould  make  a  pretty  term  on't. 

Soph.  For  your  fake 
I  have  put  him  off ;  he  only  beg'd  a  kifs, 
I  gave  it,  and  fo  parted. 

Ricard.  I  hope  better, 
He  did  not  touch  your  lips  ? 

Soph.  Yes,  I  allure  you. 
There  was  no  danger  in  it  ? 

Ricard.  No ;  eat  prefently 
Thefe  lozenges,  of  forty  crowns  an  ounce, 
Or  .you  are  undone. 

Soph.  What  is  the  virtue  of  'em  I 

Ricard.  They  are  prefervatives  againft  ftinking  breathy 
Rifmg  from  rotten  lungs. 

Soph.  Iffo,  your  carriage 
Of  fuch  dear  antidotes,  in  my  opinion^ 
May  render  your's  fufpedled. 

-Ricard.  Fy,  no,  I  ufe 'em 
When  I  talk  with  him,  I  fhould  be  poifon'd  elfe. 
But  I'll  be  free  with  you.     He  was  once  a  creature 
It  may  be  of  God's  making,  but  long  fmce 
He  is  turn'd  to  a  druggift's  (hop  ;  the  fpring  and  fall 
HokL  all  the  year  with  him  ;  that  he  lives,  he  owes 
To  art  not  nature,  fhe  has  given  him  o'er. 
He  moves  like  the  fairy  king,  on  fcrews  and  wheels 
Made  by  his  doctors  recipes,  and  yet  ftill 
They  are  out  of  joint,  arid  every  day  repairing : 
He  has  a  regiment  of  whores  he  keeps 
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At  his  own  charge  in  a  laxar-houfe ;  but  the  beft  is, 
"There's  not  a  nofe  among  'em  :  he's  acquainted 
With  the  green  water,  and  the  fpitting  pill's 
Familiar  to  him.    In  a  frofty.  morning 
You  may  thruil  him  in  a  pottle-pot,  his  bones 
Rattle  in  his  fkin  like  beans  tofs'd  in  a  bladder. 
If  he  but  hear  a  coach,  the  fomentation, 
The  friction  with  fumigation  cannot  fave  him 
Prom  the  chin-evil ;  in  a  word,  lie  is 
Not  one  difeafe,  but  all :  yet  being  my  friend* 
I  will  forbear  his  chara&er,  for  I  would  not 
Wrong  him  in  your  opinion. 

Soph.  The  beft  is, 
v-  The  virtues  you  bellow  on  him,  to  me, 
Are  myfteries  I  know  not:  but  however 
I  am  at  your  fervice.     Sirrah,  let  it  be  your  cafe 
T'uncloath  the  gentleman,  and  with  fpeed  ;  delayt 
Takes  from  delight. 

Ricard.  Good,  there's  my  hat,  fword,  cloak: 
A  vengeance  on  thefe  buttons  :  off  with  my  doublet, 
I  dare  ihow  my  fkin,  in  the  touch  you  will  like  it  better  J 
Pr'ythee  cut  my  codpiece-point,  and  for  this  fervice 
When  I  leave  them  off  they  are  thine* 

Hi/.  I'll  take  your  word,  iir. 

Ricard.  Dear  lady,  ftay  not  long.. 

Soph.  I  may  come  too  foon,  fir. 

Ricard.  No,  no,  I  am  ready  now. 

Hi/.  This  is  the  way,  fir. 

\JLxeunt  Hilario  and  Ricardfi 

Soph.  I  was  much  to  blame  to  credit  their  reports 
Touching  my  lord,  that  fo  traduce  each  other, 
And  with  fuch  virulent  malice,  though  I  prefume 
..They  are  bad  enough  :  but  I  have  ftudied  for  'em 
A  way  for  their  recovery. 

The  noife  of  dapping  a  door,  Uba/do  afro<ve  in  his  Jhirt± 

Uba/d.  What  doft  thou  mean  wench? 
Why  <lofl  thou  fhut  the  door  upon  me,  ha  ? 
My  cloaths  are  ta'en  away  too !  fball  I  ftarve  here  ? 
Is  this  my  lodging  t"  I  am  fure  the  lady  talk'd  of 
A  rich  cap,  aperfum/d  ftiirt,  and  a  waiftcoat  i 
!        Vol.  VIII.  R  ,  Bu| 
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But  here  is  nothing  but  a  little  frefh  ftraw, 
A  petticoat  for  a  coverlet,  and  that  torn  too, 
And  an  old  woman's  biggin  for  a  night-cap. 

Enter  Corifca.  - 
'Slight,  'tisaprifon,  or  a  pigfty,  haf 
The  windows  grated  with  iron,  I  cannot  force  *eni^ 
And  if  I  leap  down  here,  I  break  my  neck ; 
I  am  betray M,  rogues !  villains !  let  me  out, 
I  am  a  lord,  and  that's  no.  common  title, 
And  mall  I  be  us'd  thus  ? 

Soph,  Let  him  rave,  he's  fait, 
I'D  parley  with  him  at  leifure. 

Ricardo  entring  with  a  great  noife  above  y  as  fallen* 

Ricard.  Zoons,  have  you  trap- doors? 

Soph.  The  other  bird's  i'th'  cage  too,  let  him  flutter. 

Ricard.  Whither  am  I  fall'n,  into  hell? 

Ubald.  Who  makes  that  noife  there  ? 
Help  me,  if  thou  art  a  friend. 

Ricard.  A  friend !  I  am  where 
I  cannot  help  myfelf,  let  me  fee  thy  face. 

Ubald.  How,  Ricardo !  pr'ythee  throw  me 
Thy  cloak,  if  thou  canft  to  cover  me,  I  am  aimdft 
Frozen  to  death,    ■ 

Ricard.  My  cloak !  I  have  no  breeches, 
I  am  in  my  fhirt  as  thou  art,  and  here's  not 
For  myfelf  but  a  clown's  caft  fuit. 

Ubald.  We  are  both  undone, 

Pr'ythee  roar  a  little madam  !. 

Enter  Hilario  in  Ricardo %s  fuit L< 

Ricard.  Lady  of  the  houfe  ! 

Ubald.  Grooms  of  the  chamber  ! 

Ricard.  Gentlewomen,  milk-maids  I 

Ubald.  Shall  we  be  murther'd  I 

Soph.  No,  but  foundly  puniih'd 
To  your  deferts. 

Ricard.  You  are  not  in  earned,  madam  ? 

Soph.  Judge  as  you  find,  and  feel  it,  and  now  he*# 
What? I  irrevocably  purpofe  to  you. 
Being  reeeiv'd  as  guefts  into  my  houfe, 
And  with  all  it -afforded  entertain'd, 
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You  hare  forgot  all  hofpitable  duties, 
And  with  the  defamation  of  my  lord, 
Wrought  on  my  woman-weakneis  in  revenge 
Of  his  injuries,  as  you  fafhion'd  "em  to  me, 
To  yield  my  honour  to  your  lawlefs  lufl. 

Hi/.  Mark  that,  poor  fellows. 

Soph.  And  fo  far  you  have 
Tranfgrefs'd  againfl  the  dignity  of  men, 
(Who  mould,  bound  to  it  by  virtue,  ffcill  defend 
Chafle  ladies  honours)  that  it  was  your  trade 
To  make  'em  infamous  :  but  you  are  caught 
In  your  own  toils  like  luflful  beafls,  and  therefore 
Hope  not  to  find  the  ufage  of  men  from  me ; 
Such  mercy  you  have  forfeited,  and  fhall  fuller 
Like  the  moil  flavifh  women. 

Vbal.  How  will  you  ufe  us  ? 

Soph.  Eafe  and  excefs  in  feeding  made  you  wanton  % 
A  pleurify  of  ill  blood  you  mull  let  out 
By  labour,  and  fpare  diet,  that  way  got  too, 
Or  perifh  with  hunger.— Reach  him  up  that  diftaff 
With  the  flax  upon  it,  tho'  no  Omphale, 
Nor  you  a  fecond  Hercules,  as  I  take  it ; 
As  you  fpin  well  at  my  command,  and  pleafe  me, 
Your  wages  in  the  coarfefl  bread,  and  water* 
Shall  be  proportionable. 

JJhal.  I  will  flarve  fifft. 

Soph.  That's  as  you  pleafe. 

Ric  What  will  become  of  me  now  ? 

Sophia.  You  fhall  have  gentler  work ;  I  have  oft  ol> 
ferv'd 
You  were  proud  to  mow  the  finenefs  of  your  hands, 
And  foftnefs  of  your  fingers ;  you  fhall  reel  well 
What  he  fpins,  if  you  give  your  mind  to  it,    as  111 

force  you. 
Deliver  him  his  materials.     Now  you  know 
Your  penance,  fall  to  work,  hunger  will  teach  you  ; 
And  fo  as  flaves  to  your  luft,  not  me,  I  leave  youw 

[Exit  Sophia  and  Servants* 

UbaL  I  fhall  fpin  a  fine  thread  out  now, 
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Ric  I  cannot  look 
On  thefe  devices,  but  they  put  me  in  mind 
Of  rope-makers. 

Hi/.  Fellow,   think  of  thy  tafk, 
Forget  fuch  vanities,  my  livery  there 
Will  ferve  thee  to  work  in. 

Ric.  Let  me  have  my  clothes  yet, 
I  was  bountiful  to  thee. 

Hi/.  They  are  paft  your  wearing, 
And  mine  by  promife,  as  allthefe  can  witnefs ; 
You  have  no  holy  days  coming,  nor  will  I  work 
While  thefe,  and  this  lafts :  and  fo  when  you  pleafe 
Yoa  may  fhut  up  your  fhop  and  windows.   _    [Exit  HiL 

JJbal.  I  am  fain.t 
And  mull  lie  down. 

Ric.  I  am  hungry  too,  and  cold— — 
O  curfed  women ! 

TJbaL  This  comes  of  our  whoring. 
But  let  us  reft  as  well  as  we  can  to  night, 
But  not  o'enleep  ourfelves,  left  we  fail  to-morrow. 

.  [ They  dra*w  the  curias* 
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Enter  LadijlauSy  Honor  ia,  Eubu/us,  Ferdinand,  Acanthfy 

*tvith  Atte?idance. 

Hon.  T^TOW  you  know  all,  fir,  with  the  motives  w$$ 
JL^I    I  fore'd  him  to  my  lodging. 

Lad.  I  defire 
No  more  fuch  trials,  lady. 

Hon.  I  prefume,  fir, 
You  do  not  doubt  my  chaftity. 

Lad.  I  would  not ; 
But  thefe  are  ftrange  inducements. 

Eub.  By  no  means,  fir. 

^Why,  though  he  were  with  violence  feiz*d  upon? 

An«? 
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And  ftill  detain'd,  the  man, .  fir,  being  no  foldier, 
Nor  us'd  to  charge  his  pike,  when  the  breach  is  open. 
There  was  no  danger  in't :  you  muft  conceive,  fir, 
Being  religious,  fKe  chofe  him  for  a  chaplain 
To  read  old  homilies  to  her  in  the  darkj 
She's  bound,  to  it  by  her  canons, 

Lad.  Still  tormented 
With  thy  impertinence  ? 

Hon.  By  yourfelf,  dear  fir. 
I  was  ambitious  only  to  overthrow 
His  boafkd  conflancy,  in  his  confent,. 
But  for  facl:  I  contemn  him  i  I  was  never 
Unchafte  in  thought,  I  laboured  to  give  proof 
What  power  dwells  in  this  beauty  you  admire  (of 
And  when  you  fee  how  foon  it  hath  transformed  him, 
And  with  what  fuperftition  he  adores  it, 
Determine  as  you  pleafe. 

Lad.  I  will  look  on 
This  pageantry  but  — — 

Hon*  When'  ycu  have  feen  and  heard,,  fir, 
The  paffages  which  Pmyfelf  difcovered,, ' 
And  could  have  kept  conceal'd,  had  I  meant  faafely, 
Judge  as  you  pleafe. 

Lad.  Well,  I'll  obferve  the  iffae. 

Eub.  How  had  you  took  this,  general,  in  your  wife  r 

Ferdinand.  As  a  ftrange  curiofity  :  but  queens 
Are  privileg'd  above  fubjects,  and  'tis  fit,  fir. 

[Exeunt* 
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Enter  Mat  bias,  B  aft  i ft  a* 

Bap.  X/OU  are  much  alter'd,  fir,  fince  thelaft  night 
JL     When  the  queen  left  you,  and  look  cheer- 
fully, 
Your  dulnefs  quite  blown  over. 

R  3  Matl, 
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Mat .  I  have  feen  a  vifion, 
This  morning  makes  it  good,,  and  never  wa& 
In  fuch  fecurity  as  at  this  inftant, 
Pall  what  can  fall,,  and  when  the  queen  appears,. 
Whofe  fhortefl  abfence  now  is  tedious  to  me, 
Obferve  th'encounter. 

E?iter  HonGria,  LadiJIaus,  Eubulusr  Ferdinand^ 
Ac  a  nth  e>  with  others  abonje, 

Bap.  She  already  is 
Entered  the  lifts. 

Mat.  And  I  prepard  to  meet  her. 

Bap.  I  know  my  duty. 

Ho??.  Not  fo,  you  may  ftay  now 
As  a  witnefs  of  our  contract. 

Bap.  I  obey 
In  all  things,  madam. 

Hon.  Where's  that  reverence. 
Or  rather  fuperftitious  adoration, 
Which  captive- like  to  my  triumphant  beauty 
You  paid  laft  night  ?  no  humble  Jaiee,  nor  figp 
Of  vafTal  duty  r  fure  this  is  the  foot, 
To  whofe  proud  cover,  and  then  happy  in  it, 
Your  lips  were  glew'd ;  and  that  the  neck  then  offer's! 
To  witnefs  your  fubjeclionto  be  trod  on: 
Your  certain  lofs  of  life  in  the  king's  anger 
Was  then  too  mean  a  price  to  buy  my  favour  s 
And  that  falfe  glow-worm  of  conftancy 
To  your  wife,  extinguifh'd  by  a  greater  light 
Shot  from  our  eyes ;  and  that,  it  may  be,  (being 
Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on)  hath  deprived  you 
Of  fpeech,  and  motion  :   but  I  will  take  off 
A  little  from  the  fplendor,  and  defcend 
From  my  own  height,  and  in  yourlownefs  hear  yeu 
Plead  as  a  fuppliant. 

Mat.  I  do  remember 
I  once  faw  fuch  a  woman. 

Hon.  How  ! 

„  Mat.  And  then 

She  did  appear  a  mofl  magnificent  queen* 

A&& 
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And  what's  more,  virtuous,  tho'  fomewhat  darkened 
With  pride  and  f elf-opinion. 

Eub,  Call  you  this  courtfhip  ? 

Mat,  And  fhe  was  happy  in  a  royal  hufband, 
Whom  envy  could  not  tax,  unlefs  it  were 
For  his  too  much  indulgence  to  her  humours. 

Eub,  Pray  you,   fir,   obferve  that  touch,  'tis  to   the 
purpofe, 
I  like  the  play  the  better  for't. 

Mat,  And  fhe  liv'd 
Worthy  her  birth  and  fortune  ;  you  retain  yet 
Some  part  of  her  angelical  form  .;  but  when 
Envy  to  the  beauty  of  another  woman 
Inferior  to  her's,  (one  fhe  never 
Had  feen  but  in  her  picture)  had  difpers'd 
Infection  through  her  veins,  and  loyalty 
(Which a  great  queen  as  fhe  was  Should  have  nouriihM) 
Grew  odious  to  her 

Hon,  I  am  thunderftruck. 

Mat,  And  lull,  in  all  the  bravery  it  could  borrow 
From  majefcy,  howe'er  difguis'd,  had  took 
Sure  footing  in  the  kingdom  of  her  heart, 
(The  throne  of  chaflity  once)  how  in  a  moment 
All  that  was  gracious,  great,  and  glorious  in  her, 
And  won  upon  all  hearts,  like  feeniing  fhadows, 
Wanting  true  fubfcance,  vanilh'd  ! 

Hon.  How  his  reafons 
Work  on  my  foul ! 

Mat,  Retire  into  yourfelf, 
Vour  own  ftrengths,  madam,  ftrongly  man'd  with  .virtu©, 
And  be  but  as  you  were,  and  there's  no  office. 
So  bafe,  beneath  the  flavery  that  men 
Impofe  on  beads,  but  I  will  gladly  bow  to. 
But  as  you  play  and  juggle  with  a  ftranger, 
Varying  your  fhapes  like  Thetis,  tho'  the  beauti^ 
Of  all  that  are  by  poets  raptures  fainted, 
Were  now  in  you  united,  you  fhould  pat's 
Pitied  by  me  perhaps,  but  not  regarded, 

Eub,  If  this  take  not,  I  am  cheated, 
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Mat.  To  flip  once 
Is  incident,  and  excused  by  human  frailty  ;; 
But  to  fall,  ever  damnable.    We  were  both 
Guilty,  I  grants  in  tendering  our  affection, 
But,  as  I  hope  you  will  do,  I  repented. 
When  we  are  grown  up  to  ripenefs,  our  lif£  1& 
iLike  to  this  picture.     While  we  run 
A  conftant  race  in  goodnefs,  it  retains 
The  juft  proportion.     But  the  journey  being; 
Tedious,  and  fweet  temptations  in  the  way, 
That  may  in  fome  degree  divert  us  from 
The  road  that  we  put  forth  in,  e'er  we  end 
Our  pilgrimage,  it  may,  like  this,  turn  yell  ovr* 
Or  be  with  blacknefs  clouded.     But  when  w& 
Find  we  have  gone  aftray,  and  labour  ta 
Return  unto  our  never-failing  guide 
Virtue,  contrition  with  unfeign'd  tears, 
The  fpots  of  vice  waflYd  off,  will  jfoon  reftore  [t 
To  the  firft  purenefs. 

Hon.,  I  am  clifenchanted : 
Mercy,  O  mercy ,,  heavens  I  [Knnfa* 

Lad.  I  arn  raviflied  with 
What  I  have  feen  and  heard. 

Fen/.  Let  us  defcend,  and  he&r 
The  reft  below . 

Eub.  This  hath  fallen  out  beyond 
My  expectation.  fffy  defc&ld* 

Eon.  How  have  I  wander'd 
Out  of  the  tract  of  piety !  and  mified 
By  overweening  pride,  and  flattery 
Of  fawning  fycophants  (the  bane  of  greatnefs) 
Could  never  meet  till  now  a  paffenger, 
That  in  his  charity  would  fet  me  right, 
Or  flay  me  in  my  precipice  to  ruin  ! 
How  ill  have  I  return' d  your  goodnefs  to  me  ? 
The  horror  in  my  thought  outturns  me  marble. 

[Enter  the  King  and  otMert* 
But  if  it  may  be  yet  prevented,  O  fir, 
What  can  I  do  to  fhew  my  forrow,  or 
l^ith  what  brow  aik  your  pardon  h 
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Lad,  Pray  you  rife. 

Hon.  Never,  till  you  forgive  me,  and  receive 
Unto  your  love,  and  favour,  a  chang'd  woman. 
My  ftate  and  pride  turn'd  to  humility,  henceforth 
Shall  wait  on  your  commands,  and  my  obedience 
Steer 'd  only  by  your  will. 

Lad.  And  that  will  prove 
A  fecond  and  a  better  marriage  to  me  :  all  is  forgot      ■■ 

Hon.  Sir,  I  mull  not  rife  yet, 
Till  with  a  free  confeffion  of  a  crime, 
Unknown  to  you  yet,  and  a  following  fuit5 
Which  thus  I  beg,  be  granted. 

Lad,  I  melt  with  you. 
'Tis  pardon'd  and  confirm'd  thus. 

Hon.  Know  then,  fir, 
In  malice  to  this  good  knight's  wife,  I  pra&is'd 
Ubaldo,  and  Ricardo,  to  corrupt  her. 

Bap.  Thence  grew  the  change  of  the  piclure. 

Hon,  And  how  far 
They  have  prevaiPd,  I  am  ignorant.   Now,  if  you,  fir^ 
Or  the  honour  of  this  good  man,  may  beintreated 
To  travel  thither,  it  bemg,but  a  day's  journey, 
To  fetch  'em  off.  -\ 

Lad.  We  will  put  on  to-night. 

Bap.  I,  if  you  pleafe,  your  harbinger. 

Lad.  I  thank  you. 
Let  me  embrace  you  in  my  arm¥j  your  fervice 
Done  on  the  Turk,  compared  with  this,  weighs  nothing, 

Mat.  I  am.ftill.your  humble  creature.. 

Lad.  My  true  friend . 

Ferd.  And  fo  you  are  bound  to  hold  him, 

Eub.  Such  a  plant 
Imported  to  your  kingdom,  and  here  grafted, 
Would  yield  more  fruit,  than  all  the. idle  weeds. 
That  fuck  up  your  rain  of  favour. 

Lad.  In  my  will. 
I'll  not  be  wanting,  prepare  for  our  journ?y. 
In  act  be  my  Honoria  now,  not  name, 
And  to  all  after- times  preferve  thy  fame.  {Exeunt* 

The  end  of  the  fourth  Act, 
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Ad.  V.     Seen.  i. 

Sophia,  Corifca?  Hi/ario* 

Soph.     A   RE  they  then  fo  humble  ? 

jf\  Hi/.  Hunger  and  hard  labour 
Have  tam'd  'em,  madam  5  at  firft  they  bellow'ct 
Like  ftags  ta'en  in  a  toil,  and  would  not  work 
For  fullennefs  ;  but  when  they  found  without  it 
There  was  no  eating,  and  that  to  ftarve  to  death. 
Was  much  againfl  their  flomachs,.  by  degrees,, 
Againft  their  wills,  they  fell  to  it.. 

Cor.  And  now  feed  on 
The  little  pittance  you  allowr  with  gladnefs. 

Hi/.  I  do  remember  that  they  ftop'd  their  nofes 
At  the  fight  of  beef  and  mutton,  as  coarfe  feeding 
For  their  fine  palates  ;  but  now,  their  work  being  ended;*, 
They  leap  at  a  barley  cruft,  and  hold  cheefe-parings, 
With  a  fpoonful  of  pall'd  wine  pour'd  in  their  water,. 
For  feftival  exceedings. 

Cor.  When  I  examine 
My  fpinfter's  work,  he  trembles  like  a  'prentice^. 
And  takes  a  box  on  the  ear  when  I  fpy  faults  ' 
And  botches  in  his  labour,,  as  a  favour 
From  a  curfl  miftrefs. 

Hi/.  The  other  too  reels  well 
For  his  time  j  and  if  your  ladyfhip  would  pleafe 
To  fee  'em  for  your  fport,  fince  they  want  airings 
It  would  do  well  in  my  judgment,  you  mall  hear 
Such  a  hungry  dialogue  from  'em. 
v    Soph.  But  fuppofe 

When  they  are  out  of  prifon  they  fliould  grow 
Rebellious  ? 

Hi/.  Never  fear^t ;,  I'll  undertake 
To  lead  'em  out  by  the  nofe  with  a  coarfe  thread 
Of  the  one's  fpinning,  and  make  the  other  reel  after^ 
And  without  grumbling  ;  and  when  you  are  weary  of 

Their  company,  as  eafily  return  'em* 
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Cor.-  Dear  madam,  it  will  help, to  drive  away 
Your  melancholy. 

Soph.  Well,  on  this  aflurance 
I  am  content ;  bring  'em  hither. 

HiL  I  will  do  it 
In  (lately  equipage.  [Exit  Hikrfo* 

Soph.  They  have  confeiTed  then 
They  were  fet  on  by  the  queen  to  taint  me  in 
My  loyalty  to  my  lord  ? 

Cor.  'Twas  the  main  caufe 
That  brought  'em  hither. 

Soph.  I  am  glad  I  know  it ; 
And  as  I  have  begun,  before  I  end, 
I'll  at  the  height  revenge  it ;  let  us  ftep  afide  } 
They  come,  the  obje&'s  fo  ridiculous, 
In  fpight  of  my  fad  thoughts  I  cannot  but 
Lend  a  forc'd  fmile  to  grace  it. 

Enter  Hilario,  TJbaldo  /pinning,  Ricardo  reeling* 

HiL  Come  away,, 
Work  as  you  gor  and  lofe  no  time,  'tis  precious, 
You'll  find  it  in  your  commons. 

Ric.  Commons,  call  you  it  I 
The  word  is  proper  ;  I  have  gras'd  fo  long 
Upon  your  commons,  I  am  almoft  flarv'd  here. 

HiL  Work  harder,  and  they  (hall  be  better'd. 

UbaL  Better'd? 
Worfer  they  cannot  be  ;  would  I  might  lie 
Like  a  dog  under  her  table  and  ferve  for  a  foot-ftool, 
So  I  might  have  my  belly  full  of  that 
Her  ifland  curr  refufes.    . 

HiL  How  do  you  like  , 
Your  airing  ?  is  it  not  a  favour  ? 

Ric.   Yes; 
Juft  fuch  a  one  as  you  ufe  to  a  brace  of  grey-hounds 
When  they  are  led  out  of  their  kennels  to  (cumber  ^ 
But  our  cafe  is  ten  times  harder,  we  have  nothing 
In  our  bellies  to  be  vented  :  if  you  will  be 
An  honeft  yeoman  phenterer,  feed  us  firft, 
And  walk  us  after, 
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////.  Yeoman  phenterer ! 
Such  another  word  to  your  governor, .  and  you  go^ 
Supperlefs  to, bed  for't. 

VbaL  Nay,  even  as  you  pleafe. 
The  comfortable  name  of  breakfafl,  dinners* 
pollations,  fupper,  beverage,  are  words 
Worn  out  of  our  remembrance  ^ 

Ric.  O  &r  the  fteam. 
Of  meat  in  a  cook's  ihop  ! 

VbaL  I  am  fo  dry, 
J  have  not  fpittle  enough  to  wet  my  fingers 
When  I  draw  my  flax  from  my  diftaff. 

Ric.  Nor  I  flrength 
To  raife  ray  hand  to  the  top  of  my  reeler.    Oh  h 
I  have  the  cramp, all  over  me. 

HiL  What  do  you  think 
Were  bell  to  apply  to  it  ?  a  cramp-Hone,  as  I  take  \t^ 
Were  very  ufeful. 

Ric.  Oh  !  no  more  of  ftones, 
We  have  been  usM  too  long  like  hawks  already. 

VbaL  We  are  not  fo  high  in  our  fleih  now  to  need 
cafling, 
We  will  come  to  an  empty  fill., 

HiL  Nay,,  that  you  fhall  not. 
So  ho,  birds ;.  how  the  eyeffes  fsratch  and.fcramble  ! 
Take  heed  of  a  furfeit :  do  not  call  your  gorges, 
This  is  more  than  I  have  commiffion  for ;.  be  thankfuL 

Sophia.  Were  all  that  fludy  the  abufe  of  women 
Us'd  thus,  the  city  would  not  fwarm  with  cuckolds, 
Nor  fo  many  tradefmen  break. 
Cor.  Pray  ycu  appear  now,. 
And  mark  the  alteration; 

HiL  To  your  work, 
My  lady  is  in  prefence  ;  fhew  your  duties 
Exceeding  well. 

Sophia.  How  do  your  fcholars  profit  ? 
HiL  Hold  up  your  heads  demurely.    Prettily 
Tor  young  beginners. 

Cor.  And  will  do  well  in  tiine 
If  they  be  kept  in  awe. 
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Ric.  In  awe !  I  am  fure 
I  quake  like  an  afpen  leaf.. 

IJbal.   No  mercy,  lady  $ 

Ric.  Nor  intermifiion  ? 

Sophia.  Let  me  fee  your  work. 
Fie  upon't,.  what  a  thread's  here !  a  poor  cobler's  wife 
Would  make  a  finer  thread  to  fow  a  clown's  rent  Itart-up ; 
And  here  you  reel  as  you  were  drunk. 

Ric.  I  am  fure  it  is  not  with  wine. 

Sophia.  O,  take  heed  of  wine  ; 
Cold  water  is  far  better  for  your  health, 
Of  which  I  am  very  tender  ;  you  had  foul  bodies* 
And  muft  continue  Jn  this  phyfical  diet 
t^nU  the  caufe  of  your  difeafe  be  ta'en  away, 
For  fear  of  a  relapfe,  and  that  is  dangerous  ? 
Yet  I  hope  already  that  you  are  in  fome 
Degree  recover'dr  and  that  way  to  refolve  me 
Anfwer  me  truly;  nay,  what  I  ■•propound 
Concerns  both  nearer  ;  what  would  you  now  give*. 
If  your  means  were  in  your  hands,,  to  lie  all  night 
With  a  frefti  and  handfome  lady  ? 

Vhal.  How !  a  lady  ? 

0  I  ampafs'd  it,  hunger  with  her  razor 
Hath  made  me  an  eunuch. 

Ric.  For  a  mefs  of  porridge, 
Well  fopp'd  with  a  bunch  of  raddifti  and  a  carrot,, 

1  would  fell  my  barony ;  but  for  women,  oh!. 
No  more  of  women,  not  a  doit  for  a  doxy 
After  this  hungry  voyage. 

Sophia.  Thefe  are  truly 
Good  fymptoms;  let  them  not  venture  too  much  in  the 
Till  they  are  weaker,.  [air 

Ric.  This  is  tyranny. 

Vhal.  Scorn  upon  fcorn* 

Sophia.  You  were  fo 
In  your  malicious  intent  to  me,  [Enter  a  Servant. 

And  therefore  'tis  but  juftice. What's  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser*v.  My  lord's  great  friend,  fignior  Baptifla,  madam* 
Is  newly  lighted  from  his  horfe,  with  certain 
Aflurance  of  my  lord's  arrival,. 

Sophia, 
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Sophia.  How! 
And  ftand  I  trifling  here  ?  hence  with  the  mongrels 
To  their  feveral  kennels,  there  let  them  howl  in  private; 
ril  be  no  farther  troubled.         [Ex.  Sophia  and  Servant. 

Ubal.  O  that  ever 
I  faw  this  fury ! 

Ric.  Or  look'd  on  a  woman 
But  as  a  prodigy  in  nature  ! 

HiL  Silence, 
No  more  of  this. 

Cor.  Methinks  you  have  no  eaufe 
To  repent  your  being  here. 

HiL  Have  you  not  learnt, 
When  your  'Hates  are  fpent,  your  feveral  trades  to  live  bfl 
And  never  charge  the  hofpital  ? 

Ccr.  Work  but  tightly,  - 

And  we  will  not  ufe  a  difh -clout  in  the  houfe 
But  of  your  fpinning. 

Ubal.  O  !  I  would  this  hemp 
Were  turn'd  to  a  halter. 

HiL  Will  you  march? 

Ric.  Afoftone, 
Good  general j  I  befeech  you. 

Ubal.  I  can  hardly 
Draw  my  legs  after  me. 

HiL  For  a  crutch  you  may  ufe 
Your  diftafF,  a  good  wit  makes  ufe  of  all  things. 

[Exeunt* 
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Enter  Sophia  and  Bapiijla. 

S^fo.TT7AS  he  jealous  of  me  ? 

VV       Bapt.  There's  no  perfect  love 
Without  fome  touch  oft,  madam. 

Sophia.  And  my  picture 
Made  bv  your  devililh  art,  a  fpy  upon 
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My  actions  I  \  never  fat  to  be  drawn, 
Nor  had  you,  £r,  commiflion  for't. 

Bapt.  Excufe  me ; 
At  his  earneft  fuit  I  did  it. 

Sophia.  Very  good : 
Was  I  grown  fo  cheap  in  his  opinion  01  me  ? 

Bapt.  The  profperous  events  that  crown'd  his  fortunes 
May  qualify  the  offence. 

Sophia.  Rood  the  events ! 
The  fanctuary  fools  and  madmen  fly  to* 
When  their  ram  and  defperate  undertakings  thrive  well  | 
"But  good  and  wife  men  are  directed  by 
Grave  councils,  and  with  fuch  deliberation 
Proceed  in  their  affairs,  that  chance  hath  nothing 
To  do  with  'em.     Howfoe'er,  take  the  pains,  fir^ 
To  meet  the  honour  in  the  king  and  queen's 
Approaches  to  my  houfe,  that  breaks  upon  me, 
I  will  expect  them  with  my  bell  of  care. 

Bapt.  To  entertain  fuch  royal  guefts* 

Sophia.  I  know  it.  [Ex.  Bapfl 

Leave  that  to  me,  fir.— What  fhould  move  the  queen. 
So  given  to  eafe  and  pleafure^  as  fame  fpeaks  her, 
To  fuch  a  journey  ?  or  work  on  my  lord 
To  doubt  my  loyalty  ?  nay,  moire,  to  take; 
For  the  refolution  of  his  fears,  a  courfe 
That  is  by  holy  writ  deny'd  a  chriftian  ? 
'Twas  impious  in  him,  and  perhaps  the  welcome 
He  hopes  in  my  embraces  may  deceive 
His  expectation.     The  trumpets  fpeak 
The  king's  arrival.     Help  a  woman's  wit  now* 
To  make  him  know  his  fault  and  my  juft  anger. 

{Exit Sophia] 
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Ad.  V.    Seen,  ultima. 

Loud  Tfiujtck..    Enter  Matbias,  Eubulus,  Ladijlaus,  Fer+ 
dinand,  Homria^BaptiJlar  Acanthe?  <with  attendants.. 

JEuh.  XZO U R  majefly  mull  be  weary. 

jL       Hon.  No,  my  lord,, 
A  willing  mind  makes  a  hard  journey  eafy. 

Math.  Not  Love,  attended  on  by  Hermes,,  waf 
More  welcome  to  the  cottage  of  Philemon, 
And  his  poor  Baucis,  than  your  gracious  felfr 
Your  matchlefs  queen,  and  all  your  royal  train 
Are  to  your  fervant  and  his  wife. 

Lad.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Hon.  I  long  to  fee  her  as  my  now  lov'd  rival. 

Eub.  And  I  to  have  a  fmack  at  her ;  'tis  a  cordial 
To  an  old  man,  better  than  fack  and.  a  toafl 
.Before-  he  goes  to  fupper. 

Math.  Ha  !  is  my  houfe  turn'd 
To  a  wildernefs  ?  nor  wife  nor  fervants  ready 
With  all  rites  due  to  majefly,  to  receive 
Such  unexpected  bleffings?  You  affur'd  me 
Of  better  preparation.     Hath  not 
Th'  excefs  of  joy  tranfported  her  beyond 
Her  understanding  ? 

Bapt.  I  now  parted  from  her, 
And  gave  her  your  directions. 

Math..  How  mall  I  beg 
Your  majefly's  patience  ?  Sure  my  family's  drunks 
Or  by  fbme.  witch,  in  envy  of  my  glory, 
A  dead  fleep  thrown  upon  'em. 

Enter  Hilario  and  Servants. 

I.  Ser*v.   Sir. 

Math.  But  that 
The  facred  prefence  of  the  king  forbids  it^ 
My  fword  mould  make  a  maffacre  among  you. 
Where  is  your  miftrefs  ? 

Hi/.  Firfl,  you  are  welcome  home,,  fir, 
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ilienknow,  me  fays  fhe's  fick,  fir.- — -There's  no  notice 
Taken  of  my  bravery. 

Math.  Sick  at  fuch  a  time ! 
It  cannot  be,  tho*  me  were  on  her  death-bed, 
And  her  ipirit  even  now  departed,,  here  Hand  they 
Could  call  it  back  again,  and  in  this  honour 
Give  her  a  fecond  being.     Bring  me  to  her ; 
I  know  not  what  to  urge,  or  how  to  redeem 
This  mortgage  of  her  manners.  [Exeunt  Mdthias 

Enb.  There's  no  climate  and  Hilario. 

In  the  world,  I  think,  where  one  jade's  trick  or  other 
Reigns  not  in  women. 

Ferd.  You  were  ever  bitter 
Again  ft  the  fex. 

Lad.  This  is  very  ftrange. 

Hon.  Mean  women 
Have  their  faults  as  well  as  queens. 

Lad.  O,  ihe  appears  now. 

Enter  Mat  hi  as  and  Sophia* 

Math.  The  injury  that  you  conceive  I  have,  done  y&u 
Difpute  hereafter,  and  m  your  preverfenefa 
Wrong  not  yourfelf  and"  me. 

Sophia.  I  am  pals' d  my  childhood, 
And  need  no  tutor. 

Math.  This  is  the  great  king, 
To  whom  I  am  engag'd  till  death,  for  all 
I  ftand  poffefs'dof. 

Sophia.  My  humble  roof  is  proud,  fir, 
To  be  the  canopy  of  fo  much  greatnefs, 
Set  off  with  goodnefs. 

Lad.  My  own  praifes  flying 
In  fuch  pure  air  as  your  breath,  fair  lady, 
Cannot  but  pleafe  me, 

Math.  This  is  the  queen  of  queens. 
In  her  magnificence  to  me. 

Sophia.  In  my  duty 
I  kifs  her  highnefs'  robe. 

Hon.  You  ftoop  too  low, 
To  her  whofe  lips  would  meet  with  yours; 

Sophia.  Howe?er 
It  may  appear  prepofVrons  in  women  S{£ 
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So  to  encounter,  'tis  your  pleafure,  madam, 
And  not  my  proud  ambition. — Do  you  hear,  fir  I 
Without  a  magical  picture,  in  the  touch 
I  find  your  print  of  clofe  and  wanton  kiffes 
On  the  queen's  lips. 

Math.  Upon  your  life  be  filent.. 
And  now  falute  thefe  lords. 

Soph.  Since  you'll  have  me^ 
You  fhall  fee  I  am  experienc'd  at  the  game, 
And  can  play  it  tightly. — You  are  a  brave  man,  fir, 
And  do  deferve  a  free  and  hearty  welcome, 
Be  this  the  prologue  to  it. 

Eub.  An  old  man's  turn 
Is  ever  laft  in  kifling.  I  have  lips  too, 
However  cold  ones,  madam. 

Soph.  I  will  warm  'em 
With  the  fire  of  mine. 

Eub.  And  fo  me  has,  I  thank  you, 
I  Iball  fleep  the  better  all  night  for't. 

Math.  You  exprefs 
The  boldnefs  of  a  wanton  courtezan, 
And  not  a  matron's  modefty  -,  take  up, 
Or  you  are  difgrac'd  for  ever. 

Soph.  How  ?  with  kifTing 
Feelingly  as  you  taught  me  ?  would  you  have  me 
Turn  my  cheek  to  'em,  as  proud  ladies  ufe 
To  their  inferiors,  as  if  they  intended    • 
Some  bufinefs  ihould  be  whifper'd  in  their  ear, 
And  not  a  falntation  ?  What  I  do, 
I  will  do  freely  ;  now  I  am  in  the  humour 
I'll  fly  at  all,  are  there  any  more  ? 

Math.  Forbear, 
Or  you  will  raife  my  anger  to  a  height 
That  will  defcend  in  fury. 

Soph.  Why  ?    you  know 
How  to  refoive  yourfelf  what  my  intents  are, 
By  the  help  of  Mephoftophiles,  and  your  pitlure. 
Pray  you  look  upon't  again.  I  humbly  thank 
The  queen's  great  care  of  me,  while  you  were  abfent. 
She  knew  how  tedious  'twas  for  a  young  wife, 

And 
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And  being  for  that  time  a  kind  of  widow, 
To  pafs  away  her  melancholy  hours 
Without  good  company,  and  in  charity  therefore 
Provided  for  me,  out  of  her  own  ftore  : 
She  culPd  the  lords  Ubaldo  and  Ricardo, 
Two  principal  courtiers  for  ladies  fervice, 
To  do  me  all  good  offices ;  and  as  fuch 
Imploy'd  by  her,  I  hope  I  have  receiv'd 
And  entertained  'em ;  nor  fhall  they  depart 
Without  the  effect  ariiing  from  the  caufe 
That  brought  'em  hither. 

Mat,  Thou  doll  belye  thyfelf ; 
I  know  that  in  my  abfence  thou  wer't  honeffi, 
However  now  turn'd  monfter. 

Soph.  The  truth  is, 
We  did  not  deal  like  you,  in  fpeculations 
On  cheating  pictures ;  we  knew  ihadows  were 
No  fubftances,  and  actual  performance 
The  bell  affurance.    I  will  bring  'em  hither 
To  make  good  in  this  prefence  fo  much  for  me. 
Some  minutes  fpace  I  beg  your  majefty's  pardon       ■* 
You  are  movM  ;  now  champ  upon  this  bit  a  little, 
Anon  you  mall  have  another.  Wait  me,  Hilajio. 

\Exeunt  Sophia  and '  Hilar  it  I 

Lad.  How  now,  turn'd  ftatue,  fir? 

Mat.  Fly,  and  fly  quickly 
From  this  curfed  habitation,  or  this  Gorgon 
Will  make  you  all  as  I  am  ;  in  her  tongue 
Millions  of  adders  hifs,  and  every  hair  \ 

Upon  her  wicked  head,  a  fnake  more  dreadful 
Than  that  Tiiiphon  threw  on  Athamas, 
Which  in  his  madnefs  forc'd  him  to  difmember 
His  proper  hTue.     O  that  ever  I 
Repos'd  my  trufl  in  magick,  or  believ'd 
Impoffibilities,  or  that  charms  had  power  ! 

Eub.  Thefe  are  the  fruits 
Of  marriage  ;  an  old  batchelor  as  I  am, 
And  what's  more,  will  continue,  is  not  troubled 
With  thefe  fine  vagaries . 

Fsrct* 
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Ferd.  *TilI  you  are  refolv'd,  fir, 
Forfake  not  hope. 

Bapt.  Upon  my  life,  this  is 
Dimmulation. 

Lad.  And  it  fuits  not  with 
Your  fortitude  and  'wifdom,  to  be  thus 
Tranfported  with  your  paflion. 

Hon.  You  were  once 
Deceiv'd  in  me,  fir,  as  I  was  in  you  i 
Yet  the  deceit  pleas'd  both. 

Mat.  She  hath  confefs'd  all,. 
What  farther  proof  fhouid  I  aik  ?. 

Hon.  Yet  remember 
The  diftance  that  is  interpos'd  between 
A  woman's  tongue  and  her  heart,  and  you  muft  grant 
You  build  upon  no  certainties. 
Enter  Sophia,  Corifca,  Hilar  io.  Via /do  and  Ricardo>: 

as  before. 

Eub.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Soph.  You  mull  come  on  and  mow  your  fclvea. 

Vbald..  The  king  f 

Ricard.  And  queen  too  !  would  I  were  as  far  under 
As  I  am  above  it.  [the  earth, 

TJbald.  Some  poet  will 
From  this  relation,  or  in  verfe  or  profe, 
Or  both  together  blended,  render  us 
JRidiculous  to  all  ages. 

Lad.  I  remember 
This  face  when  it  was  in  a  better  plight : 
Are  not  ycru  Ricardo  } 

Hon.  And  this  thing,  I  take  it, 
Was  once  Ubaldo. 

Vbald.  I  am  now  I  know  not  what. 

Ricard.  We  thank  your  majefly  for  imploying  Uf 
To  this  fubtle  Circe. 

Eub.  How,  my  lord,  turn'd  fpinfter  f 
Do  you  work  by  the  day  or  by  the  great  ? 

Ferd.  Is  your  theorbo 
Turn'd  to  a  diftafF,  fignior,  and  your  voice, 
With  which  you  chanted,  room  for  a  lufty  gallant , 

1  Turn'd 
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'Turned  to  the  note  of  Lacrymse -?' 

Eub.  Pr'ythee  tell  me, 
For  I  know  thou  art  free,  how  often,  and  to  the  purpofe, 
Have  you  been  merry  with  this  lady. 

Ricard.  Never,  never. 

Lad.  Howfoever  you  mould  fay  fo  for  your  credit^ 
Being  the  only  court-bull. 

UbaJd.  O  that  ever 
I  faw  this  kicking  heifer  ! 

Soph.  You  fee,  madam,  - 
How  I  have  cur' dy  our-fervants,  and  what  favours 
They  with  their  rampant  valour  have  won  from  me* 
You  may,  as  they  are  phyiick'd,  I  prefume, 
Trull  a  fair  virgin  with  'em ;  they  have  learn'd 
Their  feveral  trades  to  live  by,  and  paid  nothing 
But  cold  and  hunger  for  'em,  and  may  now 
Set  up  for  themfelves,  for  here  I  give  'em  over. 
And  now  to  you,  h%  why  do  you  not  again 
Perufe  your  picture,  and  take  the  advice 
-Of  your  learned  confort?  thefe  are  the  men,  or  none, 
lhat  made,  you,,  as  the  Italian  fays,  a  beco. 

Math.  I  know  not  which  way  to  in  treat  your  pardon*; 
Nor  am  I  worthy  of  it,  my  Sophia, 
My  bell  Sophia.    Here  before  the  king, 
Th^  queen,  thefe  lords,  and  all  the  lookers  on, 
I  doTenouncemy  error,  and  embrace  you 
As  the  great  example  to  all  after-times 
for  fuch  as  would  die  chafte,  and  noble  wives 
With  reverence  to  imitate. 

Soph,  Notfo,  fir,      _  • 

I  yet  hold  off.    However  I  have  purg'd 
My  doubted  innocence,  the  foul  alperfions, 
In  your  unmanly  doubts  call  on  my  honour, 
Cannot  fo  foon  be  wahYd  off. 

Eub.  Shall  we  have 
More  j  iggobobs  yet  ?- 

Soph.  When  you  v/ent  to  the  wars. 
I  fet  no  fpy  upon  you  to  obferve 
Which  way  you  wandred,  though  our  fex  by  nature 
Is  fubjeft  to  fufpicions  and  fears  j 

My 
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My  confidence  in  your  loyalty  freed  me  from  'em" 

But  to  deal  as  you  did  'gainilyour  religion, 

With  this  inchanter  to  furvey  my  actions. 

Was  more  than  woman's  weaknefs ;  therefore  know. 

And  'tis  my  boon  unto  the  king,  I  do 

Defjre  a  feparation  from  your  bed ; 

For  I  will  ipend  the  remnant  of  my  life 

In  prayer  and  meditation. 

Math.  O  take  pity 
Upon  my  weak  condition,  or  I  am 
More  wretched  in  your  innocence,  than  if 
I  had  found  you  guilty.     Have  you  fhown  a  jewel 
Out  of  the  cabinet  of  your  rich  mind 
To  lock  it  up  again  ? — She  turns  away. 
Will  none  fpeak  for  me  ?  fhame  and  fin  hath  robb'd  me 
Of  the  ufe  of  my  tongue. 

Lad.  Since  you  have  conquer'd,  madam, 
You  wrong  the  glory  of  your  victory, 
If  you  ufe  it  not  with  mercy. 

Ferd.  Any  penance 
You  pleafe  to  impofe  upon  him,  I  dare  warrant 
He  will  gladly  fufFer. 

Eub.  Have  I  liv'd  to  fee 
But  one  good  woman,  and  fhallwe  for  a  trifle 
Have  her  turn  nun  ?  I  will  firft  pull  down  the  cloyfte3\ 
To  the  old  fport  again,  with  a  good  luck  to  you: 
'Tis  not  alone  enough  that  you  are  good, 
We  mull  have  fome  of  the  breed  of  you  :  will  youdeftroy 
The  kind  and  race  of  goodnefs  ?  I  am  converted, 
And  afk  your  pardon,  madam,  for  my  iH  opinion 
Againfl  the  fex,  and  mow  me  but  two  fuch  more 
I'll  marry  yet,  and  love  'em. 

Hon.  She  that  yet 
Ne'er  knew  what  'twas  to  bend  but  to  the  king, 
Thus  begs  remiffion  for  him. 

Soph.  O  dear,  madam, 
Wrong  not  your  greatnefs  fo* 

O  nines.  We  all  are  fuitors. 

UbaU.  I  do  deferve  to  be  heard  among  the  reft, 
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lUcard.  And  we  have  fuffer'd  for  it. 

Soph.   I  perceive, 
There's  no  refiftance  5  but  fuppofe  I  pardon 
What's  paft,  who  can  fecure  me  he'll  be  free 
Prom  jealoufy  hereafter  ? 

Mat.  I  will  be 
My  own  fecurity  ;  go  ride  where  you  pleafe, 
Feaft,  revel,  banquet,  and  make  choice  with  whom^ 
I'llfet  no  watch  upon  you;  and  for  proof  of  % 
This  curfed  pi&ure  I  furrender  up 
To  a  confuming  fire. 

Baft.  As  I  abjure 
The  practice  of  my  art. 

Sofb.  Upon  thefe  terms 
I  am  reconciled ;  and  for  thefe  that  have  paid 
The  price  of  their  folly,  I  defire  your  mercy. 

Lad.  At  your  requefl  they  have  it. 

JJbal.  Hang  all  trades  now. 

Ric  I  will  find  a  new  one,  and  that  is  to  live  honeft] 

Hi/.  Thefe  are  my  fees. 

JJbal.  Pray  you  take  'em  with  a  mifchief. 

Lad.  So,  all  ends  in  peace  now, 
And  to  all  married  men  be  this  a  caution, 
Which  they  mould  duly  tender  as  their  life, 
Neither  to  doat  too  much,  nor  doubt  a  wife, 
v  \Exeunt  omnetl 
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